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^Jhe  Gateway  to  the  tleu>l)ear 

"Enter  ye  in  at  the  strait  gate:  for  wide  is  the  gate,  and  broad 
is  the  way,  that  leadeth  to  destruction,  and  many  there  be  which 
go  in  thereat:  Because  strait  is  the  gate,  and  narrow  is  the  way, 
which  leadeth  unto  life,  and  few  there  be  that  find  it,"  Matt. 
7:13,  14. 
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Alda   B.   Harrison,  Editor 
THE  WHITE  PAGE 

Grace  Noll  Crowell 

The  last  bells  sound  upon  the  midnight 
air — 
Their  echo   dies, 
And  suddenly  a   white   page   turns,   and 
gleams 
Before  my  eyes. 

How  beautiful,  how  beautiful  it  is! 

How  clean  and  new: 
This  page  that  God  has  given  me  to  keep 

The  whole   year   through. 

Oh,  I  must  be  so  careful  how  I  write 

In  words  and  ways. 
That    I    may    make    but    perfect,    lovely 
script 

For  all  the  days; 

And  that  1  may  write  out  each  little  hour 

So  clear  and  plain, 
And  letter  every  moment   that  there  be 

No  blot  or  stain! 

God,  help  me  make  my  written  lines  so 
straight, 
My  work  so  true, 
That  when  You  take  the  copy  -up  at  last, 
It  will  please  You. 

— Holland's 

Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

Happy  New  Year  to  you.  At  12:00 
o'clock  p.m.,  December  31,  the  door  to 
1940  will  close.  As  we  take  our  last  look 
backward  into  the  old  year  we'll  be  sad 
over  some  things.  We  always  are,  for 
none  of  us  are  so  perfect  that  we  have 
not  made  mistakes.  But  as  Paul  says, 
"...  forgetting  those  things  which  are 
behind,  and  reaching  forth  unto  those 
things  which  are  before,  I  press  toward 
the  mark  for  the  prize  of  the  high  call- 
ing of  God  in  Christ  Jesus." 

Right  here  let  us  kneel  at  the  cross 
and  ask  our  dear  heavenly  Father  to  for- 
give us  for  everything  in  our  lives  that 


lias  been  a  hindrance  to  His  cause  during 
the  past  year.  I  can  almost  hear  that  great 
army  of  people  calling  upon  the  Lord. 
Can't  you?  And  then  I  fancy  I  can  hear 
that  wonderful  prayer  end  with  a  season 
of  thanksgiving  for  all  the  blessings  He 
has  sent  us  during  this  time.  But  we'll 
close  the  door  now  to  the  old  year  and  as 
the  gateway  to  the  new  year  stands  open 
let  us  see  what  it  holds  for  us.  We  would 
not  want  to  know;  it  would  not  be  best 
for  us  to  know.  The  one  thing  that  we 
know  is  that  the  whitened  harvest  field 
lies  before  us.  Can't  you  see  it?  Can't  you 
see  the  multitudes  of  boys  and  girls  leav- 
ing the  cross  of  Christ  and  going  down 
the  broadway?  Oh,  what  can  we  do  to 
stop  them  and  call  them  back?  Let  us 
see.  The  first  thing  I  would  suggest  would 
be  to  stop  from  the  busy  whirl  about  us 
and  examine  ourselves  as  to  whether  or 
not  our  lives  are  wholly  consecrated  to 
His  service.  And  this  is  the  most  impor- 
tant thing  in  the  life  of  one  who  is 
anxious  to  win  souls  to  Christ.  We  must 
be  pliable  in  His  hands  so  that  He  can 
use  us. 

After  we  have  examined  ourselves  and 
found  a  life  of  consecration,  we  do  not 
need  to  fear.  He  will  use  us.  There  are 
many  precious  ones  who  are  anxious  to 
work  in  this  whitened  harvest  field  and 
as  they  enter  the  New  Year,  they  are 
pleading  for  guidance.  They  are  hungry 
to  be  of  service  to  the  Master.  They  have 
talents  to  offer  to  the  Lord,  but  where 
should  they  labor?  It  may  be  the  task  of 
some  of  us  to  help  them  find  their  place. 

The  other  day  a  young  woman  came 
to  my  home.  She  said,  "I  feel  that  God 
is  calling  me  to  work  definitely  for  Him. 
But  where  shall  I  work?"  The  big  tears 
filled  her  eyes.  I'm  going  to  do  what  I 
can  to  help  her  find  her  place. 

There  are  thousands  of  boys  and  girls 
just  like  that.  Much  talent  is  lying  dor- 
mant because  there  seems  to  be  no  outlet 
for  its  use.  In  some  of  our  churches  we 
have  noticed  that  a  few  singers  are 
selected  because  they  can  sing  well,  and 


they  are  used  constantly  until  people 
almost  get  tired  of  hearing  them,  when 
with  just  a  little  encouragement  many 
others  could  be  trained  for  service  along 
this  line  and  we  could  have  a  variety  of 
voices.  We  feel  that  music  is  a  wonderful 
blessing  to  the  church  and  that  many- 
souls  have  been  saved  by  those  who  have 
cultivated  this  talent,  but  could  it  be 
that  we  are  a  little  one-sided  along  that 
line?  I  have  seen  people  who  could  sing 
well  who  cannot  read  the  Bible  so  that 
it  is  impressive,  and  the  most  beautiful 
poems  are  so  butchered  up  by  the  major- 
ity of  people  that  you  cannot  get  the 
inspiration  they  bring.  How  about  search- 
ing out  the  other  talents  this  new  year 
to  see  what  we  can  do  along   this  line? 

Could  we  not  get  our  boys  and  girls 
together  and  find  a  teacher  for  them  and 
study  expression,  so  that  when  the  time 
comes  to  read  the  Bible  or  any  other  part 
they  might  take  in  Y.  P.  E.  that  they 
could  do  it  well?  Reading  is  just  as  im- 
portant as  singing.  If  one  sings  without 
getting  his  message  over  to  the  people  it 
is  time  wasted.  Reading  the  Bible  is  very 
important,  and  just  listen  when  the 
majority  of  people  read,  there  is  little 
interest  shown  in  the  congregation.  Listen 
to  the  poems  you  hear  read.  They  have 
beautiful  messages  but  you  do  not  get 
them  because  there  is  no  expression  put 
in  them.  We  need  variety  in  our  services. 
Sometimes  a  whole  hour  is  spent  and 
sometimes  more  in  song  service.  How  nice 
to  have  a  change,  so  why  not  prepare 
along  other  lines?  The  Bible  School  has 
all  of  these  things  and  our  Y.  P.  E.  is 
our  Bible  School  on  the  field. 

Did  you  know  nothing  would  help 
more  to  keep  our  boys  and  girls  from 
taking  the  downward  road  than  to  take 
an  interest  in  them  and  help  them  dis- 
cover their  talent  and  find  their  place  in 
the  world?  Nothing  would  be  more  satis- 
fying than  this  very  service  for  Him. 
Many  of  our  young  people  feel  that  they 
are  left  out  of  everything  because  they 
cannot  sing  and  play  like  someone  else. 
Remember  singing  and  playing  is  very 
useful  in  the  service  of  the  Lord  if  it  is 
consecrated  singing,  but  if  it  is  used  mere- 
ly for  entertainment  it  belongs  to  the 
world.  I  fear  much  of  our  singing  today 
is  more  for  entertainment  than  for  the 
glory  of  God.  Young  people,  please  search 
your  hearts  and  see  why  you  sing.  Is  it 
to  see  how  you  can  come  down  on  those 
wonderful  bass  notes  or  soar  away  up 
into  the  high  with  your  soprano,  or  do 
you  sing  that  your  song  may  win  a  soul 
to   Christ? 

Do  you  study  your  songs  and  pray 
about  what  God  wants  you  to  sing  and 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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(Continued  from  last  issue) 

Sally  Jo  lay  on  her  bed  that  rest  hour, 
but  not  to  sleep.  She  went  over  in  her 
mind  all  the  puzzling  things  she  meant 
to  ask. 

That  book,  that  seemed  to  ask  of  her 
a  surrender  so  unusual.  Was  it  God's 
voice  speaking  to  her,  or  was  it  not? 

And  Dunstan  Perry.  Was  she  wrong 
in  feeling  that  life  could  have  no  sweeter, 
higher,  holier  joy  than  to  live  it  by  his 
side?  Would  God  bring  him  to  her,  if 
that  was  His  will?  Should  she  try  to  for- 
get him,  or  keep  on  praying  for  him? 
What   if   there  was   another  girl? 

There  was  Mr.  Barnett.  She  felt  some- 
times that  she  really  cared  more  for  him 
than  for  Dunstan.  But  it  was  not  the 
same;  it  was  so  very  different.  When  she 
thought  of  Dunstan,  her  thoughts  turned 
toward  God.  Dunstan  lived  for  God,  and 
if  she  were  with  him  she,  too,  would  want 
to  live  that  way.  She  wanted  to  anyhow, 
but  with  Dunstan  it  would  be  easy  and 
natural.  But  when  she  thought  of  Mr. 
Barnett,  her  thoughts  were  somehow  all 
of  herself,  and  of  him.  She  loved  to  see 
the  look  of  admiration  in  his  eyes  when 
she  knew  she  was  dressed  to  please  him. 
She  loved  the  pleasures  he  could  give  her, 
yes,  and  she  liked  to  be  with  him.  He 
was  kind  and  gentle  and  good,  and  she 
was  sure  she  could  be  happy  always  with 
a  man  like  that  to  love  her.  She  was 
proud  to  be  seen  in  his  company,  and 
even   her   mother  liked   him. 

But  then  there  was  that  still,  small 
voice  that  seemed  to  tell  her  that  he  was 
not  God's  choice  for  her  life.  That  little 
sentence  in  the  book  of  Ruth,  "That  they 
meet  thee  not  in  any  other  field."  What 
did  that  mean  for  her?  Did  God  ever 
speak  to  people  like  that?  Was  it  just  a 
trick  of  her  memory  that  those  words 
God  spoke  to  the  prophet  Samuel  should 
come  to  her  at  such  a  moment,  "Neither 
hath  the  Lord  chosen  this"? 

Did  God  have  a  plan  mapped  out  for 
every  life,  for  her  life?  How  could  she 
know  what  it  was?  How  did  anyone 
know? 

The  questions  continued  to  come, 
crowding  into  her  mind  with  startling 
insistence. 

"I  must  have  a  hundred  of  them,"  she 
said  to  herself.  "I  wonder  if  other  girls 
have  so  many." 


Revell  Company) 

She  sprang  up  at  the  first  stroke  of  the 
bell. 

"Were  you  asleep?"  Lelia  asked,  look- 
ing up  from  the  letter  she  was  writing. 

"You  waked  up  pretty  quick,  if  you 
were,"  put  in  Babs,  curled  up  on  her  bed 
with  a  book. 

"No,  I  wasn't  asleep." 

"Nell's  coming  over  after  rest  hour, 
wants  to  play  tennis  with  you,  so  don't 
go  far,"  Babs  called  after  her  as  she  hur- 
ried out  the  door.  But  she  pretended  not 
to   hear. 

She  had  barely  reached  the  appointed 
place  when  she  caught  a  glimpse  of  Mrs. 
Wilsie's  white  dress  rounding  the  turn  of 
the  path.  She  was  really  coming! 

"Did  you  have  a  good  rest?"  Mrs.  Wil- 
sie  asked,  as  she  slipped  an  arm  through 


Moody  Monthly  says:  "The  au- 
thor of  'Under  Whose  Wings'  has 
provided  an  even  better  volume 
which  carries  the  same  message  of 
God's  guiding  hand  in  the  making 

of  life  decisions Should  be 

read  by  all  young  people." 

King's  Business  says:  "Not  many 
masters  of  fiction  are  willing  to 
limit  their  writings  to  a  Christian 
type.  Zenobia  Bird  has  chosen  this 
enviable  restriction  of  her  work, 
and  the  result  has  been  an  eager 
acceptance  of  all  her  books." 


the  girl's  and  led  the  way  toward  a  path 
Sally  Jo  had  never  followed. 

"Yes,  but  I  didn't  sleep.  Did  you  rest?" 

"Had  a  beautiful  little  nap,"  Mrs.  Wil- 
sie   replied. 

"I  am  glad  you  did,  because  I  have  so 
awfully  many  questions  to  ask  you  I  am 
afraid  it  will  tire  you,"  Sally  Jo  said 
earnestly. 

Mrs.  Wilsie  laughed.  "We'll  see.  But 
you  know  there  is  One  who  can  answer 
all  our  questions,  and  we  have  the  privi- 
lege of  going  to  Him  at  any  time.  Isn't 
that  wonderful?" 

"But  does  He  answer  our  questions? 
He  hasn't  answered  mine." 

"None  of  them?"  the  silvery  voice 
asked  in  some  surprise. 

"Yes,  I  suppose  He  has  answered  some," 
admitted  the  girl.  "But  He  has  not  told 
me  the  things  I  want  to  know,"  she 
went  on. 

"Perhaps  it  is  not  necessary  for  you  to 
know   them,  not  yet." 

They  had  reached  a  spot  quite  hidden 
from   the  camp,   and  before   them   lay  a 


view  of  mountain  and  forest  that  seemed 
to  bring  them  very  close  to  the  Creator 
who  fashioned  it  all.  They  sat  for  a  few 
minutes  drinking  it  all  in,  then  Mrs. 
Wilsie  said,  "Let  us  ask  Him  to  be  pres- 
ent and  guide  our  thinking  and  our 
words." 

She  bowed  her  head  and  prayed  a  few 
simple  words,  as  naturally  as  she  might 
speak  to  a  friend  by  her  side. 

"Now  what  are  some  of  those  questions 
that  are  troubling  you?"  she  asked,  as  she 
turned  to  the  girl. 

"Does  God  ever  ask  you  to  surrender 
what    you    do   not   have?" 

Mrs.  Wilsie  laughed.  Then  her  face 
grew  serious.  "Hardly.  But  what  do  you 
mean?" 

"Would  God  ask  you  to  give  up  some- 
thing that  you  did  not  have,  but  that 
you  wanted  very  very  much?" 

"He  may  ask  you  to  surrender  the 
desire  for  a  certain  thing;  that  is,  to  lay 
the  matter  in  His  hands  and  be  entirely 
willing  for  Him  to  dispose  of  it  as  He 
will.  To  the  young  Christian  this  often 
comes  as  a  crisis,  but  it  should  be  the 
habitual  attitude  of  a  •  mature,  yielded, 
surrendered   Christian   life." 

The  eager  eyes  of  the  young  girl 
searched  the  face  of  the  woman,  then  she 
plunged  in. 

She  told  about  Dunstan  Perry,  the  day 
at  the  picnic,  his  message  that  had  so 
impressed  her  and  the  walk  and  talk 
afterward,  the  vision  that  came  to  her 
the  next  morning  of  what  it  would  mean 
to  live  her  life  with  him.  And  then,  en- 
couraged by  the  look  of  genuine  interest 
and  loving  sympathy,  she  went  on  and 
told  of  the  little  devotional  book  she  had 
been  reading,  how  it  seemed  to  speak  to 
her  every  time  she  saw  it.  Of  the  strange, 
puzzling  expression  that  there  was  a  key 
to  her  heart's  affections,  and  that  God 
was  asking  her  to  surrender  it  to  Him. 
How  she  had  tried  surrendering  every- 
thing else,  but  had  finally  yielded  to  the 
urge,  and  with  tears  had  given  Him  that. 

Somehow  she  made  no  mention  of  Mr. 
Barnett;  he  did  not  seem  to  fit  in  any- 
where. 

"My  dear  girl,  that  is  a  wonderful 
story,  and  beautiful."  Mrs.  Wilsie's  voice 
was  very  soft.  "I  don't  think  that  you 
have  any  question;  God  is  leading  you 
so   wondrously." 

Sally  Jo's  eyes  opened  wide.  "Questions! 
I  am  full  of  them.  How  do  I  know  it  is 
God  at  all,  and  not  just  my  imagination, 
— that   key   to  my   heart?" 

"Possibly  your  imagination  suggested 
the  key,  but  the  surrender  of  your  life 
and  your  affections,  that  is  fact,  and  it 
is  taught  plainly  in  the  Bible.  God  has 
always  been  interested  in  the  love  affairs 
of  His  children,  and  has  repeatedly  worked 
in  supernatural  ways  to  separate  some 
(Continued  on  page  32; 
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CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  No.  1 
Enoch  Pleased  God 

The  old  year  is  past  and  gone,  the 
unknown  one  is  here,  and  I  am  wondering 
how  many  boys  and  girls  are  starting 
out  on  the  threshold  of  the  new  year 
with  a  determination  to  do  their  level 
best. 

At  the  beginning  of  a  new  year 
it  is  good  to  ask  ourselves  the  ques- 
tion, What  can  we  do  this  year  that  will 
help  us  to  live  better  lives  than  we  did 
the  past  year?  On  New  Year's  Day  we 
look  back  over  the  past  year,  and  we  can 
see  a  great  many  things  which  we  would 
like  to  do  over  again.  Perhaps  you  were 
cross  at  times  with  your  little  school- 
mates; you  were  careless  and  indifferent 
about  your  work  in  the  home.  Many  times 
you  could  have  lightened  mother's  bur- 
dens. You  remember  how  disobedient  you 
were  and  how  you  wanted  to  have  your 
own  way,  and  many  more  failures  you 
made  along  the  way.  It  is  well  to  think 
over  these  things  so  we  will  not  repeat 
them.  I  am  sure  you  are  sorry  for  the 
wrong  things  you  did.  Let  us  forget  the 
past;  it  will  never  come  back. 

The  only  thing  to  do  is  to  begin  all 
over  again.  A  definite  aim  in  life  is  a 
very  important  thing.  Are  you  a  Chris- 
tian boy  or  a  Christian  girl?  If  you  are, 
suppose  we  set  our  stakes  this  year  to 
please  God. 

There  was  a  great  prophet  in  the  Old 
Testament  who  did  this.  His  name  was 
Enoch.  What  was  it  in  his  life  that 
pleased  God?  It  was  this,  that  "he  walked 
with  God."  Let  Him  be  your  daily  com- 


panion. He  will  guide  you  in  the  paths 
of  righteousness  and  the  whole  year  will 
be   filled   with   happiness  for  you. 

Happy  New  Year,  girls  and  boys!  My 
wish  for  you  is  that  it  may  be  the  happiest 
and   best   you   have  ever  had. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  No.  2 
Caleb 

Caleb  is  not  mentioned  many  times  in 
the  Bible,  but  from  what  we  do  read  of 
him  we  are  convinced  that  he  is  one 
among  the  great  men  of  the  Bible.  He  is 
a  good  example  for  you  boys  to  follow. 
The  character  whom  we  are  to  study  in 
this  lesson  was  a  man  of  great  faith,  de- 
votion, and  purity  of  life.  He  was  bold 
as  a  lion  with  that  courage  that  comes 
from  faith  in  the  promises  and  power  of 
God. 

Here  is  a  sentence  that  describes  Caleb, 
and  gives  us  the  key  to  his  spiritual 
ability.  It  is:  "I  wholly  followed  the  Lord, 
my  God." 

God  promised  the  Israelites  the  land 
of  Canaan.  When  they  had  come  to  the 
borders  of  the  land,  Moses  chose  spies  to 
go  over  and  search  the  land  carefully. 
At  the  end  of  forty  days  the  spies  re- 
turned to  Israel's  camp  and  brought  back 
an  evil  report.  They  said  the  men  were 
strong  giants  and  they  could  not  over- 
come them.  A  spirit  of  fear  took  posses- 
sion of  the  people  and  they  believed  the 
evil  reports. 

Six  hundred  thousand  men  left  Egypt, 
but  only  two,  Caleb  and  Joshua,  reached 
Canaan.  The  great  host  of  murmurers 
perished  in  the  wilderness.  The  ten  spies 
brought  back  an  evil  report,  but  Joshua 
and  Caleb  a  good  report.  Caleb  wholly 
followed  the  Lord  when  he  was  young. 
He  was  established  in  faith,  in  piety  and 
good  works.  He  wholly  followed  the  Lord 
when  he  was  in  the  minority.  The  majori- 
ty brought  an  evil  report  and  discouraged 
the  people  from  entering  into  the  land 
of  Canaan,  but  Caleb  stood  like  a  solid 
rock  before  the  whole  nation  and  said 
that  they  were  well  able  to  go  in  and 
possess  the  land  and  overcome  it. 

Boys,  when  you  become  men,  purpose 
in  your  heart  that  you  will  follow  in  the 
steps  of  Jesus  and,  like  Caleb,  be  brave 
and  strong  and  be  a  blessing  to  your 
country. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  No.  3 
Peter's  Confession   of   Faith 

"Thou  art  the  Christ,  the  Son  of  the 
living  God."  Matt.   16:16. 


Jesus  had  a  little  group  of  men  called 
His  disciples.  They  traveled  with  Him. 
They  had  listened  to  His  teachings  as  the 
multitudes  gathered  around  Him,  eager 
to  hear  the  words  He  spoke.  They  spent 
many  hours  alone  with  Him.  He  taught 
them  many  truths  and  the  way  they  were 
to  carry  on  His  work  when  He  was  no 
longer    with    them. 

It  was  nearing  the  end  of  the  third 
year  of  Jesus'  teaching  and  preaching 
among  the  people,  when  they  came  to  the 
town  of  Caesarea  Philippi,  and  while  rest- 
ing Jesus  asked  the  disciples  the  question, 
"Whom  do  men  say  that  I  the  Son  of 
man  am?"  He  knew  what  others  were 
saying  about  Him  but  He  wanted  to 
know  what  they  would  say.  The  answer 
came  readily.  Some  thought  He  was  a 
prophet.  Others  said  He  was  Elias,  while 
others  believed  He  was  John  the  Baptist. 
Then  came  a  more  important  question, 
"But  whom  say  ye  that  I  am?"  Peter 
spoke  for  all  by  saying,  "Thou  art  the 
Christ,  the  Son  of  the  living  God."  This 
confession  of  faith  in  Jesus  must  have 
filled  Him  with  great  joy.  Through  His 
companionship,  His  teachings,  they  had 
come  to  know  Him  as  their  Savior.  Jesus 
praised  Peter  for  this  wise  answer  and 
told  him  that  His  heavenly  Father  had 
revealed  it  unto  him. 

Some  of  you  boys  and  girls  have  been 
acquainted  with  this  same  Jesus  for  years. 
Your  parents  and  Sunday  School  teachers 
have  taught  you  about  Him.  You  have 
learned  to  love  and  serve  Him.  You  have 
read  about  Him  in  the  Bible  and  in  your 
Bible  story  books.  You  have  sung  about 
His  love  and  care.  You  have  talked  to 
Him  as  you  prayed.  He  has  answered  your 
prayers  many  times.  He  has  sent  His 
guardian  angels  along  with  you  to  protect 
you  in  dangerous  places.  He  has  proved 
to  you  that  He  loves  you.  Do  you  not 
want  to  express  your  love  for  Him?  If 
you  have  not  already  given  your  heart 
to  Him,  do  not  delay  another  day.  Step 
out  boldly  on  the  Lord's  side  and  be  a 
bright   and  shining  light  for  Jesus. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  No.  4 
Good  Citizens  and  Good  Neighbors 

"Thou  shalt  love  thy  neighbor  as  thy- 
self." Matt.   22:39. 

Jesus  tells  us  how  to  be  good  citizens, 
and  good  neighbors.  If  we  love  our  neigh- 
bor as  ourself  we  will  not  do  him  harm. 
This  is  a  good  lesson  for  boys  and  girls 
to  learn  while  they  are  young  and  when 
they  are  grown  up  they  will  be  an  honor 
to  any  neighborhood. 

One  day  when  Jesus  was  teaching  in 
the  temple  some  of  His  enemies  came  to 
Him  with  a  question  about  paying  taxes. 
The  Romans  were  the  rulers  and  the  Jews 
had  to  pay  taxes  to  them.  They  felt  that 
Jesus  should  be  their  king  and  were  not 
(Continued    on    page    31 J 
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Marian's  Field 

Emily  H.  Glover 

"Mother,"  said  Marian,  "when  I  read 
about  the  wonderful  things  people  are 
doing  everywhere  to  help  the  world,  I  feel 
like  a  useless  cumberer  of  the  ground. 
There's  not  one  heathen  to  be  taught,  nor 
an  orphan  to  be  befriended,  nor  a  poor 
person  to  be  helped  in  this  place.  It  seems 
as  if  we  live  in  a  sort  of  'Happy  Valley.'  " 

Mrs.  Benton  looked  thoughtfully  at 
Marian  as  she  answered  cheerfully,  "In  a 
way  you  are  right,  my  dear,  but  you  must 
remember  that  you  are  young  yet,  and 
that  your  chief  duty  at  present  is  to  please 
your  father  and  me.  I  think  you  are  try- 
ing to  do  both  of  those  things,  and  you 
do  much  to  add  to  your  father's  happiness 
and  mine.  But  if  you  want  some  outside 
work  to  do,  I  think  I  can  suggest  several 
things." 

"Can  you?  Oh,  what'  are  they, 
mother?"  asked  Marian  eagerly. 

"I  think  there  are  several  persons  in 
this  little  town  who  would  be  much  hap- 
pier if  you  would  give  them  a  little  of 
your  time  regularly,"  said  Mrs.   Benton. 

"I  don't  quite  understand,"  said  Mar- 
ian, wrinkling  her  forehead  in  perplex- 
ity. 

"Well,  I'll  tell  you  about  them,  one  bv 
one,  and  then  you'll  see  what  I  mean," 
said  her  mother. 

"First,  there  is  old  Mrs.  Smith.  She  is 
almost  blind  now,  and  cannot  read  at  all 
— can  do  nothing  but  knit,  in  fact.  Her 
daughter  is  devoted  to  her,  but  she  is  a 
busy  woman,  and  I  think  it  would  be  a 
great  help  to  Hattie,  as  well  as  a  pleasure 
to  Mrs.  Smith,  if  you  could  go  twice  a 
week  and  read  to  the  old  lady. 

"Then  there's  Miss  Lily  Carter.  It  will 
be  weeks  and  weeks  before  she  can  really 
use  that  broken  leg  again.  It  is  very  try- 
ing to  such  an  active  person  to  have  to  lie 
still  and  wait,  and  to  know  that  time  is 
passing  and  it  will  soon  be  too  late  to 
plant  things  for  a  spring  garden.  But  you 
might  go  to  see  her  and  help  her  search 
the  catalogue  and  plan  another  season  for 
another  year.  And  you  could  cut  out  lit- 
tle sketches  which  have  helped  you,  and 
carry  them  to  her  to  enjoy,  or  you  might 
lend  her  some  attractive  book,  and  she 
might  beguile  the  tiresome  hours  with  it. 

"And,  perhaps,  every  day  on  your  way 
to  the  post  office  you  could  stop  a  few 
minutes  at  Maun  Venus'  cottage  and  read 
a  Psalm  or  a  Bible  chapter  to  her.  Of 
course,  her  own  Negro  friends  are  very 
good  to  her,  and  Cousin  John  always  sees 
that  she  has  food  and  clothing,  because 
she  was  his  mother's  cook  for  so  many 
years.  But  I  think  it  would  be  a  comfort 


to  the  good  old  soul  if  she  was  sure  of 
hearing  a  chapter  in  the  Bible  every  day." 

Mrs.  Benton  paused,  and  Marian  ex- 
claimed: "O  mother,  I'd  love  to  do  all 
that!  I  don't  see  how  you  managed  to 
think  of  it.  But  the  trouble  is,  I  should 
enjoy  it  all  so  much  that  it  would  not 
seem  like  helping." 

"You  think  so  now,"  said  Mrs.  Benton, 
"but  you  will  find  it  is  not  always  pleas- 
ant to  put  aside  your  own  inclinations  or 
plans  in  order  that  someone  else  shall  not 
be  disappointed.  I  know  of  another  case, 
too,  where  help  is  needed.  Ted  Mcintosh 
was  telling  me  the  other  day  that  his  eyes, 
as  well  as  his  general  health,  have  never 
been  the  same  since  the  suffering  he  en- 
dured in  the  World  War.  His  wife  is  a 
brave  little  soul,  but  the  care  of  those 
three  little  tots  keeps  her  busy,  so  she  has 
very  little  time  to  read  to  him,  or  hunt  up 
references,  or  consult  encyclopedias.  And 
all  that  sort  of  thing  is  very  necessary  to 
him  for  his  literary  work.  He  said  if  he 
only  had  someone  who  could  help  him 
even  one  day  in  the  week  it  would  be  an 
immense  relief. 

"Now,  it  occurs  to  me  that  you  could 
do  those  things  for  him,  and  it  would  be 
a  stimulating  mental  exercise  for  you.  1 
am  quite  sure,  however,  that  he  will  not 
allow  you  to  help  him  unless  he  pays  you 
for  your  time.  But  then  it  will  be  a  real 
help  to  him,  all  the  same;  and  you  could 
use  the  money  to  add  to  your  fund  for 
missions." 

"O  mother!"  cried  Marian,  as  she 
gave  her  mother  an  impulsive  hug. 
"Don't  tell  me  anything  more,  or  I'll  nev- 
er get  through.  I  believe  you  could  invent 
mission  work  or  find  somebody  to  help  in 
the  middle  of  the  Desert  of  Sahara!" 

"Perhaps  so,"  said  Mrs.  Benton  calmly. 
"There  would  be  camel  drivers,  you 
know,  and  we  might  be  able  to  help  the 
poor  camels,  too." 

Marian  laughed  as  she  answered:  "So 
we  might,  mother  dear,  but  for  this  year 
I  mean  to  do  every  one  of  the  things  you 
suggested,  and  I  shall  leave  the  Sahara  un- 
til I  have  finished  at  home."  —  Girls' 
World. 

The  Girl  Who  Said  "Yes" 

Evelyn  Thorp 

"I  think  Mary  Drew  is  a  very  foolish 
girl.  She  says  'yes'  to  everything;  does 
not  know  how  to  say  'no,'  I  guess,"  said 
Ruth,  as  she  came  home  from  the  business 
meeting  where  she  had  spent  the  evening. 

"Is  it  as  bad  as  that,  Ruth?"  asked  her 
grandmother.  "I  don't  think  of  Mary  as 
a  weakling." 


"No,"  answered  Ruth,  "she's  not  that; 
but  she  does  let  them  impose  upon  her 
most    awfully." 

"What  has  she  done  now,  dear?"  asked 
grandmother. 

"Oh,  nothing,  but  just  be  an  easy  mark. 
Tonight  she  let  them  elect  her  president 
of  our  league." 

"That's  quite  an  honor,  isn't  it,  Ruth?" 
asked  grandmother.  "I  should  say  that  it 
speaks  well  for  her  ability." 

"Yes,  I  know  it  does,"  responded  Ruth. 
"But  it's  not  an  honor;  it's  a  lot  of  hard 
work.  The  whole  thing  almost  always 
falls  on  the  president." 

"How  do  you  account  for  her  being 
chosen?"  asked  grandmother. 

"Mostly  because  she  always  says  'yes' 
to  everything,"  Ruth  answered  shrewdly. 

"But  she  has  ability,  hasn't  she?"  per- 
sisted  grandmother. 

"Yes,  but  she  does  more  than  any  of 
them.  I  wouldn't  work  so  hard,"  said 
Ruth,  with  spirit. 

"How  long  have  you  known  Mary, 
dear?"  thoughtfully  asked  her  grand- 
mother. 

"Oh,  for  a  long  time!" 

"When  you  first  knew  her,"  persisted 
grandmother,  "could  she  have  been  presi- 
dent of  your  league?" 

"I  should  say  not,"  said  Ruth.  "When 
I  first  knew  her,"  she  reflected,  "she  was 
a  very  shy  and  timid  girl  and  never  had 
anything  to  say,  not  even  an  idea  most 
of  the  time." 

"Doesn't  it  seem  very  strange  to  you, 
then,  Ruth,  that  this  shy  girl  should  now 
lead  your  society?  How  did  it  come 
about?  What  was  the  first  work  that  you 
remember  that  she  did?"  persisted  grand- 
mother. 

"First,  as  I  remember  it,"  said  Ruth, 
"she  helped  one  of  the  older  girls  at  a 
social,  and  I  remember,  afterward,  that 
they  were  surprised  to  find  that  she  was 
so  much  help.  She  seemed  to  give  her 
whole  thought  and  self  to  making  it  go." 

"Then,  what  followed?"  asked  grand- 
mother. 

"Then,"  continued  Ruth,  "she  was 
asked  to  be  recording  secretary,  a  job 
everybody  hates." 

"And  what  did  Mary  say  to  this?" 

"Why,  of  course,  she  said  yes.  That's 
what  she  always  says." 

"And  was  she  a  good  secretary?"  prod- 
ded grandmother. 

"I  should  say  so,"  generously  acceded 
Ruth.  "At  first,  she  used  to  read  her 
minutes  very  timidly,  sounded  sometimes 
as  though  her  breath  would  not  hold  out 
until  she  got  through.  But  when  she 
finished,  you  knew  just  what  happened  at 
the  last  meeting.  You  could  almost  see 
it.  She  put  meat  on  the  dry  bones  of  the 
pros  and  cons  of  the  business,  all  right." 

"Was   she   secretary   very   long?" 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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New  Year's  In  Other  Lands 


The  Chinese  New  Year 

By  Judith  Baskerville 

Gung-yee-far-choy,  the  Chinese  two- 
week  New  Year's,  is  a  great  festival  cele- 
brating the  birthday  of  the  entire  na- 
tion, as  well  as  the  commencement  of 
another  year.  From  the  grandparents  to 
the  baby,  all  have  a  birthday  on  New 
Year's  Day.  So  unique  are  the  customs 
of  this  old  empire  in  this  special  celebra- 
tion, that  the  subject  is  one  of  unusual 
interest. 

Pomp  and  ceremony  usher  in  the  holi- 
day. Red,  the  color  of  joy  and  festivity, 
throbs  through  all  the  picturesque  decora- 
tions. Red  visiting  cards,  together  with 
streamers  and  various  banners  of  the  same 
hue,  adorn  the  fronts  of  houses.  The  in- 
side is  gayly  trimmed  with  artificial 
flowers  and  lanterns.  Strips  of  red  paper 
with  mottoes  on  them  bedeck  the  walls. 
A  pretty  feature  is  to  inscribe  the  five 
blessings — longevity,  riches,  health,  love 
of  virtue,  natural  death — on  strips  of 
paper  and  to  paste  them  on  doors.  And, 
too,  mottoes  form  an  attractive  bit  of 
decoration  for  the  entrance.  On  door- 
steps and  above  doors  two  mottoes,  "May 
heaven  send  down  happiness!"  and  "May 
the  five  blessings  visit  this  house!"  share 
popularity.  Mottoes  are  also  seen  in  the 
streets  and  in  shops.  They  show  the  moral 
feelings  of  the  people  and  their  influence 
is  inestimable.  Here  and  there  one  sees  a 
blue  paper  among  the  red,  which  denotes 
a  death  in  the  family  during  the  year. 

The  visiting  card,  customary  at  this 
time,  is  a  slip  of  scarlet  paper  with  the 
name  of  the  sender  and  good  wishes 
written  on  it  in  black  characters.  Eggs 
dyed  red  and  red  sweets  are  much  in 
evidence.  Red  ribbons  are  effectively 
used  in  dressing  the  children,  and  their 
playthings — lanterns,  kites,  fish,  and  fire- 
crackers— carry  the  same  color  note. 

On  New  Year's  Day  the  Chinese  people 
must  be  clean  as  well  as  happy.  Dirtiness 
is  not  tolerated  on  the  grand  holiday. 
Everyone  is  required  to  take  a  bath,  so 
it  is  safe  to  assume  that  it  is  one  time  in 
the  year  when  the  people  of  the  nation 
are  absolutely  clean.  It  is  every  native's 
desire  to  drop  worldly  cares  and  to  dress 
up  in  his  holiday  best  for  the  celebration. 
If  a  man  does  not  have  fine  clothes,  then 
he  goes  to  the  pawnshop  and  rents  them. 
The  bitterly  poor  cannot  rent  suitable 
dress,  so  must  remain  at  home.  The  festive 
occasion  demands  fine  clothes. 

The  Chinese  start  the  day  by  visiting 
the  temple,  where  they  place  offerings  of 
bright-colored  eggs  before  the  joss.  After 
this  solemn  act  is  performed,  there  is  a 
gorgeous  display  of  fireworks.  It  is  a  com- 
mon belief  among  the  people  that  the  fire- 


works drive  away  evil  spirits.  When  these 
ceremonies  are  over,  they  proceed  to  their 
neighbors.  The  families  gather  for  a  feast 
of  tea,  sweetmeats,  pickles,  and  more  tea. 
This  feast  is  a  form  of  worship;  it  is  their 
way  of  thanking  the  household  gods  for 
keeping  disaster  from  their  doors  during 
the  year. 

The  colorful  street  scene  is  full  of 
fascination.  There  is  an  ever-shifting 
panorama  of  faces,  all  ages  in  holiday 
mood.  The  array  of  rich  silks  and  satins, 
some  of  which  are  marvelously  beautiful, 
gives  the  festival  much  of  its  splendid 
brilliance.  Always  there  is  great  rejoicing 
among  the  children.  It  is  as  if  an  ava- 
lanche of  joy  had  been  released. 

The  New  Year  is  a  time  of  convention 
with  our  yellow  cousins.  It  is  then  that 
they  make  formal  visits,  and  this  privilege 
is  enjoyed  solely  by  the  men.  The  form  of 
calling,  peculiar  to  the  day,  is  to  pay 
visits  to  those  above  them  in  rank  and  to 
receive  visits  from  their  inferiors.  Every 
Chinese,  except  in  the  very  lowest  classes, 
finds  pleasure  in  this  age-old  custom.  Our 
fashion  of  greeting  one  another  with  "A 
happy  New  Year"  and  "Best  wishes  of 
the  season"  may  have  come  to  us  from 
the  Chinese  New  Year's   traditions. 

Both  the  renewal  of  friendships  and  the 
payment  of  debts  have  an  important  con- 
nection with  the  New  Year.  Paying  debts 
on  this  day  is  an  obligation  one  can 
scarcely  escape.  All  must  be  settled  or 
satisfactory  arrangements  made.  A  pop- 
ular method  for  forcing  a  man  to  pay  is 
to  carry  off  the  door  from  his  house. 
Rather  than  have  his  premises  exposed 
to  hungry  street  prowlers,  he  will  make 
a  settlement. 

The  Chinese  New  Year  differs  widely 
from  ours  in  aspect,  yet  it  is  similar  in 
spirit.  Both  strive  to  express  good  will, 
hospitality,   and   happiness. 

A  New  Year's  Eve  In  Japan 

Ruth  Beebe  Hess 

Our  Japanese  neighbor  was  busily  dust- 
ing her  genkon,  a  characteristic  tow- 
el hiding  every  wisp  of  black  hair.  It 
was  New  Year's  eve,  and  at  nine-thirty 
we  would  have  expected  all  our  Japanese 
friends  to  have  been  gathered  around  their 
hibachis  (Japanese  stoves)  discussing  the 
events  of  the  day,  but  contrary  to  usual 
procedure,  we  were  aware  of  an  excite- 
ment and  commotion  in  the  near-by 
houses. 

Leisurely  we  made  our  way  through 
the  narrow  alley-like  streets  with  many 
a  lingering  curious  glance  in  the  gateways 
of  the  brilliantly  lighted  homes.  Our 
destination  was  a  (Christian)  church  in 
Kyoto    where    we    intended    to    enjoy    a 


watch  night  service  with  our  members. 
Then,  we  had  been  told,  we  were  to  be 
taken  to  visit  a  temple  which  would  be 
the  center  of  all  the  excitement  of  the 
night.  Moreover,  we  could  see  how  the 
Buddhists  celebrated  the  dawning  of  the 
New  Year. 

In  the  crowded  street  car  we  were  the 
center  of  interest,  for  as  yet  it  is  not  an 
extremely  common  sight  to  see  foreigners 
in  some  sections  of  Japan.  Such  attention 
is  rather  embarrassing  at  first,  but  one 
finally  becomes  so  accustomed  to  it  that 
he  resents  being  only  one  of  the  passing 
throng  in  his  own  country. 

Entering  the  church,  we  saw  our  Chris- 
tians seated  in  a  circle  on  the  floor  at  the 
front  of  the  building.  With  their  faces 
shining  and  their  hands  uplifted,  they 
were  praying  the  old  year  out  and  the 
new  year  in.  How  often  we  have  been  in 
such  groups  in  America,  but  this  was  dif- 
ferent. The  supreme  devotion  expressed 
in  the  rapt  faces  of  those  who  realized 
the  despair  from  which  they  had  been 
saved  filled  our  own  hearts  with  some- 
thing new.  The  fragrance  of  a  heavenly 
perfume  seemed  to  fill  the  room  as  these 
fervent  prayers  were  breathed  from  the 
lips   of   our   Japanese   Christians. 

How  swiftly  the  time  passed.  It  was  as 
though  we  had  just  arrived  when  our 
guide  was  hurrying  us  again  through  the 
streets  to  the  temple.  Shortly  we  were  no 
more  than  a  part  of  a  great  crowd  of 
people  jostling  each  other  in  a  hurried 
attempt  to  reach  their  destination.  Men, 
women,  and  even  small  children  we  no- 
ticed, and  not  a  few  who  showed  evi- 
dences of  having  partaken  of  so  much 
saki  that  they  must  be  assisted  as  they 
climbed    the    long    stone    stairway. 

We  pushed  our  way  along  until  we 
reached  the  large  yard  of  the  temple. 
Here  and  there  stood  men  selling  long 
strands  of  rops  for  ju  sen  (ten  cents). 
We  followed  a  man  as  he  purchased  a 
rope  and  made  his  way  over  to  one  corner 
of  the  yard  where  stood  a  great  caldron 
of  fire.  "They  say,"  our  guide  informed 
us,  "that  this  fire  has  been  kept  burning 
for  centuries  and  has  never  been  extin- 
guished. Notice  the  white-robed  priests. 
Their  purpose  is  to  light  one  end  of  the 
rope  in  this  holy  fire  which  the  people 
attempt  to  keep  burning  until  they  ar- 
rive home  and  light  the  first  fire  of  the 
New  Year  from  the  sacred  flame.  This, 
they  think,  will  promise  to  them  a  suc- 
cessful year."  The  light  of  the  little  in- 
dividual fires  in  the  courtyard  was  a  weird 
sight,  and  as  a  sudden  flare  showed  the 
faces,  we  saw  no  joy. 

At  an  early  hour  we  reached  home. 
Our  neighbor  was  still  cleaning  house  in 
preparation  for  this  day.  Kneeling,  from 
the  very  depths  of  our  souls  we  prayed 
that  the  fire  of  the  Holy  Spirit  would 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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Home,  Sweet  Home 

WHEN    A    HOME    WAS    ONLY    A 
HOUSE 

Emma  Gary  Wallace 

When  Lorena  and  Roney  were  married, 
they  held  high  hopes  of  being  very  happy 
and  prosperous. 

Lorena  had  pictured  her  well-kept  and 
orderly  rooms  countless  times.  Roney 
knew  for  a  certainty  that  the  girl  he  had 
chosen  as  a  life  partner  for  the  mother 
of  his  children  was  a  very  fine  character, 
efficient  and  capable;  that  she  was  able 
to  cook  delicious  things  to  eat,  make  her 
own  clothes  if  she  set  out  to  do  it,  and 
was  always  ready,  even  eager,  to  carry 
her  own  share  of  the  load. 

In  Roney 's  estimation,  there  was  no 
one  quite  so  good-looking  or  quite  so 
wonderful  in  every  way  than  this  young 
girl  whom  he  had  married. 

With  much  laughter  he  carried  her 
over  the  threshold  of  their  first  home, 
for  that  was  the  custom  in  the  part  of 
the  country  where  this  young  couple 
lived.  It  was  great  to  be  settling  down 
to  life  in  earnest,  and  they  both  were  very 
serious  in  their  intentions  that  this  mar- 
riage of  theirs  should  be  all  that  they  had 
dreamed  and  hoped  it  would  be. 

Lorena  took  the  greatest  possible  joy 
in  putting  her  pretty  furnishings  where 
they  would  show  to  the  best  advantage, 
and  in  chasing  the  last  speck  of  dust  out 
of  any  place  where  it  tried  to  find  lodg- 
ment. 

She  welcomed  her  friends  with  both 
pride  and  pleasure,  and  she  was  delighted 
when  word  came  back  to  her  by  some 
means  or  other,  what  a  wonderful  house- 
keeper she  was,  or  how  lucky  Roney 
should  consider  himself  to  have  a  wife 
who  could  take  such  excellent  care  of 
everything  and  set  such  a  fine  table. 

And  Roney,  for  his  part,  was  equally 
happy  to  work  and  to  save,  to  give  Lorena 
everything  she  might  want  for  the  mak- 
ing of  a  home.  He  loved  this  blessed  young 
wife  of  his  dearly,  and  he  was  thankful 
that   their   prospects   were   so  bright. 

With  the  coming  of  the  first  baby, 
Lorena  found  it  a  bit  more  difficult  to 


keep  everything  quite  so  spick-and-span. 
There  were  nights  when  the  little  one 
was  restless  and  Lorena's  sleep  was  inter- 
fered with.  There  were  times,  especially 
when  Junior  was  teething,  that  he  was 
fretful,  and  her  household  couldn't  pos- 
sibly run  quite  so  perfectly  as  a  well-oiled 
machine  as  it  had  done  before  Junior 
came  to  their  home. 

Then  when  he  began  to  toddle  about, 
it  was  positively  painful  to  see  him  put- 
ting moist,  even  sticky  fingers,  on  pol- 
ished furniture,  and  to  find,  perhaps,  that 
he  had  torn  up  a  piece  of  paper  and  scat- 
tered the  bits  about  it,  or  spilled  his  glass 
cf  milk,  while  crumbs  freely  decorated 
the  floor  around  where  he  had  eaten. 

Lorena  didn't  mean  to  be  sharp  of  voice 
or  tongue,  but  she  had  not  been  quite  so 
strong  since  Baby's  birth,  and  not  being 
able  to  go  out  quite  as  much  as  in  former 
days,  she  rather  resented  it  unconsciously 
that  Roney  came  in  breezily  and  failed 
to  commiserate  with  her  on  what  a  hard 
time  she  was  having. 

Instead  of  that,  he  was  always  ready 
with  generous  praise  and  assurance  that 
anyone  with  children  must  expect  things 
to  be  upset  sometimes.  Roney's  ideas  on 
such  matters  were  sure  to  anger  Lorena. 

It  was  all  right  for  him  to  come  home 
with  that  sort  of  talk  when  he  had  been 
out  among  people  and  his  life  was  going 
on  as  usual,  or  even  a  little  better  than 
usual! 

Junior  was  only  about  two  and  a  half 
years  old  when  the  twins  were  born,  and 
Lorena  couldn't  see  how  she  was  ever  go- 
ing to  manage  with  three  babies — four, 
she  sometimes  told  herself,  for  wasn't 
Roney   the  biggest   baby  of   the  lot! 

It  was  all  right  for  Roney  to  tell  her 
that  a  good  maid  would  give  a  world  of 
help,  and  that  it  wouldn't  be  so  much 
more  work  to  take  care  of  two  babies 
than  one.  Besides,  Junior  was  getting 
quite  independent  and  soon  would  be  able 
to  amuse  and  do  ever  and  ever  so  many 
things   for   himself. 

Roney  even  was  inconsiderate  enough 
to  relate,  both  when  they  were  alone  and 
when  they  had  callers,  that  his  grand- 
mother had  eleven  children;  that  the 
older  ones  helped  take  care  of  the  younger 
ones,  and  that  his  aunts  and  uncles  and 
his  dad  were  never  tired  of  telling  what 
grand    times   they   had   as   kids. 

"That  wasn't  an  apartment,"  he  would 
declare  triumphantly,  "where  the  family 
was  packed  in  like  sardines  in  a  box.  It 
was  a  real  home — rambling,  old-fashioned, 
but    thoroughly    homey." 


Roney  took  particular  pains  to  plan 
different  ways  by  which  Lorena  could  be 
relieved  for  an  afternoon  or  an  evening. 
Sometimes  he  would  stay  at  home  him- 
self if  it  would  make  her  feel  more  secure 
to  know  he  was  on  the  job.  Again  he 
would  plan  to  have  someone  come  in  so 
they  could  go  together — someone  thor- 
oughly  reliable. 

Resolutely  he  shut  his  eyes  to  the  fact 
that  Lorena  was  no  longer  the  sprightly 
companion  who  had  once  met  him  gaily 
at  his  own  front  door  to  welcome  him 
home.  Instead  of  that,  she  was  more  likely 
to  call  out,  almost  petulantly  as  he  opened 
the  door,  for  him  to  wipe  his  feet  and  not 
to  track  in  mud  and  snow. 

The  house,  for  the  most  part,  was  as 
orderly  as  ever,  for  Lorena  was  everlast- 
ingly going  around  armed  with  a  duster 
or    carrying    a    broom    and   dust    pan. 

She  held  herself  rigidly  to  keep  herself 
up,  as  she  called  it.  That  is  to  say,  she 
did  not  allow  her  hair  to  be  neglected  for 
the  want  of  a  permanent  wave.  She  would 
have  scorned  to  humor  herself  to  the 
point  of  being  caught  with  a  house  dress 
on  in  the  afternoon. 

She  budgeted  her  time  by  dint  of  great 
self-sacrifice  so  that  she  could  read  the 
latest  best-seller,  and  every  once  in  a  while 
she  entertained  one  of  the  clubs  or 
societies   to   which   she   belonged. 

But  Lorena  was  no  longer  her  old  com- 
fortable self,  and  she  seemed  to  lay  the 
blame  of  that  on  Roney's  head. 

At  first,  he  tried  to  tell  himself  that 
she  was  having  trouble  making  the  neces- 
sary adjustments;  that  soon  everything 
would  be  as  it  used  to  be.  But  it  wasn't! 

So  in  desperation  he  wrote  an  almost 
agonized  letter  to  the  woman  editor  who 
handled  marital  problems  in  his  favorite 
newspaper.    Said    he: 

"Dear  Lady: — I  feel  certain  that  you 
are  very  wise,  or  you  wouldn't  be  placed 
in  a  position  to  help  so  many  solve  their 
problems. 

"First  of  all,  let  me  tell  you  that  I  have 
a  truly  excellent  wife.  She's  really  quite 
everything  she  ought  to  be  as  my  wife 
and  the  mother  of  our  children — but  she 
is  so  cross. 

"Our  house  is  spotless.  The  children  are 
good  little  things.  My  mother  thinks  a 
great  deal  of  my  wife,  and  is  always  tell- 
ing me  how  well  she  manages  and  how 
conscientious  she  is. 

"I  am  glad  she  and  mother  get  along 
so  well  together,  but  I'll  confess  we  at 
home — the  children  and  I — are  sort  of 
afraid  of  her.  She  never  relaxes.  Neatness 
and  having  the  house  picked  up  and  or- 
derly really  mean  more  to  her,  it  seems, 
than  fun  or  enjoyment  or  pleasant  con- 
versation. 

"She  is  always  interrupting  to  tell  me 
or  one  of  the  children  to  close  the  door 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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WHY  I  KNOW  THE  BIBLE  IS  THE 
WORD  OF  GOD 

By  ¥m.  E.  Biederwole 


Used    by  permission    of    the    Eerdmans 
Publishing  Company 


THE  TESTIMONY  OF  JESUS  CHRIST 

There  are  ten  reasons  why  I  know  the 
Bible  is  the  very  Word  of  God. 

The  first  and  the  chiefest  reason  of 
them  all  is  The  Testimony  of  Jesus  Christ. 

There  isn't  the  least  doubt  in  the  minds 
of  people  who  have  eyes  to  see  but  that 
Christ  regarded  the  entire  collection  of 
the  Old  Testament  Books  as  divine, 
authoritative  and  infallible.  He  distinctly 
and  emphatically  says  that  the  Law  of 
Moses  is  the  Word  of  God.  He  told  the 
Pharisees  and  the  scribes  in  Mark  7  that 
they  were  guilty  of  laying  aside  the  com- 
mandments of  God  and  substituting  for 
them  their  own  traditions.  He  then  went 
on  to  quote  from  the  writings  of  Moses 
and  wound  up  by  saying  to  them,  "And 
ye  do  make  the  Word  of  God  of  none 
effect  through  your  traditions." 

If  the  testimony  of  Christ  Himself  is 
of  any  value,  then  you  have  here  the 
stamp  of  His  authority  upon  the  Books 
of  Moses  at  least,  leaving  no  doubt  that 
in  His  mind  it  was  Moses  and  none  other 
who  wrote  the  Pentateuch. 

Then  again  in  Matthew  5,  He  says  that 
not  one  jot  or  tittle  of  the  law  or  the 
prophets  shall  pass  away  without  being 
fulfilled.  A  "jot"  is  the  smallest  letter  of 
the  Hebrew  alphabet,  and  a  "tittle"  is 
the  little  line  or  projection  by  which 
Hebrew  letters  similar  in  other  respects 
are  made  to  differ  from  each  other,  and 
Jesus  here  says  that  down  to  the  smallest 
letter  of  the  alphabet  and  to  the  smallest 
part  of  a  letter,  the  Law  and  the  Prophets 
are  absolutely  infallible  in  their  authority. 

There  is  no  good  reason  for  not  refer- 
ring this  expression  to  the  entire  Old 
Testament  Scriptures.  If,  however,  the 
Psalms  are  not  to  be  included  in  it,  there 
is  no  good  reason  for  not  believing  them 
to  be  equally  authoritative  and  irrefrag- 
able. But  in  Luke  24  He  settles  this  whole 
question  by  plainly  declaring  that  "all 
things  must  be  fulfilled"  which  were 
written  in  the  Law  of  Moses,  and  in  the 
Prophets  and  in  the  Psalms. 

These  are  only  a  few  out  of  the  many 
references  where  Jesus  quoted  from  the 
Old  Testament  and  put  the  stamp  of  His 
authority  upon  them.  Indeed,  in  this  same 
24th  chapter  of  Luke  it  is  said  that  "Je- 
sus beginning  at  Moses  and  all  the  proph- 


ets, expounded  unto  them  in  all  the  scrip- 
tures  the   things   concerning   himself." 

If  the  teaching  of  Christ  is  to  be  re- 
ceived, it  is  as  clear  as  daylight  that  the 
Old  Testament  as  the  Word  of  God  must 
be  received  with  it. 

Of  course  the  New  Testament  was  not 
as  yet  written  when  Jesus  lived,  and  the 
only  way  He  could  verify  it  as  God's  own 
Word  was  in  something  of  a  prospective 
way.  In  other  words,  He  anticipated  it. 
This  He  plainly  did  by  declaring  in  John 
14  that  the  Holy  Spirit  would  bring  to 
the  remembrance  of  the  writers  of  the 
New  Testament  the  things  He  had  said, 
and  would  guide  them  into  all  truth 
(John  16),  even  communicating  to  them 
things  He  had  not  told  them  because  as 
yet  they  were  not  prepared  to  receive 
them. 

But  you  say,  "Hold  on;  there  are  two 
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them  ye  think  ye  have  eternal  life; 
and  they  are  they  which  testify  of 
$  me." — Our  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 
^  Christ  is  the  grand  object  of  the 
$  Bible;  our  good  its  design,  and  the 
glory  of  God  its  end.  It  is  a  mine  of 
wealth,  a  paradise  of  glory,  and  a 
river  of  pleasure.  It  is  given  you  in 
life,  will  be  opened  in  the  judgment, 
$j  and  be  remembered  forever.  It  in-  § 
y  volves  the  highest  responsibility,  |! 
i£  will  reward  the  greatest  labor,  and  p 
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difficulties  in  the  way  of  all  this.  First, 
How  do  I  know  the  words  recorded  as 
those  of  Jesus  are  really  His?  Second, 
What  right  had  He  so  to  speak,  and  why 
should  I  be  asked  to  receive  His  words 
even  if  they  can  be  proven  to  be  His?" 

In  answer  to  the  first  question,  we  need 
to  remember  that  the  New  Testament 
writers  heard  Him  speak  and  would  quite 
naturally,  especially  in  view  of  their  re- 
lation to  Him,  remember  what  He  said. 
They,  no  doubt,  took  notes  of  the  same. 
But  we  need  to  recall  the  fact  that  He 
told  His  disciples  that  they  were  not  to 
be  left  to  their  own  unaided  memory  of 
what  He  said,  but  that  the  Holy  Spirit 
would  bring  to  their  remembrance  all 
things  whatsoever  He  had  said  unto  them. 
And  so  after  all,  it  is  not  the  recollection 
of  the  apostles  upon  which  we  have  to 
rely,  but  that  of  the  Holy  Spirit  of  God 
Himself. 


If,  therefore,  we  can  prove  that  the 
words  recorded  are  the  writings  of  the 
apostles,  of  the  men  whose  names  they 
bear,  the  probability  that  they  are  not 
the  very  words  of  Jesus  is  reduced  to  a 
minimum.  And  of  this  thing  we  are  abso- 
lutely certain,  they  are  not  the  words  of 
some  modern  inventor. 

It  would  be  most  interesting  indeed  to 
take  a  trip  to  Rome  and  St.  Petersburg 
and  London  and  see  the  three  oldest  Greek 
Bibles  in  the  world,  and  then  trace  their 
history  backward  through  the  centuries 
gone  until  you  come  to  the  early  Apos- 
tolic Fathers,  who  lived,  some  of  them, 
if  not  in  the  very  time  of  the  Apostles 
then  immediately  after.  Clement  of  Rome 
died  in  95  A.  D.  And  in  their  writings 
every  verse  in  the  whole  New  Testament, 
except  eleven,  can  be  found;  thus  showing 
without  the  least  shadow  of  a  doubt  that 
the  words  we  have  today  are  the  very 
words  of  the  original  writers  themselves. 

Some  of  the  strangest  ideas  as  to  the 
origin  of  the  Bible  have  been  circulated 
by  infidels  themselves.  An  article  written 
by  an  infidel  in  a  Marlboro,  Mass.,  news- 
paper stated  that  the  Council  of  Nice  in 
the  year  325  compiled  the  New  Testa- 
ment. And  this  is  the  way  they  did  it. 
They  had  a  lot  of  Gospels  and  Epistles, 
genuine  and  spurious,  and  no  one  could 
distinguish  between  the  two.  So  they  put 
them  all  on  the  floor  and  prayed  that 
the  good  ones  might  get  up  on  the  Com- 
munion table  and  the  bad  ones  stay  on 
the  floor;  and  that  was  the  way  the  pres- 
ent New  Testament  was  compiled.  The 
writer  said  this  account  rested  on  the 
authority  of  Papias,  an  early  Christian 
Bishop. 

Of  course,  there  is  only  one  difficulty 
about  that  story,  and  that  is  that  Papias 
was  dead  and  buried  at  least  150  years 
before  the  Council  of  Nice  was  held.  And 
yet  this  story,  originated  nobody  knows 
when,  where  or  by  whom,  is  swallowed 
and  published  by  infidels  as  an  account 
of  the  origin  of  the  New  Testament,  and 
yet  they  call  a  Christian  a  fool  for  be- 
lieving the  Bible. 

In  answer  to  question  number  two  as 
to  the  value  of  Christ's  testimony,  there 
is  only  one  or  the  other  of  four  replies 
that  must  be  given  to  that  question. 

1.  He  knew  better  but  deliberately 
falsified  about  the  matter,  and  so  con- 
spired "to  fasten  upon  the  Jewish  nation 
and  upon  the  world  a  fraud  and  a  lie." 
But  did  He?  It  seems  like  sacrilege  to  ask 
the  question.  Was  Jesus  a  fraud?  Was  He 
a  fourflusher?  Was  He  a  scamp  and  a  liar?' 

The  greatest  and  most  notorious  un- 
believers of  this  world  have  tried  to  go 
each  other  one  better  in  their  praise  of 
Jesus  Christ  without  ascribing  to  Him 
the  divinity  given  to  Him  by  the  Word 
of  God.  They  have  called  Him  "The  re- 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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Rich  in  Gifts 

In  our  church  was  a  man  desperately 
poor  and  too  feeble  to  work,  "poor,  yet 
making  many  rich"  by  his  courageous 
spirit.  His  only  means  was  a  small  war 
pension. 

At  the  time  of  the  every-member  can- 
vass in  our  church  someone  proposed  that 
we  pass  by  Brother  B —  because  we  knew 
he  was  too  poor  to  contribute  any  money. 

"I  will  go  with  the  canvassers,"  said 
the  pastor.  "We  will  not  solicit  money 
there,  but  we  will  ask  for  his  prayers  for 
the  church.  They  are  his  gold.  We  will  tell 
him  we  do  not  solicit  money,  but  a  con- 
tinuance of  his  prayers."  The  joy  with 
which  he  greeted  the  canvassers  expressed 
his  happiness  at  not  having  been  passed 
by  as  though  possessing  nothing.  What  he 
had  we  solicited;  that  he  gladly  gave. — 
Sel. 

Traveling  in  the  Alps,  a  gentleman 
tells  us  he  came  one  day  with  his  guide 
to  a  point  where  the  way  was  apparently 
closed  by  an  inaccessible  cliff.  They  had 
followed  a  little  stream  until  at  last  it 
disappeared  in  the  mountains  and  there 
was  no  way  out.  Then  the  guide  directed 
him  to  follow  him  as  he  leaped  into  the 
foaming  torrent.  The  man  was  terrified, 
it  seemed  like  certain  destruction,  but 
there  was  no  other  way.  A  moment  later 
the  guide  disappeared  beneath  the  waters 
and  he  was  left  alone.  In  the  abandon- 
ment of  despair  he  leaped  in  too,  and 
before  he  had  time  to  realize  the  danger, 
he  found  himself  on  a  green  bank  on  the 
other  side  of  the  mountain  in  a  beautiful 
valley.  The  torrent  had  carried  him 
through,  and  a  way  had  opened  out  of 
darkness  into  a  large  place.  So  as  wc  fol- 
low Jesus,  we  shall  often  find  our  path- 
way apparently  closed,  but  it  is  always 
safe  to  go  on  with  Him,  and  "He  will 
bring  forth  our  righteousness  as  the  light; 
and  our  judgment  as  the  noonday." 

"I  will  lead  them  by  a  way  they  know 
not.  I  will  make  darkness  light  before 
them  and  crooked  things  straight;  these 
things  will  I  do  unto  them  and  not  for- 
sake  them." 

Frances    Elizabeth    Willard 

Frances  Willard's  lifework  is  familiar 
to  everyone,  but  to  understand  its  motive 
one  must  go  back  to  a  long-past  Sunday 
afternoon  on  a  Wisconsin  farm.  On  the 
porch  of  a  small  house  sits  the  farmer. 
A  little  girl  is  learning  a  hymn.  She  re- 


peats it  painstakingly,  line  by  line,  but 
after  the  second  verse  she  pauses  and  turns 
a  puzzled  face  to  her  father.  "What  does 
it  mean?"  she  asks: 

"To  serve  the  present  age, 

My  calling  to  fulfill; 
Oh  may  it  all  my  powers  engage 

To   do   my   Master's   will!" 

"What  does  it  mean?"  The  farmer 
ponders  a  moment.  "Well,  Frances,"  he 
says  slowly,  "I  guess  it  means  that  as 
long  as  you  live  you  are  to  do  all  you  can 
to  help  folks;  here  at  home  first,  and  by 
and  by,  maybe,  you'll  do  great  things  in 
the  world.  But  remember,  home  comes 
first."  Were  his  words  a  prophecy  of  that 
great  slogan,  "For  God  and  Home  and 
Land"? 

Monday  morning  came,  and  the  little 
girl  trudged  off  to  school,  but  not  then 
or  afterward  did  she  forget  what  it  means 
to  serve  the  present  age.  Years  passed, 
and  Frances  Willard  became,  perhaps,  the 
best  loved  woman  of  her  own  country 
and  of  the  world — teacher,  writer,  phi- 
lanthropist and  reformer.  Today  her  statue 
stands  in  the  National  Capitol  at  Wash- 
ington, the  only  one  in  Statuary  Hall 
erected  to  the  memory  of  a  woman,  the 
gift  of  Illinois,  the  state  of  her  adoption, 
to  the  country  she  loved  so  well  and 
served  so  faithfully. 

During  the  Franco-Prussian  War,  a 
French  officer  was  sent  with  a  hurried 
despatch  to  be  conveyed  by  a  special  train 
over  about  one  hundred  miles  of  >"Ough 
railway,  in  order  to  head  off  a  swift 
German  advance.  As  the  train  flew  like 
lightning  over  the  rough  track,  the  wife 
of  the  engineer,  who  was  on  board,  was 
filled  with  terror,  and  cried  out  in  her 
distress,  but  her  little  girl  romped  up 
and  down  the  rocking  car  perfectly  de- 
lighted with  the  excitement,  and  would 
answer  to  her  mother  every  few  minutes, 
"It's  all  right,  father's  driving."  Once  in 
a  while  the  big  engineer,  all  black  with 
soot,  would  come  in  and  cheer  up  his 
almost  fainting  wife,  while  the  little  girl 
would  climb  upon  his  shoulders  and  hug 
and  kiss  him  with  raptuious  delight.  At 
last  they  reached  the  end  of  their  fearful 
journey  in  safety,  and  the  little  thing 
triumphantly  cried,  "Didn't  I  tell  you 
it  was  all  right,  for  father  was  driving?" 

Oh,  how  many  heartaches  we  would 
miss  if  we  would  look  away  from  the 
rocking  train  and  from   the  fearful  sur- 


roundings and  remember  that  our  Savior 
holds  the  reins  of  providence,  and  that 
He  knows,  He  loves,  He  leads,  and  He 
will   surely  keep. 

We  All   Need  Christ 

I  read  of  a  minister  traveling  in  the 
South  who  obtained  permission  to  preach 
in  the  local  jail.  A  son  of  his  host  went 
with  him.  On  the  way  back  the  young 
man,  who  was  not  a  Christian,  said  to  the 
minister: 

"I  hope  some  of  the  convicts  were  im- 
pressed. Such  a  sermon  as  that  ought  to  do 
them  good." 

"Did  it  do  you  good?"  the  minister 
asked. 

"Oh,  you  were  preaching  to  the  con- 
victs!" the  young  man  answered. 

The  minister  shook  his  head  and  said: 
"I  preached  Christ,  and  you  need  him  as 
much  as  they." — Moody. 

Religion    Which    Saves 

Not  quite  a  century  ago  the  first 
medical  missionary  to  China,  Dr.  Peter 
Parker,  started  his  work.  The  Chinese 
had  never  heard  of  such  wonderful  cures 
as  he  accomplished.  To  them  he  was  a 
miracle  worker,  especially  when  he  re- 
moved cataracts  and  opened  blind  eyes. 
But  his  work  was  always  in  the  spirit  of 
Jesus,  of  whom  he  never  failed  to  speak 
to  his  patients.  He  thought  of  himself 
always  as  simply  a  follower  and  imitator 
of   the   Great   Physician. 

Grief  Controlled   By  Faith 

"Let  her  cry,"  said  the  wise  physician 
to  friends  who  were  admonishing  a  be- 
reaved wife  not  to  weep.  "Tears,  quiet 
tears  like  hers,  relieve  overwrought  nerves 
as  nothing  else  can.  She  is  a  Christian 
woman,  and  presently  her  faith  will  take 
hold  of  the  situation  and  control  her; 
but  just  now — let  her  cry." — The  New 
Century  Leader. 


A    Lighthouse    Lesson 

A  friend  told  us  that  he  was  visiting 
a  lighthouse  lately,  and  he  said  to  the 
keeper,  "Are  you  not  afraid  to  live  here? 
It  is  a  dreadful  place  to  be  in  constantly." 

"No,"  replied  the  man,  "I  am  not 
afraid;  we  never  think  of  ourselves  here." 

"Never  think  of  yourselves!  How  is 
that?" 

The  reply  was  a  good  one:  "We  know 
that  we  are  perfectly  safe,  and  only  think 
of  having  our  lamps  brightly  burning, 
and  keeping  the  reflectors  clear,  so  that 
those   in   danger   may   be   saved." 

This  is  what  Christians  ought  to  do. 
They  are  safe  in  a  house  built  on  a  rock 
which  cannot  be  moved  by  the  wildest 
storm;  and,  in  a  spirit  of  holy  unselfish- 
ness, they  should  let  their  lights  gleam 
across  the  dark  waters  of  sin,  that  they 
who  are  imperiled  may  be  guided  into 
the  harbors  of  eternal  safety. — The 
Ouiver. 
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A  New  Year's  Story 
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ONE  HEART'S  EXPERIENCE 

Emilie  Schumaker 

"Marlene  Joyce,  where  are  you  going 
to  spend  New  Year's  Eve?"  asked  Carol 
L°ng\ 

"It's  likely  I  shall  go  down  to  Tom 
Brown's  Cabaret,  but  there  is  a  place  I 
would  rather  go." 

"And  where  might  that  be,  my  lady 
fair?"    questioned    Carol. 

Marlene  hesitated;  she  dreaded  the 
storm  of  laughter  and  ridicule  if  she  told 
the  truth,  but  finally  with  tears  in  her 
lovely  big  brown  eyes,  and  in  her  voice, 
she  replied,  "I  would  like  to  find  a  church 
where  a  watch  night  service  is  being 
held  and  go  there." 

"Oh,  good!"  cried  Carol.  "If  you  go, 
I'll  go  too.  There  is  a  superstition  that 
when  the  little  New  Year  looks  in  at  the 
door,  that  it  brings  good  luck  if  he  finds 
you  praying."  The  group  of  comedians 
looked  at  each  other.  George  White  broke 
the  silence.  "I  have  a  grandmother  who 
is  praying  for  me  this  minute,  I  will  go 
with  Marlene  and  Carol." 

Mary  Brant  laid  her  hand  on  Carol's 
arm  and  said  she  would  go  too.  Dick 
Graham  made  a  comic  face  and  exclaimed, 
"Ho!  Ho!  things  are  coming  to  a  pretty 
pass  if  our  best  talent  is  going  to  forsake 
our  ranks  and  find  greener  pastures  in 
the  sanctuary  than  in   the   theater." 

Marlene  felt  happier  than  she  had  for 
many  moons.  Here  were  three  of  the 
group  going  with  her  and  she  had  not 
expected  that  any  of  them  would.  And 
no  one  had  ridiculed  only  Joe  Field, 
who  adjusted  a  very  sanctimonious  air 
and  gravely  announced,  "The  comedians 
will  establish  a  red-hot  Amen  Corner 
here  tomorrow  night,  and  Marlene  Joyce 
will  dispense  gallons  and  gallons  of  salva- 
tion  to  all   the  thirsty.'' 

Shouts  of  laughter  greeted  this  feeble 
attempt  at  wit,  but  Marlene  and  her 
three  followers  passed  out  quietly  and 
walked   rapidly  down   the  street, 

When  they  reached  a  handsome  and 
well-lighted  church,  they  were  soon  seated 
comfortably  in  pews  where  none  of  them 
had  been  for  many  years.  The  minister, 
Rev.  Paul  Hoyt,  was  a  fine-looking  young 
man  who,  at  once,  recognized  the  group 
as  strangers,  and  also  as  those  in  need  of 
spiritual  help.  It  was  with  them  in  mind 
that  he  gave  out  the  hymn,  "Just  As  I 
Am."  This  was  followed  by  an  earnest 
prayer  by  an  aged  layman,  who  stressed 
the  thought  that  if  there  were  any  in  the 
house  who  had  not  found  the  JESUS 
ROAD,     that     before     the     New     Year 
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dawned,  conviction  might  strike  their 
hearts,  and  lead  to  a  genuine  work  of 
grace.  Marlene  realized  that  a  great  gulf 
divided  the  company  she  had  just  left  and 
the  people  of  whom  she  was  now  a  wel- 
come guest.  Her  mind  was  filled  with 
visions  of  her  childhood,  when  her  mother 
begged  her  to  give  her  heart  to  the  Lord 
and  start  on  a  true  Christian  life.  As  the 
young  girl  listened  to  many  of  the  testi- 
monies which  were  full  of  praise  to  God 
for  prayers  which  had  been  graciously 
answered  during  the  year  which  was  just 
passing,  she  was  filled  with  a  longing  to 
be  able  to  tell  of  freedom  from  sin,  and 
of  victories  won  over  temptation. 

Marlene  had  run  away  from  home.  Her 
mother  was  never  able  to  trace  her.  A 
gift  for  music,  for  both  singing  and  play- 
ing, and  unusual  beauty  of  face  and  fig- 
ure, had  gained  her  a  place  in  a  group  of 
comedians  who  were  touring  the  country, 
but  there  was  no  recognition  of  God  in 
all  their  work.  The  spiritual  atmosphere 
of  the  church  and  the  happiness  which 
shone  on  the  faces  around  her  were  leading 
Marlene  to  see  that  food  to  eat  and  clothes 
to  wear,  and  a  place  to  sleep,  were  not 
all  that  she  needed.  Her  life  was  full  of 
action.  Her  life  was  hard.  Playing  and 
singing  often  all  night  long,  there  was  no 
time  to  read  the  little  Testament  her 
mother  had  given  her,  no  time  to  pray 
even  if  there  had  been  any  quiet  place 
to   kneel. 

Marlene  began  to  ask  herself,  Where 
am  I  on  the  road  of  life?  Where  will  my 
road  lead  to?  How  can  I  live  if  I  give 
up  my  place  that  I  have?  Where  could  I 
go?  or  what  could  I  do? 

Just  then  a  beautiful  young  girl,  per- 
haps near  her  own  age,  walked  to  the 
front  with  her  guitar,  and  sang  and 
played  "God  Will  Take  Care  Of  You." 
This  seemed  like  an  answer  to  her  ques- 
tions. Thoughts  of  the  time  when  she  was 
a  child  in  Sunday  School  and  received  a 
copy  of  the  Gospel  of  John,  as  a  reward 
for  learning  the  23rd  Psalm,  flashed 
through  the  mind  of  Marlene  and  filled 
her  with  a  desire  to  be  able  to  say, 
"THE  LORD  IS  MY  SHEPHERD." 
Regrets  for  the  life  she  was  leading, 
and  fears  for  what  might  be  the  end 
of  her  career,  caused  tears  in  her 
eyes  and  lines  on  her  brow.  '  No  rest, 
no  time  to  read,  no  time  to  go  anywhere, 
only  travel  with  the  gang  from  town  to 
town.  No  opportunity  to  meet  any  young 
man  who  could  realize  that  even  a  show 
girl  might  want  a  home  and  a  kind  com- 
panion.  Seventeen   now,   but   what   about 


seventeen  years  later?  Then  life  will  be 
devoid  of  all  joy;  all  glamour  will  be 
gone,  and  its  place  will  be  taken  by  grim 
despair,  looking  out  of  the  windows 
which  are  golden  with  life's  sunset  but 
which  will  soon  be  lost  in  the  darkness 
of  the  night.  Income  will  be  lowered  and 
there  will  be  a  sliding  down  of  the  scale 
of  endeavor  that  will  afford  few  foot- 
holds for  climbing  upward.  The  past,  the 
present,  the  future,  all  presented  pictures 
worthy    of    careful    contemplation. 

A  lawyer,  Mr.  Clinton  Hall,  a  hand- 
some, prosperous-looking  man,  recited, 
"Whatsoever  a  man  soweth  that  shall  he 
also  reap.  That,  my  friends,  means  me. 
I  am  reaping  regrets  for  the  wild  oats  I 
sowed  in  my  youth.  I  smoked,  I  drank, 
I  gambled,  I  visited  every  show  that  came 
to  town.  But,  praise  the  Lord,  He  has 
taken  away  my  burden  of  sin.  I  was  saved 
fifteen  years  ago  tonight  by  the  testimony 
of  a  poor  washerwoman,  who  told  of  how 
wonderful  Jesus  was  to  her  and  how  much 
she  loved  God  and  longed  to  work  for 
the  unsaved  and  be  the  means  of  winning 
souls.  I  was  led  to  see  how  empty  are  all 
worldly  pleasures,  and  sought  the  Lord 
that  night.  I  have  a  greater  desire  than 
ever  before  to  be  the  means  of  bringing 
in  some  wandering  sheep.  It  is  sad  but 
true  that  a  great  majority  of  the  show 
people  are  on  the  downward  road.  Many 
of  them  are  gifted  in  different  ways. 
Many  of  them  could  be  valiant  soldiers 
of  the  cross,  if  they  were  only  saved.  It 
seems  to  me  that  we  all  should  do  more 
than  we  do  to  reach  the  young  people 
who  are  comedians.  Can  we  not  seek  for 
opportunities  to  contact  them  and  point 
them  to  the  Lamb  of  God  who  taketh 
away  the  sin  of  the  world?  It  is  my  New 
Year  resolution  that  when  a  group  of 
comedians  come  to  our  town  that  I  will 
bring   them   a   gospel   message." 

An  earnest  "praise  the  Lord,"  was 
voiced  by  the  sanctioning  pastor,  while 
approving  "amens"  rose  from  every 
corner. 

The  bell  on  the  steeple  rang  out  the 
old,  and  rang  in  the  new.  The  organ 
played  softly,  "God  Be  With  You  Till 
We  Meet  Again,"  and  after  the  benedic- 
tion the  people  were  dismissed.  There  was 
a  spirit  of  friendliness  among  the  members 
for  one  another  and  which  was  extended 
also  to  the  strangers  in  a  way  that 
warmed  their  hearts.  Mr.  Hall  spoke  kind- 
ly to  the  three  girls  and  laid  his  hands  on 
George  White's  shoulder  saying,  "My  son, 
forget  not  my  law,  but  let  thine  heart 
keep  my  commandments."  Mr.  Hall  had 
a  package  of  tracts,  some  of  which  he 
gave  to  each  one,  and  asked  them  to  read 
and  exchange  with  each  other.  As  they 
passed  out  all  felt  the  thrill  of  noble  as- 
pirations and  Marlene  whispered  softly, 
"God   be   merciful   to  me  a   sinner." 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


THE  PATH 

Rev.  Mrs.  E.  E.  Savage 

"Choosing  rather  to  suffer  affliction 
with  the  people  of  God,  than  to  enjoy  the 
pleasures  of  sin  for  a  season;  Esteeming 
the  reproach  of  Christ  greater  riches  than 
the  treasures  in  Egypt:  for  he  had  respect 
unto  the  recompense  of  the  reward,"  Heb. 
11:25,   26. 

"Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the  val- 
ley of  the  shadow  of  death,  I  will  fear  no 
evil:  for  thou  art  with  me;  thy  rod  and 
thy  staff  they  comfort  me,"  Psa.   23:4. 

"There  is  a  path  which  no  fowl  know- 
eth,  and  which  the  vulture's 
:ye  hath  not  seen."  Job  28:7.  = 

Dear  reader,  have  you  of-      g 

ten  read  these  passages  and 
wondered  just  what  they 
meant  in  Christian  experi- 
ence? Or  perhaps  you 
thought  you  knew  how  they 
were  to  be  applied;  and  then 
in  the  dark  hour  of  loneli- 
ness or  severe  trial  you 
searched  your  mind  for  some 
scripture   to   fit   your  need. 

Think  on  these  passages 
again.  They  speak  of  the 
path  that  leads  to  glory, 
the  path  that  leads  over 
rugged  hilltops  of  difficulty 
and  hardship;  and  yes,  down 
through  the  valley  of  heart- 
ache and  misunderstanding, 
but  the  path  nevertheless. 

Moses  chose  this  path,  and 
faithfully  walked  where  it 
led.  Job  chose  this  path,  and 
though  it  led  down  through 
the  valley  of  sickness,  pain, 
suffering,  both  mental  and 
physical,  financial  reverses, 
loss  of  loved  ones,  lack  of 
sympathy  from  earthly 
friends,  yet  the  Scriptures 
declare  he  never  charged 
God    foolishly. 

David  chose  this  path  and 
with  holy  boldness  and  divine 
courage  never  faltered  when 
it  led  him  out  to  face  the 
giant,  or  when  he  was  forced 
to  flee  for  his  own  life  who 
should  have  been  his  protec- 
tor. 

Perhaps,  dear  reader,  the 
path  leads  otherwise  than 
you  thought  it  would  when 
you  made  your  consecration. 
But  remember,  God  knew 
where  it  would  lead  when 
He  prompted  your  heart  to 


follow  Him.  He  knows  each  winding  de- 
tour, and  how  to  hold  your  hand  a  little 
tighter  when  you  cross  where  raging  tor- 
rents of  modernism  have  washed  away  al- 
most entirely  the  footprints  of  those  who 
have  trod  this  way  before  and  marked 
the  path  well  with  blood.  Never  fear,  just 
trust,  a  little  farther  on  you  will  see 
blood-stained  tracks  again,  for  though 
you  may  feel  no  one  ever  was  so  forsaken 
or  lonely  before,  and  though  the  enemy 
may  suggest  that  even  Noah  had  eight 
folks  with  him,  remember  that  the  One 
who  leads  you  went  all  alone  most  of  the 


way.  No  earthly  friend  could  possibly 
enter  into  His  agonizing  nights  of  prayer; 
yet,  more  than  this,  He  suffered  until 
He  could  no  longer  see  His  Father's  face, 
and  was  entirely  forsaken.  But  the  love 
that  prompted  Him  to  come  in  the  form 
of  sinful  flesh  enabled  Him  to  carry  out 
His  noble,  eternal  purpose  of  redeeming 
the  lost  and  shedding  His  own  blood  to 
mark  well  the  path  where  you  must  tread. 
And  nothing  the  enemy  of  our  souls  can 
ever  do  or  say  can  ever  erase  those  foot- 
prints. But  perhaps  you  say,  "I  have  been 
walking  in  darkness  so  long."  Well,  just 
trust  and  look  well  and  hon- 
=  estly  into  your  love  for 
-  Him.  If  you  see  no  crook- 
ed places  behind  you,  no 
sidetracks  from  the  path  of 
duty,  no  detours  you  should 
not  have  taken;  if  now  and 
then  along  your  recent  jour- 
ney you  have  seen  the  sign- 
posts of  His  blessings,  rest 
content,  for  the  path  is  well 
marked  and  there  is  never 
a  bend  or  a  turn  but  what 
there  will  be  a  warning  sign. 
Leave  tomorrow  with  Him. 
Did  you  choose  this  path? 
Do  you  not  know  that  no 
matter  how  winding  or 
rugged,  the  path  is  always 
wide  enough  for  two? 
Though  you  may  not  see 
Him,  neither  feel  His  pres- 
ence, yet  He  is  there;  for 
has  He  not  said:  "Lo,  I  am 
with  you  always,  even  unto 
the  end"? 


INTO  THY  HANDS 

"Into  Thy  guiding  hands; 
Along  a  way  Thy  love  and  care  doth  blend, 
Gladly  I  fare,  or  rough  or  smooth  may  bend 
The  longest  road  that  leads  at  life's  far  end 

Into  Thy  hands. 

"Into  the  chastening  hands; 
If  e'er  I  yield  to  weakness  or  to  sin 
Blend  to  the  guerdon  Thou  dost  bid  me  win, 
Bring  Thou  me  back,  by  love's  sweet  discipline, 

Into  Thy  hands. 

"Into  Thy  healing  hands; 
No  hurt  of  soul  or  body  long  enthralls. 
The  bruis'd  heart  that  for  Thy  succor  calls 
When,  far  from  doubting  as  from  fear,  it  falls 

Into  Thy  hands. 

"Into   Thy  keeping  hands. 
As  safe  as  Heaven  kept  the  guarded  Grail — 
So  safe,  so  pure,  so  compassed  as  with  mail — 
The  soul  committed,  e'en  through  Death's  dark  vale, 
Into  Thy  hands." 


Do  not  doubt, 
fear,  neither  look 
With  your  hand 
your  faith  in  the 


do  not 
behind, 
in    His, 

promises, 


keep  your  eyes  on  the  prize, 
and  follow  the  path. 

BY  FAITH 

Mrs.  Roy  Mil  urn 
Did  you  ever  notice  when 
traveling  down  life's  thor- 
oughfare how  we  try  to 
pick  our  way,  missing  the 
steep  hills,  rough  paths  and 
the  thorns  that  prick?  Then 
how  our  plans  are  so  often 
changed  by  an  unseen  hand 
and  we  are  led  as  if  by  magic 
into  unknown  regions. 

My  ancesters,  so  I've  been 
told,  were  what  was  known 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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George   Cook,   Travancore   S.    /«<//« 
A  Letter  From  George  Cook 

To  my  own  precious  Papa,  Mama  and  the 
Boys: 

Well,  another  Sunday  is  almost  over 
and  I  must  sit  down  and  get  this  letter 
started  off  on  its  long  journey  over  the 
ocean,  through  the  endless  air.  I  have  just 
come  up  from  a  fine  assembly  meeting 
here.  I  spoke  a  little  bit  on  Isa.  5  5:7,  8, 
about  our  ways  being  so  different  from 
God's  and  also  our  thoughts  the  same.  I 
am  finding  out  in  a  richer  and  deeper 
way  day  by  day  that  it  is  absolutely 
impossible  to  try  to  pull  in  the  yoke  with- 
out Jesus  by  my  side.  Oh,  how  precious 
He  is  to  me  as  the  moments  pass  away. 
I  lay  down  to  rest  a  little  while  ago  and 
happened  to  take  up  Mr.  Frodsham's  book 
called  "Spirit-Filled — Led  and  Taught." 
I  read  the  first  chapter,  and  oh,  what 
encouragement  I  got  out  of  it.  The  subject 
of  it  is  that  God  is  able  to  supply  our 
every  need  at  every  time  and  His  grace 
is  sufficient.  This  book  has  helped  me 
to  resolve  to  live  with  the  help  of  God 
a  real  Spirit-filled  life  of  VICTORY. 
May  He  help  me  to  fulfill  this  desire.  I 
often  wish  that  I  had  the  patience  to  take 
as  much  time  in  prayer  as  dear  mama 
does,  but  it  just  seems  that  I  cannot  find 
time  for  it,  or  perhaps  it  is  my  laziness, 
I  don't  know!  Anyway,  I  know  that  one 
of  the  main  reasons  for  success  is  prayer. 
My  one  aim  in  life  is  to  become  a  channel 
of  blessing  to  those  with  whom  I  come  in 
contact.  May  His  will  be  done  in  and 
through  my  life.   Amen. 

I   have   been   expecting   a   letter   from 


you  this  week  but  so  far  nothing  has 
turned  up.  I  don't  know  what  has  hap- 
pened. Of  course,  I  did  receive  the  ordin- 
ary letter  which  you  sent  from  Havre, 
Montana,  and  certainly  enjoyed  reading 
it.  We  already  had  a  letter  from  Alex 
in  which  he  said  that  he  was  going  to 
college  this  fall.  Anyway  I  hope  he  gets 
on  well  in  college  and  comes  out  with 
flying  colors.  You  know,  I  have  a  feeling 
somewhere  in  my  heart  that  Alex  will 
sometime  come  otit  to  India  as  a  mission- 
ary, even  though  he  says  that  he  doesn't 
care  anything  about  India.  Some  day  he 
will  hear  these  poor  Hindus  and  nominal 
Christians  crying  out  to  him,  "Oh,  won't 
you  come  over  and  tell  us  about  Jesus?" 
He  will  have  a  vision  of  their  wild  devil 
dancing  and  wierd  chantings,  etc.,  and 
he  won't  have  any  peace  until  he  has 
obeyed  the  call  of  the  Lord.  We  are  pray- 
ing especially  for  Alex  and  I  know  that 
India  will  call.  Go  on,  Paul,  study  well 
in  the  Bible  School  and  it  won't  be  long 
till  you  come  back  home  and  carry  on 
what  dear  papa  has  started  in  this  dark 
land  of  our  birth.  We  are  praying  that 
the  Lord  will  help  you  to  finish  your 
course  with  honors.  May  the  Lord  give 
you  an  overabundance  of  thinking  power 
in  all  your  lessons. 

I  am  just  yearning,  longing  and  wait- 
ing until  you  come  back  here,  Mama 
and  Papa.  Oh,  to  see  your  dear  faces  once 
more  and  speak  with  you  face  to  face. 
I  know  it  will  be  a  hard  wrench  for  you 
to  leave  dear  Alex  and  Paul,  but  don't 
worry,  they  will  soon  be  back  in  India 
in  the  service  of  the  Master.  We  are 
earnestly  praying  that  the  Lord  will  soon 
make  it  possible  for  you  to  travel  over 
that  great  expanse  of  deep  blue  to  Chen- 
gannur.  Of  course,  who  knows  but  that 
you  may  not  ever  return  here,  but  it 
will  be,  "When  we  ALL  get  to  heaven 
what  a  day  of  rejoicing  that  will  be! 
When  we  all  see  Jesus,  we'll  sing  and 
shout  the  victory."  HALLELUJAH.  May 
He  hasten  that  DAY  is  my  prayer.  I  can 
even  now  see  that  day  dawning  on  the 
horizon.  Who  knows  what  is  going  to 
take  place  within  the  next  few  hours 
even?  May  He  find  us  all  prepared  and 
ready  and  still  at  our  posts  of  duty  in 
the  harness. 

I  received  one  of  those  "Master  Sermon 
Outlines"  this  week  with  a  lovely  birth- 
day card  in  it  from  Alex.  Thank  you  ever 
so  much,  Alex;  you  don't  know  how 
much  I  appreciate  the  gift.  It  is  a  thing 
which  I  have  been  wanting  for  a  long 
time  now.   Part   of  the  sermon  which  I 


preached  down  here  today  was  taken  from 
these  outlines. 

Mama  will  be  overjoyed  to  know  that 
the  children's  work  has  been  revived  once 
more  and  we  had  our  first  Saturday 
children's  meeting  yesterday  afternoon. 
Thirty-six  children  were  present  and 
Brother  Mammen  led  it.  A  number  of  the 
children  testified  and  we  had  a  nice  time. 
Last  Sunday  four  children  were  saved  in 
Brother  Mammen's  Sunday  School  and 
yesterday  afternoon  three  girls  were  saved 
in  the  meeting.  I  know  that  the  Lord  is 
going  to  do  something  among  the  young 
people.  I  know  you  are  praying  that  the 
Lord  will  abundantly  bless  in  these  efforts. 
I  told  those  children  who  came  yesterday 
that  each  one  should  try  to  bring  one 
child  next  week,  thus  doubling  our  num- 
ber. I  spoke  a  few  words  yesterday  and 
George  from  down  below  translated  for 
me.  Alice  is  conducting  a  children's  tar- 
rying meeting  down  in  the  church  every 
Sunday  evening.  It  is  now  going  on  but 
I   feel   too   tired   to   go. 

Here  is  another  piece  of  news.  Although 
you  have  been  sending  the  yeast  faithfully 
every  month  we  had  never  found  out 
the  way  to  make  good  bread  and  made 
ourselves  content  with  the  bakery  bread. 
However,  the  other  day  I  got  sick  of  the 
dirty  stuff,  and  decided  that  I  would  try 
to  make  some  real  first-class  bread.  Blos- 
som was  in  bed  with  a  cold  that  day  so 
I  had  the  pantry  to  myself  and  James. 
First  of  all  I  took  out  that  little  green 
direction  slip  in  the  top  of  the  tin  and 
learned  it  almost  by  heart.  Then  I  wrote 
it  in  James'  cook  book  in  Tamil.  Follow- 
ing this  we  gingerly  started  making  bread 
and  hey  presto!  next  day  we  produced 
two  beautiful  golden  loaves  of  bread,  yes 
sir,  bread.  And  didn't  Blossom's  eyes  pop 
out  when  I  showed  them  to  her.  From 
now  onwards,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  we 
will  have  the  luxury  of  bread  made  on 
the  old-fashioned  lines  manufactured  with 
Canadian  yeast.  I  feel  jolly  proud  of  my- 
self for  being  successful  in  this  feat.  Now 
I  had  better  stop  here  or  I  will  boast  too 
much  and  probably  fall  over  the  pedestal 
next  time. 

Here  is  an  article  from  Brother  Benja- 
min which  is  full  of  vital  points: 

EVANGELIZATION  OF  INDIA— A 
GREAT  PROBLEM 

One  of  the  great  problems  still  under 
India,  which  is  rightly  called  a  sub- 
continent containing  a  total  population 
of  about  3  5  8,150,326,  speaking  various 
languages  and  belonging  to  different 
castes  and  creeds.  Of  the  total  population 
of  over  3  50  million,  the  majority  are 
Hindus,  numbering  about  239,195,140; 
the  Mohammedans,  77,677,545  and  Pro- 
testant Christians  about  2,966,670  only. 

While  studying  the  above  figures,  we 
notice  that  Christians  are  very  few  in 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  wish  I  had  words  to  tell  you  how 
much  the  Lighted  Pathway  means  to 
me.  We  use  it  lots  in  our  Y.P.E.  services, 
then  it  means  so  much  to  me  personally. 
It's  all  good  reading  material,  your  mes- 
sages are  always  so  encouraging  and  up- 
lifting. Then  the  pictures  of  real  live 
people  is  certainly  an  added  feature.  The 
one  of  Brother  J.  H.  "Walker  and  family 
was  so  good  and  the  one  of  Nellie  Faye 
and  her  baby  was  too  sweet  for  words. 
The  Mother's  Day  issue  and  the  Father's 
Day  issue  are  always  so  extra  good  any- 
way. And  I  thought  the  picture  of 
Nellie  Faye  and  her  baby  made  it  even 
better,  because  Nellie  Faye  and  I  have 
been  pals  for  a  long  time.  It  made  me  so 
happy  to  see  her  picture  on  the  front  cov- 
er. The  picture  of  Sister  Bryant  is  sweet 
too.  I've  known  Sister  Bryant  for  a  long 
time  and  think  she's  a  fine,  sweet  woman. 
Being  away  from  Cleveland  where  I  lived 
so  long  and  know  so  many  people,  it 
makes  me  very  happy  to  open  the  Light- 
ed Pathway  and  see  pictures  of  people 
I'm  personally  acquainted  with. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  wish  you  could  visit 
our  little  band  of  young  people  in  Hous- 
ton and  give  us  a  good  encouraging  talk. 
I  know  you  could  help  us  wonderfully. 
But  since  you  can't  visit  each  church  per- 
sonally, you  visit  us  in  the  form  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  we  thank  the  good 
Lord  for  such  a  good  paper.  Your  sweet 
face  looking  out  at  us  from  its  pages 
helps  and  encourages  many,  I'm  sure. 

Thanks  for  sending  me  the  "Hello" 
by  Wanda  Byrne  from  Bible  School.  I'm 
glad  you  remember  me. 

May  God  continue  to  bless  you  in  your 
great   work. — Mattie    (Payne)    Roberts. 

Note:  This  letter  came  quite  a  while 
ago  and  was  mislaid.  It  is  so  good  we 
are  using  it  anyway.  Mattie  is  the  daugh- 
ter of  Brother  T.  S.  Payne. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  young  people  of  Haze  Chapel  wish 
to  express  our  appreciation  to  you  and 
the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  is  food  to  our 
souls. 

We  have  our  Y.  P.  E.  on  Sunday  eve- 
ning and  everyone  seems  to  enjoy  it.  We 
have  an  enrollment  of  about  thirty-six 
with  the  Juniors  and  Seniors  together. 
The  Seniors  are  proud  of  the  Juniors  be- 
cause they  help  us  out  in  singing  and 
they  give  us  very  encouraging  readings. 
I  praise  God  for  a  young  people's  move- 
ment that  can  accomplish  things  for 
Him. 

I   am   happy  because   the   Holy  Ghost 


abides  in  my  soul  just  now,  and  that  I 
have  started  to  serve  Jesus  while  I  am 
young.  I  don't  see  how  young  people  can 
stay  in  sin  when  they  know  that  they 
need  to  be  saved. 

Pray  for  our  church  here  at  Haze 
Chapel  that  we  might  continue  to  grow 
throughout  the  coming  year. — Miss  Vor- 
ene  Anderson,   Cherry  Valley,  Arkansas. 

P.  S. — If  Sister  Lela  Heaton  sees  this, 
please  write  to  me. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Did  you  ever  hear  this  song,  "Give 
Me   the  Roses   Now"?   It   goes   like   this: 

Wonderful  things  of  folks  are  said, 

After  they  pass  away; 

Roses  adorn  their  narrow  bed 

Over  the  sleeping  clay. 
But  this  is  what  I  think  and  say: 

Give  me  the  roses  while  I  live, 

Trying  to  cheer  me  on, 

Useless   the  flowers  that  you  give 

After  the  soul  is  gone. 

Praise  the  Lord,  after  reading  this  issue 
of  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  gathering 
so  many  good  thoughts  from  its  pages, 
I  thought,  Well  if  anyone  in  this  great 
movement  of  the  Church  of  God  needed 
encouragement  and  roses  thrown  at  them 
for  doing  such  a  good  work  for  our  young 
people,  it  was  really  you. — Mrs.  R.  A. 
Fielden,  Ft.  Worth,  Texas. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

In  deed  and  in  truth  I,  too,  can  report 
victory  to  you  dear  ones  through  the 
precious  name  of  Jesus.  Thank  God  for 
a  salvation  which  is  without  money  and 
without  price,  a  blood-bought  salvation, 
a  salvation  which  contains  the  well  of 
water  springing  up  into  everlasting  life, 
one  that  is  so  high  you  can't  get  on  top 
of  it,  so  wide  you  can't  get  round  it,  so 
deep  you  can't  get  underneath,  you  have 
to  walk  through  the  door. 

Beloved  saints  all  over  the  world,  please 
pray  for  me  that  I  may  keep  true  and  live 
true  that  when  Christ  comes  He  may  find 
me  in  my  place. 

We  thank  you  for  the  Lighted  Path- 
way which  has  been  a  blessing  to  us.  We 
know  your  writings  are  under  the  anoint- 
ing of  the  Holy  Ghost  and  the  papers  are 
helping  us  on  our  pilgrim  pathway. — 
Lucille  Marritt,  Duanvale  P.  O.,  Jam., 
B.  W.  I. 

Dear  Editor: 

I  think  the  Lighted  Pathway  is  a  won- 
derful paper,  and  certainly  enjoy  selling 
it. 

The  Lord  surely  is  blessing  us  in  our 


Y.   P.   E.   in  North  Rome  church. 

May  God  bless  you  in  your  good  work 
for  the  Lord. 

Pray  for  me  that  I  will  hold  out  faith- 
ful, because  it  won't  be  long  until  He  is 
coming  back  to  take  His  bride  and  I 
want  to  be  ready  to  go. — Miss  Inez 
Otting,    Rome,    Ga. 

I  praise  the  Lord  for  His  many  bless- 
ings. 

Your  messages  are  wonderful  to  me. 
Surely  they  are  good  food  to  every  Chris- 
tian. 

I  want  to  live  a  humble  life  for  my 
Lord.  I  am  asking  every  reader  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  to  please  pray  that  God 
will  sanctify  me  and  fill  me  with  the 
Holy  Ghost.  Also  pray  for  a  father  and 
mother  who  once  had  the  blessing,  and 
their  two  children. 

If  ever  we  needed  to  live  close  to  the 
Lord,  it  is  now.  Pray  for  my  unsaved  hus- 
band and  also  that  we  will  raise  our  chil- 
dren right. — Mrs.  Velma  Clark,  Mission, 
Texas. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway 
very  much.  I  can  hardly  wait  from  time 
to  time  to  read  it;  there  are  so  many  in- 
teresting articles.  I  enjoy  reading  every 
one. 

I  do  wish  that  this  wonderful  magazine 
could  be  put  into  every  American  home 
instead  of  some  that  are  put  there. — Mil- 
dred King. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  impressed  for  some  time  to 
write  to  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  express 
my  appreciation  for  you  and  the  most 
wonderful  paper  ever  printed.  It  has  been 
a  real  blessing,  I  know,  to  every  member 
of  the  Y.P.E.  here  in  Aransas  Pass.  To  me 
it  has  been  a  great  inspiration  and  I  like 
to  pass  mine  to  someone  else  to  read  when 
I  have  finished  reading  it. 

I  have  especially  enjoyed  the  August 
issue,  the  poetry  and  Editor's  Message. — 
Miss  Jean  Pullman,  Aransas  Pass,  Texas. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  a  boost  for  the  Lighted  Pathway. 

A  lady  here  was  sitting  at  the  radio  to 
hear  her  favorite  radio  program  (preach- 
ing), and  she  picked  up  the  Lighted 
Pathway  to  look  at  until  the  preacher 
started  to  preach.  She  began  reading  the 
Editor's  Message  of  August  issue  and  got 
so  interested  that  when  she  came  to  her- 
self, the  preacher  was  almost  through 
preaching.  Her  husband  bought  three 
August  Lighted  Pathways  and  gave  two 
to  friends  to  read. — Mrs.  Elizabeth  Bo- 
ger,  Westernport,  Md. 

Letting  up  and  letting  down  will  make 
a  breach  to  let  Satan  in. 
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Are  You  Reading? 

Reading  good  books  is  very  important. 
What  are  you  doing  about  it?  Listed  below 
you  will  find  some  books  that  parents 
should  place  in  the  hands  of  their  boys 
and  girls.  Also  we  are  putting  in  stock 
at  the  Publishing  House  some  interesting 
Bible  games  as  well  as  some  educational 
games   along  other  lines. 

The  United  States  map  is  very  good  to 
educate  your  boys  and  girls  in  Geography. 
They  will  not  forget,  after  they  have 
put  this  map  together  a  few  times. 

These  Bible  games  are  very  educational 
along  Bible  lines  and  older  people  (in- 
cluding myself)  can  learn  much  from 
them.  Buy  these  for  your  children  and 
spend  your  evenings  occasionally  playing 
with  them. 

Y.  P.  E.  leaders,  these  Bible  Quiz  books 
are  just  what  you  need  in  your  Y.  P.  E. 
We  have   been   trying   them   out. 

It  is  very  hard  to  pin  our  children  down 
and  get  them  to  listen  to  us  these  days, 
but  we  can  get  the  needed  knowledge 
over  to  them  in  this  way.  Boys  and  girls, 
I'd  just  like  to  play  these  games  with  you. 
— Yours  for  religious  education,  Editor. 

Recommended      Books      For      Your 
Library 

FOR  STUDY 

Cruden's  Concordance.  Price,   $2.00 

Smith's  Bible  Dictionary.  Price,   $1.50 

How  to  Prepare  Sermons,  Evans.  Price, 
$1.25 

2  500  Modern  Illustrations,  Hallock. 
Price,   $1.00 

The  Chaos  of  Cults,  Van  Baalen.  Price, 
$2.00 

History  of  the  Church  of  God,  Sim- 
mons. Price,   $2.00 

Revelation  Expounded,  by  Finis  Jen- 
nings Dake.  Price,   $1.00 

Here  is  a  letter  from  Mrs.  W.  A.  Ed- 
mondson,   Ellensburg,   Wash. 
Dear  Editor: 

In  the  Evangel  of  Sept.  14  and  21,  there 
is  a  sermon  by  Finis  Jennings  Dake,  "The 
Rapture  of  the  Church." 

Many  of  us  are  rejoicing  in  studying 
this  sermon.  We  would  like  to  share  it 
with  others  and  wonder  if  the  Editor's 
staff  would  consider  printing  it  in  tract 
form. 

Surely  there  are  hundreds  of  God's 
people  who  have  never  heard  these  scrip- 
tures rightly  divided.  I  have  been  in  the 
Pentecostal  Faith  since  1923,  and  this  is 


the  first  time  I  have  heard  or  read  a  ser- 
mon on  the  twelfth  chapter  of  Revela- 
tion in  a  way  so  easily  understood. 


Bible   Readings  for  January 

We    are    running    our    Bible    readings 

another  year.  Perhaps  we  will  run  them 
till  Jesus  comes.  New  people  decide  each 

year    to  read    their    Bibles    through.    We 
want  to  help  them. — Ed. 

Morning  Evening 

Jan.     1  Gen.     1-2  John      1 

Jan.     2  Gen.     3-4  Matt.     1 

Jan.     3  Gen.     5-   6  Matt.    2 

Jan.    4  Gen.    7-   8  Matt.     3 

Jan.     5  Gen.    9-10  Matt.    4 

Jan.     6  Gen.  11-12  Matt.     5 

Jan.     7  Gen.  13-14  Matt.    6 

Jan.     8  Gen.  15-16  Matt.    7 

Jan.    9  Gen.  17-18  Matt.     8 

Jan.  10  Gen.  19-20  Matt.    9 

Jan.  11  Gen.  21-22  Matt.  10 

Jan.  12  Gen.  23-24  Matt.  11 

Jan.  13  Gen.  25-26  Matt.  12 

Jan.  14  Gen.  27-28  Matt.  13 

Jan.  15  Gen.  29-30  Matt.  14 

Jan.  16  Gen.  31-32  Matt.  15 

Jan.  17  Gen.  33-34  Matt.  16 

Jan.  18  Gen.  3  5-36  Matt.  17 

Jan.  19  Gen.  37-3  8  Matt.  18 

Jan.  20  Gen.  39-40  Matt.  19 

Jan.  21  Gen.  41-42  Matt.  20 

Jan.  22  Gen.  43-44  Matt.  21 

Jan.  23  Gen.  45-46  Matt.  22 

Jan.  24  Gen.47-48  Matt.  23 

Jan.  25  Gen.  49-50  Matt.  24 

Jan.  26  Ex.     1-   2  Matt.  2  5 

Jan.  27  Ex.     3-  4  Matt.  26 

Jan.  28  Ex.     5-   6  Matt.  27 

Jan.  29  Ex.    7-   8  Matt.  28 

Jan.  30  Ex.    9-10  Mark    1 

Jan.  31  Ex.  11-12  Mark    2 

FOR  CHILDREN 

Our  Darling's  ABC  Book,  by  Isabel 
C.  Byrum.  Price,  3  5c 

The  Adventures  of  Jack  and  Joyce,  by 
Grace  Phelps  Lumm.  Price,  25c 

Tiny  Tots  in  Story  Town,  by  Isabel 
C.  Byrum.  Price,  25c 

Plants  and  Insects,  by  A.  L.  Byers. 
Price,   75c 


BIRTHDAY  GREETINGS 

BIRTHDAY  GREETINGS     to     the 

Church  of  God  Orphanage  on  its  20th 
anniversary.  Below  is  a  picture  of  the 
Pictorial  Review  published  in  the  interest 
of  the  boys'  home.  You  will  appreciate 
this  account  of  the  twenty  years  of  or- 
phanage work.  Pictures  of  the  first  home 
and  matron  of  same  will  be  found  on  the 
first  page,  and  a  complete  account  of  the 
progress  which  has  been  made  during 
these  twenty  years.  As  you  look  through 


CHURCH  OF  GOD 

Prphctnatje 


this  Review  and  see  the  one  hundred  and 
two  beautiful  girls  and  boys,  it  will  in- 
spire you  and  make  you  want  to  be  a  con- 
tributor to  this  great  work  of  taking 
care  of  our  homeless  boys  and  girls.  The 
picture  on  the  front  page  of  this  orphan- 
age annual  is  the  new  boys'  home  being 
built  between  Cleveland  and  Chattanoo- 
ga, Tenn. 

Send  for  this  20-page  Pictorial  Review. 
Only  2  5c.  Address  the  Church  of  God 
Publishing  House,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Please  send— Pictorial  Reviews 

to   

for  the  church  at 

Signed  


Games     for    Children     and     Young 
People 

Bible     Biography      (Old     Testament). 
Price,  5  0c 

Bible  Authors.  Price,  50c 
Bible   Biography.   Price,    50c 
The  United  States  Map.   Price,   26c 
Sliced  Birds.   Price,   29c 
Quiz  Me,  A  Game  of  Useful  Knowl- 
edge. Price,  20c 

Quiz  Me,  a  game  of  Geography.  Price, 
20c 

Game  of  Bible  Occupations.  Price,  20c 
Bible  Game  of  New  Testament  Books. 
Price,  20c 

Parables   of   Jesus.   Price,    3  5c 
Bible   Families.   Price,    50c 
Miracles  of  Jesus.   Price,   3  5c 
Bible  Boys.  Price,   50c 
More  Bible  Quizzes.  Price,   50c 
Who's  Who  in  the  Bible,  by  Stella  M. 
Rudy.  Price,   15c 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


From  My  Scrapbook 

MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 


December 

The  leaves  are  fading  and  falling; 

The  winds  are  rough  and  wild; 
The   birds   have   ceased   their   calling, 

But  let  me  tell  you,  my  child: 

Though  day  by  day,  as  it  closes, 
Doth    darker    and    colder    grow, 

The  roots  of  the  bright  red  roses 
Will   keep   alive   in   the  snow. 

And  when  the  winter  is  over, 
The  boughs  will  get  new  leaves; 

The  quail  come  back  to  the  clover, 
And  the  swallow  back  to  the  eaves. 

The  robin  will  wear  on  his  bosom 
A  vest  that  is  bright  and  new, 

And   the  loveliest  wayside  blossoms 
Will   shine  with   the   sun   and   dew. 

The   leaves   today   are   whirling; 

The  brooks  are  all  dry  and  dumb; 
But   let   me   tell   you,   my  darling, 

The  spring  will  be  sure  to  come. 

There  must  be  rough,   cold  weather, 
And  winds   and  rain   so   wild; 

Not  all   good  things   together 
Come  to  us  here,  my  child. 

So,  when  some  dear  joy  loses 
Its   beauteous  summer  glow, 

Think  how  the  roots  of  the  roses 
Are  kept  alive  in  the  snow. 

— Alice  Cary. 

A  New  Year's  Prayer 

Author  Unknown 

I  want  my  heart  made  pure,  dear  Lord, 
I  want  to  know  and  love  Thy  Word; 
To  be  all  glorious  within, 
Freed  from  each  spot  and  stain  of  sin. 

I  want  the  New  Year's  opening  days 
To  fill  with  love,  and  prayer,  and  praise. 
Some  little  things  to  do  for  Thee, 
For  Thou  hast  done  great  things  for  me. 

I  want  some  other  soul  to  bring 
To  Thee,  my  Savior  and  my  King. 
Thou  wilt  not,  Lord,  my  prayer  deny, 
For  Thou  canst  all  my  wants  supply. 

In  Jesus'  name  our  prayer  we  raise, 
Whose  guiding  hand  has  blessed  our  days. 
And   may   we,   Lord,   in   godly   fear 
Serve  Thee  through  all  this  coming  year. 

— Sunday  School  Banner. 

Where  Does  Jesus  Stay? 

Someone  asked  of  me  one  day, 

"Where    does    Jesus    stay?" 
I  answered  her,  "In  Heaven,  dear." 

But  when  I  came  to  pray, 


I   saw  Him  standing  in   the  door, 

Across    the   hall,   indeed! 
He  had  a  special  booth  prepared 

Just  next  door  to  my  need. 

— Laura  Adrene  Sanders 

"Build  a  little  fence  of  trust  just  around 

today; 
Fill    the    space    with    loving    work    and 

therein  stay; 
Look    not    through    the    sheltering    bars 

upon   tomorrow, 
God  will  help  thee  bear  what  comes  of 

joy  or  sorrow."  — Sel. 

Faith 

Horace   Richards   Schoenhut 
Faith  will  guide  you  surely  through 

The  stormy  seas  of  life, 
Though  the  night  be  full  of  terror, 

Full  of   trials   and  of  strife. 
Keep   your  eye   upon   the  harbor, 

Do   not  look  into   the  deep, 
Faith   will   bear  you   safely  onward 

Though  the  waves  be  wild  and  steep. 

Faith  will  lead  you  ever  upward 

On  the  rugged  path  you  tread, 
Hold  it  everlastingly 

And   you'll   have   naught   to   dread; 
Faith  is  but  a  kindred  tie 

To   that   sweet    thing   called   love — 
Both   will   bear  you   faithfully 

Up  to  the  heights  above. 

B  Is  Blue 

Etta  Oldham 
"Jis'   blue,   God, 
Jis'    blue. 

Ain't  prayin'  exactly  jis'  now,  tear  blind, 
I  guess, 

Can't  see  my  way   through. 
You   know   those   things 

I  ast  for  so  many  times — 
Maybe   I   hadn't   orter   repeated   like   the 

Pharisees  do; 
But  I  ain't  stood  in  no  market  place; 

It's   jis'   'tween   me   and  you — 
And  you  said,  'ast'.  .  . 

Somehow  I  ain't  astin'  now  and  I  hardly 
know   what   to   do. 
Hope    jis'    sorter    left,    but    faith's    still 
left- 
Faith  ain't  gone  too. 
I    know    how    'tis — a    thousand    years 

Is  as  a  single  day  with  You; 
And  I   ain't   meanin'   to  tempt  you  with 

'If  you  be.  .  .  ' 
And   I   ain't   doubtin'   you, 

But   I   ain't   prayin'   tonight,   God, 
Jis'   blue.' 


Wait 

Grace   Noll   Croivell 
If  but  one  message  I  may  leave  behind, 
One  single  word  of  courage  for  my  kind, 
It    would    be    this — O      brother,      sister, 

friend, 
Whatever  life  may  bring,  what  God  may 

send, 
No   matter  whether   clouds   lift    soon   or 

late, 

Take  heart  and  wait. 

Despair  may  tangle  darkly  at  your  feet, 
Your   faith   be   doomed,    and   hope,   once 

cool  and  sweet, 
Be   lost;    but   suddenly   above   a  hill, 
A  heavenly  lamp,  set  on  a  heavenly  hill, 
Will  shine  for  you  and  point  the  way  to 

go, 

How   well   I   know? 

For  I  have  waited  through  the  dark,  and 

I 
Have  seen  a  star  rise  in  the  blackest  sky 
Repeatedly — it   has   not    failed   me   yet, 
And  I  have  learned  God  never  will  forget 
To  light  His  lamp.  If  we  but  wait  for  it, 
It   will   be   lit. 

The  Little  Road 

By   Lois   Smiling 
I  know  a  road  that  winds  away 
Among  old  hills   where  rainbows  play; 
Where  scarlet  leaves   and   asters  blue 
With  merry  winds  keep  rendezvous; 
Where     dancing,     sun-flecked     shadows 
stray. 

I  know  a  road  that  skirts  white  streams 
Where  autumn's  bold  reflection  gleams; 

That  leads  through  mellow  woodland 
space, 

Where  nature  works  with  lissom  grace 
At  fabricating  color  schemes. 

There  are  roads  that  lead   to  the  distant 
sea, 

Broad    highways    beckon    luringly; 

But  a  little  road  in  the  friendly  hills 
My  every  heartfelt  longing  fills, 

For  this  little  road  means  home  to  me! 

A   New  Year   Prayer 

Dear  Master,  for  this  coming  year 

Just  one  request  I  bring. 
I  do  not  pray  for  happiness 

Or  any  earthly  thing; 
I  do  not  ask  to  understand 

The   way   Thou   leadest   me; 
But  this  I  ask — Teach  me  to  do 

The    thing    that   pleaseth   Thee. 

I  want  to  know  Thy  guiding  voice, 

To  walk  with  Thee  each  day. 
Dear  Master,  make  me  swift  to  hear 

And   ready   to   obey; 
And  thus  the  year  I  now  begin 

A  happy  year  will  be, 
If  I  am  seeking  just  to  do 

The   thing   that   pleaseth  Thee. 

— Sel. 


January,  1941 
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Reading  Circle 


*************  • 


************* 


Are  You  Reading? 

Reading  good  books  is  very  important. 
What  are  you  doing  about  it?  Listed  below 
you  will  find  some  books  that  parents 
should  place  in  the  hands  of  their  boys 
and  girls.  Also  we  are  putting  in  stock 
at  the  Publishing  House  some  interesting 
Bible  games  as  well  as  some  educational 
games   along  other  lines. 

The  United  States  map  is  very  good  to 
educate  your  boys  and  girls  in  Geography. 
They  will  not  forget,  after  they  have 
put  this  map  together  a  few  times. 

These  Bible  games  are  very  educational 
along  Bible  lines  and  older  people  (in- 
cluding myself)  can  learn  much  from 
them.  Buy  these  for  your  children  and 
spend  your  evenings  occasionally  playing 
with  them. 

Y.  P.  E.  leaders,  these  Bible  Quiz  books 
are  just  what  you  need  in  your  Y.  P.  E. 
We  have  been   trying   them  out. 

It  is  very  hard  to  pin  our  children  down 
and  get  them  to  listen  to  us  these  days, 
but  we  can  get  the  needed  knowledge 
over  to  them  in  this  way.  Boys  and  girls, 
I'd  just  like  to  play  these  games  with  you. 
— Yours   for  religious  education,   Editor. 

Recommended      Books      For      Your 
Library 

FOR  STUDY 

Crudcn's  Concordance.  Price,   $2.00 

Smith's  Bible  Dictionary.  Price,   $1.50 

How  to  Prepare  Sermons,  Evans.  Price, 
$1.25 

2  500  Modern  Illustrations,  Hallock. 
Price,   $1.00 

The  Chaos  of  Cults,  Van  Baalen.  Price, 
$2.00 

History  of  the  Church  of  God,  Sim- 
mons. Price,  $2.00 

Revelation  Expounded,  by  Finis  Jen- 
nings Dake.  Price,   $1.00 

Here  is  a  letter  from  Mrs.  W.  A.  Ed- 
mondson,   Ellensburg,   Wash. 
Dear  Editor: 

In  the  Evangel  of  Sept.  14  and  21,  there 
is  a  sermon  by  Finis  Jennings  Dake,  "The 
Rapture  of  the  Church." 

Many  of  us  are  rejoicing  in  studying 
this  sermon.  We  would  like  to  share  it 
with  others  and  wonder  if  the  Editor's 
staff  would  consider  printing  it  in  tract 
form. 

Surely  there  are  hundreds  of  God's 
people  who  have  never  heard  these  scrip- 
tures rightly  divided.  I  have  been  in  the 
Pentecostal  Faith  since  1923,  and  this  is 


the  first  time  I  have  heard  or  read  a  ser- 
mon on  the  twelfth  chapter  of  Revela- 
tion in  a  way  so  easily  understood. 


BIRTHDAY  GREETINGS 

BIRTHDAY  GREETINGS  to  the 
Church  of  God  Orphanage  on  its  20th 
anniversary.  Below  is  a  picture  of  the 
Pictorial  Review  published  in  the  interest 
of  the  boys'  home.  You  will  appreciate 
this  account  of  the  twenty  years  of  or- 
phanage work.  Pictures  of  the  first  home 
and  matron  of  same  will  be  found  on  the 
first  page,  and  a  complete  account  of  the 
progress  which  has  been  made  during 
these  twenty  years.  As  you  look  through 


.  .  j.  tr.-y  -  -. * 


Bible   Readings   for  January 

We  are  running  our  Bible  readings 
another  year.  Perhaps  we  will  run  them 
till  Jesus  comes.  New  people  decide  each 
year  to  read  their  Bibles  through.  We 
want  to  help  them.— Ed.  this  Review  and  see  the  one  hundred  and 

Morning  Evening      two  beautifu!  S1^  and  boys,  it  will  in- 

spire you  and  make  you  want  to  be  a  con- 
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ij  i      tnbutor    to   this    great    work    of    taking 

Matt      2      care  °^  our  homeless  boys  and  girls.  The 

Matt"     3      picture  on  the  front  page  of  this  orphan- 

\jr  tr'     a      age  annual  is  the  new  boys'  home  being 

\t    .      r      built  between  Cleveland  and  Chattanoo- 
Matt.     5  _, 

Matt.  6  §a>Tenn- 

Matt  7  Send  for  this  20-page  Pictorial  Review. 

I^att  g  Only   2  5c.   Address  the  Church  of  God 

Matt  9  Publishing  House,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Matt.  10      Please  send- Pictorial  Reviews 

Matt.  11      f0 

^att-  12      for  the  church  at 

Matt.  13      '  , 

Matt.  14     Signed... 

Matt.  15  PaSt°r 

Matt.   16  ""  Clerk  " 

Matt.  17      ^ ^ mmmm ^_ 

Matt   19      Games     for    Children     and     Young 

Matt'.  20  Pe°P,e 

Matt.  21  Bible     Biography      (Old     Testament). 

Matt.  22      Price,  5  0c 

Matt.  23  Bible  Authors.  Price,  50c 

Matt.  24  Bible   Biography.   Price,    50c 

Matt.  25  The  United  States  Map.  Price,   26c 

Matt.  26  Sliced  Birds.  Price,  29c 

Matt.  27  Quiz  Me,  A  Game  of  Useful  Knowl- 

Matt.  28      edge.  Price,  20c 

Mark    1  Quiz  Me,  a  game  of  Geography.  Price, 

Mark    2       20c 

=  Game  of  Bible  Occupations.  Price,  20c 

Bible  Game  of  New  Testament  Books. 
Price,  20c 

Parables   of   Jesus.   Price,    3  5c 
Bible  Families.   Price,    50c 
Miracles  of  Jesus.   Price,    3  5c 
Bible  Boys.  Price,  50c 
More  Bible  Quizzes.  Price,   50c 
Who's  Who  in  the  Bible,  by  Stella  M. 
Rudy.  Price,   15c 
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Jan. 
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Jan. 

26 
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Jan. 

27 
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Jan. 

28 

Ex. 
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Jan. 

29 
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Jan. 

30 
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FOR  CHILDREN 

Our  Darling's  ABC  Book,  by  Isabel 
C.  Byrum.  Price,  3  5c 

The  Adventures  of  jack  and  Joyce,  by 
Grace  Phelps  Lumm.  Price,  25c 

Tiny  Tots  in  Story  Town,  by  Isabel 
C.  Byrum.  Price,  25c 

Plants  and  Insects,  by  A.  L.  Byers. 
Price,   75c 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


From  My  Scrapbook 

MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 


December 

The  leaves   are   fading  and  falling; 

The  winds  are  rough  and  wild; 
The  birds   have   ceased   their   calling, 

But  let   me  tell  you,  my  child: 

Though  day  by  day,  as  it  closes, 
Doth    darker    and    colder    grow, 

The  roots  of  the  bright  red  roses 
Will    keep   alive   in   the   snow. 

And  when  the  winter  is  over, 
The  boughs  will  get  new  leaves; 

The  quail  come  back  to  the  clover, 
And   the  swallow  back  to  the  eaves. 

The  robin  will  wear  on  his  bosom 
A  vest  that  is  bright  and  new, 

And   the  loveliest  wayside   blossoms 
Will   shine  with   the   sun   and   dew. 

The   leaves   today   are   whirling; 

The  brooks  are  all  dry  and  dumb; 
But   let  me   tell  you,   my  darling, 

The  spring  will  be  sure  to  come. 

There  must  be  rough,   cold  weather, 
And  winds   and   rain   so  wild; 

Not  all   good  things  together 
Come  to  us  here,  my  child. 

So,  when  some  dear  joy  loses 
Its   beauteous   summer  glow, 

Think  how  the  roots  of  the  roses 
Are  kept  alive  in  the  snow. 

— Alice  Cary. 

A  New  Year's  Prayer 

Author  Unknown 

I  want  my  heart  made  pure,  dear  Lord, 
I  want  to  know  and  love  Thy  Word; 
To  be  all  glorious  within, 
Freed  from  each  spot  and  stain  of  sin. 

I  want  the  New  Year's  opening  days 
To  fill  with  love,  and  prayer,  and  praise. 
Some  little  things  to  do  for  Thee, 
For  Thou  hast  done  great  things  for  me. 

I  want  some  other  soul  to  bring 
To  Thee,  my  Savior  and  my  King. 
Thou  wilt  not,  Lord,  my  prayer  deny, 
For  Thou  canst  all  my  wants  supply. 

In  Jesus'  name  our  prayer  we  raise, 
Whose  guiding  hand  has  blessed  our  days. 
And   may   we,   Lord,   in   godly   fear 
Serve  Thee  through  all  this  coming  year. 

— Sunday  School  Banner. 

Where  Does  Jesus  Stay? 

Someone  asked  of  me  one  day, 

"Where    does    Jesus    stay?" 
I  answered  her,  "In  Heaven,  dear." 

But  when  I  came  to  pray, 


I  saw  Him  standing  in   the  door, 

Across    the   hall,   indeed! 
He  had  a  special  booth  prepared 

Just  next  door  to  my  need. 

— Laura  Adrene  Sanders 

"Build  a  little  fence  of  trust  just  around 

today; 
Fill    the    space    with    loving    work    and 

therein  stay; 
Look    not    through    the    sheltering    bars 

upon   tomorrow, 
God  will  help  thee  bear  what  comes  of 

joy  or  sorrow."  — Sel. 

Faith 

Horace   Richards   Schoenhut 
Faith  will  guide  you  surely  through 

The  stormy  seas  of  life, 
Though  the  night  be  full  of  terror, 

Full  of  trials   and  of  strife. 
Keep   your  eye   upon   the  harbor, 

Do   not  look  into   the  deep, 
Faith   will   bear   you   safely   onward 

Though  the  waves  be  wild  and  steep. 

Faith  will   lead  you  ever  upward 

On  the  rugged  path  you  tread, 
Hold  it  everlastingly 

And   you'll   have   naught   to   dread; 
Faith  is  but  a  kindred  tie 

To   that   sweet   thing   called   love — 
Both   will   bear   you   faithfully 

Up  to  the  heights  above. 

!  Is  Blue 

Etta   Oldham 
"Jis'   blue,    God, 
Jis'    blue. 

Ain't  prayin'  exactly  jis'  now,  tear  blind, 
I  guess, 

Can't  see  my  way  through. 
You    know    those    things 

I  ast  for  so  many  times — 
Maybe   I   hadn't   orter   repeated   like   the 

Pharisees   do; 
But  I  ain't  stood  in  no  market  place; 

It's   jis'   'tween  me   and   you — 
And  you  said,  'ast'.  .  . 

Somehow  I  ain't  astin'  now  and  I  hardly 
know   what   to   do. 
Hope    jis'    sorter    left,    but    faith's    still 
left- 
Faith   ain't   gone   too. 
I    know   how    'tis — a   thousand   years 

Is   as   a   single  day  with  You; 
And  I   ain't  meanin'   to  tempt  you  with 

'If  you  be.  .  .  ' 
And   I    ain't    doubtin'    you, 

But   I   ain't   prayin'   tonight,   God, 
Jis'   blue.' 


Wait 

Grace   Noll   Crowell 
If  but  one  message  I  may  leave  behind, 
One  single  word  of  courage  for  my  kind, 
It    would    be    this — O      brother,      sister, 

friend, 
Whatever  life  may  bring,  what  God  may 

send, 
No  matter  whether   clouds   lift    soon   or 

late, 

Take  heart  and  wait. 

Despair  may  tangle  darkly  at  your  feet, 
Your   faith   be   doomed,    and   hope,   once 

cool  and  sweet, 
Be  lost;   but  suddenly  above  a  hill, 
A  heavenly  lamp,  set  on  a  heavenly  hill, 
Will  shine  for  you  and  point  the  way  to 

go, 

How    well    I    know? 

For  I  have  waited  through  the  dark,  and 

I 
Have  seen  a  star  rise  in  the  blackest  sky 
Repeatedly — it   has   not    failed   me   yet, 
And  I  have  learned  God  never  will  forget 
To  light  His  lamp.  If  we  but  wait  for  it, 
It   will   be   lit. 

The  Little  Road 

By   Lois   Snelling 
I  know  a  road  that  winds  away 
Among  old   hills   where  rainbows  play; 
Where  scarlet  leaves   and   asters  blue 
With  merry  winds  keep  rendezvous; 
Where     dancing,     sun-flecked     shadows 
stray. 

I  know  a  road  that  skirts  white  streams 
Where  autumn's  bold  reflection  gleams; 

That  leads  through  mellow  woodland 
space, 

Where  nature  works  with  lissom  grace 
At  fabricating  color  schemes. 

There  are  roads  that  lead  to  the  distant 
sea, 

Broad    highways    beckon    luringly; 

But   a  little  road  in  the  friendly  hills 
My  every  heartfelt  longing  fills, 

For  this  little  road  means  home  to  me! 

A   New  Year   Prayer 

Dear  Master,  for  this  coming  year 

Just  one  request  I  bring. 
I  do  not  pray  for  happiness 

Or  any  earthly  thing; 
I  do  not  ask  to  understand 

The   way   Thou   leadest   me; 
But  this  I  ask — Teach  me  to  do 

The    thing    that   pleaseth   Thee. 

I  want  to  know  Thy  guiding  voice, 

To  walk  with  Thee  each  day. 
Dear  Master,  make  me  swift  to  hear 

And   ready   to   obey; 
And  thus  the  year  I  now  begin 

A  happy  year  will  be, 
If  I  am  seeking  just  to  do 

The   thing   that   pleaseth  Thee. 

— Sel. 
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Contributions  by  Young  Writers 

Youth's  Call 


Eugene  Christenburg 

16  years  of  age 

Eccl.  12:1,  "Remember  now  thy  Crea- 
tor in  the  days  of  thy  youth  ..." 

Youth  is  your  opportunity  to  do  some- 
thing for  somebody,  for  yourself.  It  is  a 
good  time  to  start  right  and  to  catch 
hold.  Opportunity  is  before  you  in  your 
youth  but  behind  in  old  age.  Youth  is 
your  opportunity  to  fortify  yourself 
against  the  evil  day.  It  is  your  time  to 
put  on  strength  and  protection  and  to 
blossom  out. 

Jesus  has  called  us  to  follow  Him. 
Matt.  11:28-30,  "Come  unto  me,  all  ye 
that  labour  and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I 
will  give  you  rest.  Take  my  yoke  upon 
you,  and  learn  of  me;  for  I  am  meek  and 
lowly  in  heart:  and  ye  shall  find  rest  unto 
your  souls.  For  my  yoke  is  easy,  and  my 
burden  is  light." 

If  we  could  get  the  young  people  to 
heed  the  call  of  God  and  get  to  know  Je- 
sus they  would  find  His  yoke  so  easy  and 
His  burden  light.  If  they  would  just 
learn  about  Him  they  would  find  more 
happiness  than  they  do  yoked  up  with  the 
world. 

Does  it  pay  to  serve  God  when  you  are 
young?  Lam.  3:27,  "It  is  good  for  a  man 
that  he  bear  the  yoke  in  his  youth." 

We  find  God  called  David  when  he  was 
just  a  child.  God  was  with  him  in  his 
youth  while  he  was  protecting  his  father's 
flock.  God  was  with  him  when  he  killed 
the  lion  and  bear.  God  gave  him  strength 
and  courage  to  kill  the  giant  Goliath, 
which  resulted  in  a  great  victory  for 
God's  people. 

If  the  young  people  today  would  fight 
the  devil  as  David  did  the  giant,  instead 
of  participating  with  his  crowd  they 
could  enjoy  their  salvation  more. 

If  the  youth  of  this  age  would  listen 
to  the  call  of  God  and  give  their  time 
and  talents  to  Him,  they  would  have 
more  victory. 

Some  say,  I'm  going  to  accept  Jesus 
after  I  get  started  in  life.  I  want  to  get 
ahead  first.  It  might  be  too  late  then,  to- 
day is  the  day  of  salvation.  Jesus  said. 
Seek  ye  first  the  kingdom  of  God  and  His 
righteousness,  and  all  these  things  shall  be 
added  unto  you.  Then  some  say  they 
would  live  for  God  but  their  boy  friend 
or  girl  friend  wouldn't  love  them.^Blf 
that's  the  kind  they  are,  you  don't  need 
them.  Go  ahead  and  serve  God  and  He 
will  give  you  the  right  one,  the  one  you 
need. 

Young  people,  you  don't  know  how 
fortunate  you  are  to  live  in  a  country 
where  you  can  worship  God  in  spirit  and 


in  truth.  In  the  European  countries  where 
they  arc  at  war,  the  young  people  don't 
have  a  chance  to  serve  God  like  you  do. 
Then  some  of  you  have  been  around  the 
Church  of  God;  you  know  holiness  is 
right  but  you  are  still  hanging  around. 
Why  don't  you  come  on  and  get  good  old 
time  salvation  and  live  right?  You  might 
as  well,  you  have  ruined  your  reputation 
as  far  as  the  world  is  concerned.  They 
won't  have  anything  to  do  with  you.  But 
some  of  you  will  be  hanging  around  the 
Church  of  God  when  Jesus  comes  and  not 
be  ready. 

The  Lord  needs  good  musicians  on  the 
field.  Some  of  you  have  good  talents  for 
music,  some  for  preaching,  and  others  for 
singing.  Are  you  using  that  talent  for 
God?  The  harvest  is  ripe  and  the  Lord 
needs  laborers  on  the  field.  People  are 
lost  and  dying  without  God.  Can  you  feel 
that  call?  Can  you  say,  "Here  am  I,  Lord, 
send  me"?  There  are  those  in  the  foreign 
lands  who  do  not  know  Jesus  and  His 
plan  of  salvation.  God  needs  more  people 
who  are  willing  to  give  up  their  home- 
land, fathers  and  mothers,  to  go  tell  those 
people  about  God's  Son  who  died  on  the 
cross  to  save  men  from  their  sins. 

I  believe  with  all  my  heart  that  God 
is  calling  more  young  people  today  than 
ever  before,  to  go  preach  the  gospel  and 
carry  the  good  news  to  every  creature. 

Why  We  Need  the  Holy  Ghost 

Margaret  Jacobs 

Just  before  Jesus  went  to  the  cross  He 
knew  that  His  followers  would  need 
another  comforter  to  abide  with  them. 
So  He  promised,  "If  ye  love  me,  keep 
my  commandments.  And  I  will  pray  the 
Father,  and  he  shall  give  you  another 
Comforter,  that  he  may  abide  with  you 
for  ever,"  St.  John  14:15,  16.  Also  in 
verse  26  we  find  these  words,  "But  the 
Comforter,  which  is  the  Holy  Ghost, 
whom  the  Father  will  send  in  my  name, 
he  shall  teach  you  all  things,  and  bring 
all  things  to  your  remembrance,  whatso- 
ever I  have  said  unto  you." 

Jesus  knew  that  we  would  need  power. 
Acts  1:8.  Power  to  live  the  victorious 
overcomer's  life.  Temptations,  trials  and 
misunderstandings  will  come  our  way  but 
Christ  promised  power  to  overcome. 
Power  to  love  our  enemies.  Power  to  stand 
for  Christ  and  His  cause.  Power  to  testi- 
fy and  preach  to  an  ungodly  and  unbe- 
lieving   world. 

Jesus  knew  that  we  would  need  the 
Comforter  to  guide  us  into  all  truths. 
St.  John    16:13. 

We  are  living  in  a  sinful  world.  Un- 
belief, '  superstition,   deceit   and  falsehood 


are  on  every  hand,  but  the  spirit  of  truth 
will  lead  us  into  the  glorious  knowledge 
of  Christ  and  His  kingdom.  The  Spirit 
will  reveal  the  Bible,  the  Word  of  God  to 
us.  The  spirit  of  truth  will  give  faith 
and  drive  back  gloom  and  darkness. 

Jesus  knew  that  we  would  need  a  teach- 
er. 1  Cor.  2:9,  10.  The  natural  man  or  the 
sinner  wonders  what  we  see  in  the  good, 
clean,  holy  walk  with  God.  They  think 
we  are  cranks  when  we  turn  our  backs 
on  the  dance,  theater,  swimming  pools, 
cards,  etc.,  and  the  Spirit  is  teaching  us 
the  ways  of  God.  He  that  is  holy  is  de- 
manding a  holy,  separated  people.  The 
teacher  is  getting  a  holy  people  ready  to 
stand  before  a  holy  God  and  ro  live  in  a 
holy  place  for  all  eternity. 

Jesus  knew  that  we  needed  the  Holy 
Ghost  because  He  casteth  out  fear.  Rom. 
8:14,    15. 

It  is  a  wonderful  consolation  to  know 
that  he  that  is  led  by  the  Spirit  of  God 
is  a  son  of  God.  Just  as  a  child  is  led  by 
his  father  so  we  can  be  led  by  the  Spirit. 
I  assure  you  He  will  lead  you  away  from 
all  questionable  places,  from  evil  com- 
panions, from  all  worldly  and  filthy  hab- 
its, from  slang,  also  idle  jokes  and  jesting. 
He  will  cast  out  fear  and  then  the  sun- 
shine of  God's  approval  will  shine  into 
your  soul. 

Jesus  knew  that  we  would  need  the 
Spirit  to  pray  for  us.  Rom.  8:26,  27. 
So  often  there  are  problems,  trials,  and 
temptations  that  confront  us  and  we  do 
not  know  what  to  do  or  say.  If  we  get  on 
our  knees,  and  let  the  Spirit  pray,  He 
will  teach  us  and  lead  us  into  what  is 
best.  Sometimes  a  burden  seems  so  heavy; 
the  way  may  seem  so  long,  then  is  the 
time  to  let  the  Spirit  pray.  The  Spirit 
knows  the  will  of  God  and  He  will  make 
intercession  for  us. 

Jesus  wants  His  people  to  have  a  sound 
mind.  2  Tim.  1:7.  The  world  loves  its 
own  and  not  those  that  are  led  of  the 
Spirit.  The  ways  of  the  world  and  those 
that  are  Spirit-filled  are  different.  One 
day  our  mind  was  warped.  We  loved  the 
things  of  this  world.  But  the  Holy  Ghost 
opened  our  eyes  to  the  things  of  God  and 
we  sought  for  better  things  than  the 
world  had  to  offer.  Jesus  saved  us  from 
sin,  then  He  sanctified  us,  filled  us  with 
the  Holy  Ghost  and  gave  us  a  sound 
mind.  Old  pleasures,  desires  and  ambitions 
lost  their  charms  and  the  will  of  Christ 
became  our  desire. 

Jesus  wants  us  to  be  enriched  with 
the  gifts  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  1  Cor.  13: 
8-11.  The  gifts  of  the  Spirit  are  for  the 
Church  of  God.  We  should  humble  our- 
selves then  God  can  use  us  as  a  channel 
to  bless  others. 

God  gave  His  Son  and  the  Son  sent 
the  Holy  Ghost.  Let  us  accept  this  great 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Class  Evangelism 

(Continued  from  page  15) 

you,   Charlotte,    and   help   you    to  know 
which  way  to  go.  He  has  promised." 

Mrs.  Smith:  "I'm.  so  glad  I  came  for  I 
do  not  even  have  to  ask  my  question.  I 
am  not  a  member  of  your  church  but 
your  last  question  has  answered  the  one 
I  should  have  asked.  Our  son  has  recently 
joined  your  church.  His  father  and  I 
have  opposed  him  bitterly.  We  do  not  un- 
derstand every  thing  about  the  Church  of 
God  and  we  wanted  him  to  go  with  us. 
I  will  have  to  acknowledge  that  he  is  a 
much  better  boy  in  the  home  since  he 
gave  himself  to  Christ  and  joined  your 
church,  but  in  our  town  your  church  is 
greatly  persecuted  and  we  wanted  our 
boy  to  go  to  a  church  that  has  more  pres- 
tige in  the  community.  Tonight  I  see 
where  I'm  wrong.  With  the  multitudes 
of  boys  and  girls  who  care  nothing  for 
Christ  and  the  church  we  should  encour- 
age instead  of  trying  to  hold  them  back." 

Mrs.  H.:  "I  am  so  glad  you  came  and 
we  can  all  see  that  you  have  an  honest 
heart,  for  when  you  see  you  are  wrong 
you  are  not  afraid  to  acknowledge  it.  I 
believe  we  have  more  young  people  in  the 
Church  of  God  than  any  other  church  in 
the  world.  Take  a  little  trip  around  over 
the  world  and  visit  the  different  young 
people's  organizations  and  see  how  they 
are  flocking  to  the  Church  of  God.  They 
believe  in  reality  and  are  searching  for  it. 
Just  a  sham  will  not  satisfy.  Of  course, 
our  church  is  not  perfect  by  any  means, 
but  we  are  lifting  up  a  standard  of  conse- 
cration and  trying  to  reach  it.  That  is 
what  Paul  said  to  do,  "Press  toward  the 
mark."  The  reason  so  many  people  are 
dead  spiritually  is  that  they  have  no  vision 
of  a  higher  life.  They  are  satisfied  with 
just  getting  into  the  kingdom.  People  are 
perishing,  whole  churches  are  perishing 
for  lack  of  vision.  Come  again,  Mrs. 
Smith. 

"Well,  perhaps  we  had  better  close  to- 
night and  just  wait  a  minute.  I've  pre- 
pared a  little  treat.  Come  on,  girls,  and 
we'll  serve  some  hot  chocolate  and  sand- 
wiches. It's  a  good  way  to  get  ac- 
quainted." 

Robert:  "I  think  it's  nice  to  have  re- 
freshments occasionally,  and  I  think  it 
would  be  nice  if  the  members  of  the 
class  would  furnish  the  refreshments." 

Mrs.  H.:  "Yes,  some  places  they  ask 
each  person  to  bring  two  sandwiches  and 
then  the  hostess  furnishes  the  chocolate 
or  whatever  she  chooses  to  serve.  This 
makes  it  easy  on  every  one,  but  it's  a 
pleasure  to  me  to  do  this.  And  here  is  a 
little  extra  surprise.  I  made  a  cake  and 
we  are  using  eight  candles  for  I  believe 
this  is  our  eighth  meeting  since  we  started 
our  class." 

James:  "I  guess  we'll  have  to  have  a 
big  cake  some  day  to  hold  the  candles  for 
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I  hope  our  class  will  go  on  and  on  until 
Jesus  comes." 

Mrs.  H.:  "And  so  do  I.  We  wish  every 
church  could  have  a  meeting  like  this, 
but  it's  getting  late. 

"Let  us  sing  softly  with  eyes  closed  one 
verse  of  Frances  Havergal's  consecration 
song: 

"Take  my  life  and  let  it  be, 
Consecrated,  Lord,  to  thee; 
Take  my  hands  and  let  them  move 
At  the  impulse  of  Thy  love. 

"Now  let  us  repeat  the  Mizpah  bene- 
diction. 'The  Lord  watch  between  me  and 
thee,  when  we  are  absent  one  from  an- 
other,' Gen.  31:49." 


The  best  recommendation  for  a  tree  is 
the  fruit  that  grows  on  it. 


December  Prize 

Mrs.  Ollic  Hill 

Riverside,  Ga.,  is  the  happy  winner  of  the 
cash  prize  of  $5.00  for  selling  the  most 
papers  and  having  the  money  in  on  time. 

Honor  Roll 

Harry  Henderson,  Lindale,  Ga. 
T.  J.  Collins,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 
John  L.  Jenkins,  Gaffney,  S.  C. 
Connor  B.  Hall,  Greenville.  S.  C. 
Miss  Lois  Goff,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 
Mary  Campbell,  Belton,  S.  C. 
Verner  Harvey,  Honea  Path,  S.  C. 
(The  last  two  on  the  Honor  Roll  have 
tied  for  the  sixth  place.) 

What   some  people  call   liberty   is    per- 
mission to  do  as  they  please. 


[Page  19J 


S> 


Our  Church 
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The  Old  Family  Pew 

How  dear  to  the  heart  of  the  preacher  in 
service, 
Is  the  old  family  pew  with  the  family 
all  there; 
With  father  and  mother  and  all  of  the 
children 
Assembled  for  worship,  God's  blessing 
to  share. 

The  preacher  can  preach  with  a  gusto  and 
vigor 
That's  different,  indeed,  when  the  fam- 
ily is  there. 
Yes,  all  will  be  better — the  sermon,  the 
singing, 
The  song  by  the  choir,  and  even  the 
prayer. 

With  daughters  and  sons  in  the  fold  of 
the  Kingdom, 
The   "prodigal    son"   and    "the   ninety 
and  nine" 
Will  not  have  the  sting  and  the  heartache 
for  mother, 
And  dad  will  be  happy  to  look  on  his 
own. 

The  church,  let's  remember,  is  not  a  con- 
vention 
With  delegate  sent  from  each  family 
and  home. 

It's  rather  a  place  where  they  all  need  to 
gather 

To  meet  with  the  Lord,     discontinue  to 
roam. 

Bring  back,  oh  bring  back  to  the  church 
and  its  worship, 
The  old  family  pew  with  its  blessings 
of  yore; 
Give  God  and  His  Word  the  right  place 
in  your  thinking, 
And  gather  at  last  on   that   heavenly 
shore. — M.  E.  Detterline. 


HELPMATES  IN   SERVICE 

Dedicated    to    the    Ministers'    Wives 
Mrs.   Clyde  Crowe 

"Are  you  about  ready?"  called  Rev. 
William  Freeman  to  his  wife.  "It's  only 
twenty  minutes  till  Sunday  School  time." 

"Just  go  ahead,"  said  Agnes  as  she 
entered  the  room.  "I  don't  have  time  to 
get  ready  now.  Seems  as  if  there  has  been 
so  much  to  do  this  morning.  Maybe  I  can 
get  there  for  preaching  though." 

William  kissed  his  wife  good-bye  and 
trudged  off  to  church  alone.  "Agnes 
always  seems  to  have  more  to  do  now  on 
Sunday  than  any  other  time,"  thought 
William.  "And  she  used  to  never  miss 
a  service.  But  people  do  change.  Well, 
what  shall  I  answer  this  time  when  the 
members  inquire  about  her?"  for  he  was 
nearly   to   the   church   by   this   time. 

A  large  crowd  had  gathered  for  Sunday 
School  this  morning  and  William's  face 
was  aglow  with  thankfulness  for  the 
goodly  number.  The  teachers  were  all 
there;  the  superintendent  was  there;  even 
the  stewards  had  turned  out  this  morn- 
ing; and  the  report  proved  only  one 
member  to  be  missing — the  preacher's 
wife! 

Sunday  school  was  over  and  the  eleven 
o'clock  service  began.  But  Agnes  had  not 
come.  Was  she  beginning  to  lose  interest? 
Many  probably  thought  the  same  thing, 
but  no  one  hinted   this   to  William. 

After  inquiries  were  made  and  ex- 
planations given,  William  returned  home, 
to  the  little  white,  well-kept  parsonage 
about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  up  the  road 
from  the  church  which  he  pastored. 

"Well,  dear,  I  didn't  see  you  at  the 
preaching    service,"    greeted   William. 

"No,"  replied  Agnes.  "I  felt  so  tired 
and   when  I   lay  down   a   few  minutes  I 


fell  asleep.  Guess  I  would  still  be  asleep 
had  I  not  heard  you  singing  as  you  came 
up  the  walk.  I  intended  to  go  though." 

Agnes  noticed  the  hurt  that  showed 
in  her  husband's  eyes,  and  softly  replied, 
"I'll  do  better  next  time,  dear.  Did  you 
have  a  good  crowd?  How  much  was  the 
offering?" 

"Yes,  a  large  crowd.  All  the  Sunday 
School  members  were  present  except  you. 
So  I  guess  the  rest  didn't  lie  down  and 
drop  off  to  sleep!"  said  William  jeeringly. 

"No!"  replied  Agnes  haughtily.  "Come 
on,  help  get  dinner.  Did  anyone  ask  about 
me?" 

"Oh  yes,  but  I  didn't  tell  them  you 
were  asleep.  My!  but  that  pie  looks  good, 
honey,"    assured    William. 

Company  dropped  in  to  see  Agnes  and 
stayed  so  late  that  she  missed  Young 
People's  Meeting  that  evening. 

All  the  time  Agnes  knew  she  was  los- 
ing the  joy  she  had  once  had.  But  she 
did  nothing  about  it.  She  had  been  a 
young  preacher's  wife  only  a  year,  and 
was   already   losing   interest   in   his   work. 

She  went  to  bed  but  the  words  kept 
ringing  in  her  ears:  "Helpmates  in  Serv- 
ice." She  had  heard  that  so  many  times, 
but  once  in  chapel  while  she  was  in  col- 
lege a  professor  had  made  a  talk  on  this 
subject.  How  could  she  help  though? 
What  was  left  for  her  to  do?  William 
carried  on  just  as  well  without  her  help- 
ing. 

William  saw  that  Agnes  was  fast  asleep, 
so  he  did  not  wake  her  to  tell  of  the 
wonderful  service.  He  could  hardly  wait 
till  morning,   but  he  did. 

"Oh,  how  I  wish  you  could  have  gone 
last  night!"  began  William.  "Some  of 
the  boys  we  went  to  school  with  were 
passing  through  town  and  stopped  by  for 
service.  As  it  happened  they  were  all 
singers  and  arranged  a  good  quartet.  They 
sang  several  songs,  then  we  just  turned 
the  Young  People's  Meeting  into  a  praise 
service.  My!  but  the  glory  of  God  filled 
our  souls.  The  presence  of  the  Lord  was 
certainly  manifested  right  there.  Oh,  it 
was  wonderful!  They  regretted  so  much 
not  seeing  you.  I  told  them  we  had  un- 
expected  company   at   the   wrong   time!" 

"Well,  well!  I  surely  wish  I  had  known 
they  were  going  to  be  there,"  broke  in 
Agnes  when  she  had  a  chance.  "What 
were   their   names?" 

"Leburn  Wyle,  Roy  Newberry,  James 
Phillips,  Robert  Taylor  and  George  Wil- 
liams led  the  song  service.  You  know 
them   all?" 

"Yes,"  replied  Agnes.  "Are  any  of 
them  married?" 

"No,  they  are  evangelistic  singers  and 
all  work  together  lots.  They  were  on  their 
way  to  a  camp  meeting  in  North  Caro- 
lina." 

Days  passed  and  Agnes  wondered  how 
(Continued  on  page  25) 


[Page  20] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


*.      ■<*■'»■■■■•    .*^».    •--:ca>.---  -■■■■/a-*  '    /a\  '  •-  :yA>.      :*-a>.      .*^V   ,:<a>.-   •■■,'fA>      /a>,       *^>,      .»a>.     -.#-a>.      .*^»       .*^l*       -•^*       .*^*  "     *"a> 
V^'      *&*'   ,-%*#*    /'^»'      %W»*      N^*....*^"     %fc»r     *«^*      W>*      %*»'     ***»*     Vfc»*     \.W      *^V      **♦>'     V*.-     VW,    WV 

Prayer  Page 


'&,•    •«*.'   •«.♦>•-..-%«>•    v*.*   '^.'.  ..•«*.•, 

Did  You  Pray? 


•*^\    .*^\  v^v  v^v  v*;1 
•<*»•    %*»•    ••*»•    •«*»'    %*, 


Did  you  think  of  me  this  morning 

As  you  breathed  a  word  of  prayer? 

Did  you  ask  for  strength  to  help  me 

All  my  heavy  burdens  bear? 

Did  you  speak  of  faith  and  courage 

For  the  trials  I  must  meet? 

Did  you  ask  that  God  might  keep  me 

As  you  bowed  before  His  feet? 

Someone  prayed,  and  strength  was  given 

For  the  long  and  weary  road; 

Someone  prayed,  and  faith  grew  stronger 

As  I  bent  beneath  the  load; 

Someone  prayed — the  way  grew  brighter, 

And  I  walked  all  unafraid, 

In  my  heart  a  song  of  gladness — 

Tell  me,  was  it  you  who  prayed? 

— Charles  N.  Hodge. 

Believing   Prayer 

Rev.  Waldo  Schindler 

"Therefore  I  say  unto  you,  What 
things  soever  ye  desire,  when  ye  pray,  be- 
lieve ye  receive  them,  and  ye  shall  have 
them,"  Mark  11:24. 

Not  all  prayer  is  believing  prayer.  Per- 
haps you  have  had  the  sad  experience  of 
praying  but  to  no  avail.  Has  this  ever 
been  the  language  of  your  heart?  "I 
prayed  but  it  didn't  do  any  good."  "I 
prayed — but  nothing  happened."  "I  am 
still  the  same  as  I  was  before  prayer  was 
made."  "There  is  no  need  of  trying  any 
longer."  Such  results  are  very  tragic.  Such 
are  the  reactions  of  faithless  formal 
prayer. 

Formal  prayer  does  not  warm  the  soul. 
It  leaves  the  heart  unstirred  and  the  hand 
of  God  unmoved.  Victory  does  not  come. 
Revivals  are  withheld.  Faith  does  not  op- 
erate. The  soul  rests  in  constant  defeat 
because  it  has  not  learned  the  secret  of 
believing  prayer  through  the  intercession 
of  the  spirit. 

Jesus  gives  us  the  true  basis  or  ground- 
work of  believing  prayer  in  His  words  to 
the  disciples,  "Have  faith  in  God."  They 
had  heard  Jesus  pronounce  the  curse  upon 
the  barren  fig  tree  the  day  before.  Little 
did  they  realize  the  true  significance  of 
this  act.  The  following  morning  Jesus 
and  the  twelve  retraced  their  steps  down 
the  road  that  leads  back  to  Bethany.  Upon 
their  arrival  at  this  same  fig  tree,  the  dis- 
ciples noticed  it  had  dried  up  from  the 
roots.  Peter,  recalling  the  previous  act 
and  words  of  Jesus,  said,  "Master,  behold, 
the  fig  tree  which  thou  cursedst  is 
withered  away."  Jesus  answered,  "Have 
faith  in  God"  or  "the  faith  of  God" 
(margin).  Here  is  the  true  secret  of  faith 
and  believing  prayer,  "have  the  faith  of 
God."  He  is  the  source  of  faith.  He  re- 
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sponds  to  true  faith  in  our  hearts.  He  an- 
swers prayer.  He  said  He  would.  He  does. 
Do  we  believe  it? 

The  Apostle  Paul  knew  the  secret,  and 
it  worked  during  the  most  severe  trial; 
namely,  his  shipwreck.  The  waves  were 
dashing  high;  the  boat  was  tossed  exceed- 
ingly with  the  terhpest;  the  sun  and  stars 
refused  to  lend  their  light.  All  hope  for 
safety  was  gone.  Then  the  Apostle  stood 
forth  and  said,  "Sirs,  be  of  good  cheer: 
for  I  believe  God,  that  it  shall  be  even  as 
it  was  told  me."  He  had  received  the  as- 
surance of  safety  from  the  angel  of  God, 
whose  he  was,  and  whom  he  served.  Paul 
had  the  faith  of  God  to  believe  the  Word 
of  God.  What  was  the  outcome?  The  ship 
was  wrecked,  but  not  one  of  the  two  hun- 
dred and  seventy-six  lives  were  lost. 

The  contrasting  element  to  believing 
prayer  is  defeat.  God  has  no  pleasure  in 
defeated  Christian  living.  His  will  for  us 
is  constant  victory  in  place  of  partial  or 
constant  defeat.  His  provisions  for  us 
are  according  to  His  riches  in  glory  by 
Christ  Jesus.  "And  God  is  able  to  make 
all  grace  abound  toward  you;  that  ye,  al- 
ways having  all  sufficiency  in  all  things 
may  abound  to  every  good  work." 
Through  His  divine  power,  God  has  given 
to  us  all  things  that  pertain  to  life  and 
godliness. 

Hearts  often  accept  defeat  by  failing 
to  meet  some  conditions  to  believing 
prayer.  Existing  spiritual  blockades  must 
be  removed.  Jesus  points  out  two  of  them 
to  the  disciples.  One  of  them  precedes  our 
text,  the  other  one  is  mentioned  in  the 
verse  following  the  text'.  The  first  one 
mentioned  is  one  of  the  devil's  most  sub- 
tle tools;  namely,  doubt.  Doubt  must  be 
removed.  It  must  be  completely  dissolved. 
Doubt  questions  the  ability  and  willing- 
ness of  God  while  unbelief  refuses  to  be- 
lieve God.  Jesus  said,  "Whosoever"'  *  * 
shall  not  doubt  in  his  heart,  but  shall  be- 
lieve that  those  things  which  he  saith 
shall  come  to  pass;  he  shall  have  whatso- 
ever he  saith."  Doubt  and  belief  are  at  op- 
posites  to  each  other.  They  cannot  occupy 
the  heart  at  the  same  time.  Doubt  is  very 
characteristic  of  the  self-life.  The  poet 
says,  "Move  out,  move  out,  and  let  Jesus 
move  in."  The  other  hindrance  to  believ- 
ing prayer  mentioned  in  this  connection 
is  an  unforgiving  spirit.  Jesus  said, 
"When  ye  stand  praying,  forgive,  if  ye 
have  ought  against  any;  that  your  Father 
also  which  is  in  heaven  may  forgive  you 
your  trespasses." 

The  ministry  of  believing  prayer  is  not 
designed  for  a  selected  few,  but  for  ev- 
ery child  of  God.  Notice  Jesus  said, 
"Whosoever""  * ::"  shall     not     doubt "'""""  but 


shall  believe"" '"""shall  have  whatsoever  he 
saith."  Whosoever  is  all-inclusive;  it 
means  you. 

Believing  prayer  will  react  in  personal 
spiritual  victory.  Our  desires  shall  be 
granted.  Our  hearts  shall  be  filled  not 
with  an  occasional  blessing  but  with  the 
Blesser  Himself.  He  is  the  believer's  vic- 
tory. We  may  enjoy  the  fullness  of  the 
blessing  of  the  Lord  in  our  hearts  and 
lives  today.  Perhaps  you  have  been  enter- 
taining defeat  but  you  do  have  an  honest 
desire  to  live  a  noble,  victorious  Christian 
life.  If  this  is  your  testimony  you  may 
have  victory.  Notice  the  text  again, 
"What  things  soever  ye  desire,  when  ye 
pray,  believe  that  ye  receive  them,  and  ye 
shall  have  them."  The  poet  illustrates  this 
thought  very  beautifully  in  the  follow- 
ing words: 

"Whatsoever   ye   desire   when   ye  pray," 
Hear  His  loving  promise,  'tis  for  you  to- 
day; 
Stand  upon  His  faithfulness;  fresh  cour- 
age take: 
"All  is  yours" — for  His  dear  sake. 

The  results  of  believing  prayer  are 
gratifying.  "Ye  shall  have  them."  "What 
things  soever  ye  desire."  "Ask,  and  it 
shall  be  given  you."  "Ye  have  not  be- 
cause ye  ask  not.  Ye  ask,  and  receive  not, 
because  ye  ask  amiss,  that  ye  may  con- 
sume it  upon  your  lusts."  The  promise 
of  receiving  is  confirmed  to  them  that 
ask  in  His  name.  "If  you  shall  ask  any 
thing  in  my  name,"  I  will  do  it." 

Apart  from  personal  victory  in  his  own 
heart,  the  believer's  greatest  desire  should 
be  the  salvation  of  lost  souls,  and  spirit- 
ual quickenings  and  revivals  in  all 
churches  everywhere.  These  come  exclus- 
ively from  God  in  answer  to  believing 
prayer.  "When  ye  pray,  believe  that  ye  re- 
ceive them,  and  ye  shall  have  them." 
During  Finney's  time  the  spirit  of  prayer 
came  upon  a  converted  laborer.  This  la- 
borer held  on  to  God  in  intercessory 
prayer  until  he  received  the  assurance  of 
a  revival  upon  thirty  different  communi- 
ties. He  prevailed  in  prayer  until  he  was 
enabled  to  pray  the  prayer  of  faith  for 
each  community,  recording  them  in  his 
little  book  in  successive  order  as  he  re- 
ceived the  assurance.  He  had  them  all 
prayed  through  before  he  saw  any  visible 
results.  The  revivals  followed  in  exact  or- 
der as  he  had  them  recorded.  The  Lord 
gave  to  this  man  entire  communities  be- 
cause he  asked  for  communities. 

The  Christian  not  only  desires  to  see 
souls  saved,  but  he  longs  to  see  his  kin  in 
the  Lord  enjoy  their  privileges  in  Christ 
Jesus.  These  privileges  are  many.  He  is 
the  Supplier  of  all  the  Christian's  needs. 
"The  prayer  of  faith  shall  save  the  sick, 
and  the  Lord  shall  raise  him  up."  God 
makes  these  things  real  through  believing 
prayer.  It  is  also  a  privilege  to  embrace 
that  blessed  hope  of  Christ's  second  com- 
( Continued  on  page  26) 
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New  Year's  Greetings 

R.  P.  Johnson,  Assistant  General  Overseer 
To  Lighted  Pathway  readers  and  friends.      abandonment,      th 


In  Phil.  3:13  (A.V.)  we  read:  "Forget- 
ting the  things  which  are  behind,  and 
stretching  forward  to 
the  things  that  are  be- 
fore. .  .  "  From  the 
reading  of  the  above 
scripture,  it  seems  to 
me  that  the  closing  of 
the  old  year  and  the 
entering  into  the  new 
is  a  time  for  Christian 
inventory.  Here  is  a 
practice  in  which 
nearly  every  business 
man  engages  about 
this  time  of  the  year.  He  disposes  of  old 
stock  and  unnecessary  apparatus.  He  re- 
arranges his  supplies  and  lays  a  founda- 
tion for  directing  his  energies  through 
the  coming  year.  Is  it  not  well  for  souls 
to  do  likewise,  especially  young  people? 
Our  text  implies  incompleteness,  and  I 
am  sure  that,  as  we  take  stock,  even  our 
lives  reveal  that  we  are  not  complete. 
There  is  room  for  something  better  and 
bigger.  Our  text  also  permits  progress. 
The  way  of  life  is  wonderful,  and  those 
who  are  successful  in  life  have  come  to 
realize  that   success   depends,   first,  upon 


forsaking  of  those 
things  that  are  injurious,  the  laying  aside 
of  every  weight.  Second,  our  future  suc- 
cess will  depend  on  our  putting  behind 
us  all  preceding  successes,  as  well  as  fail- 
ures; for  while  we  rejoice  in  the  accom- 
plishments of  1940,  they  will  not  suffice 
for   1941. 

Therefore,  we  beseech  you  to  rededi- 
cate  your  time,  talent,  and  energy,  for- 
getting the  past.  Take  courage  and  go 
forward  into  the  great  work  to  which  the 
Lighted  Pathway  is  dedicated.  There  is 
no  reason  why  its  circulation  should  not 
reach  at  least  fifty  thousand  within  the 
next  six  months.  So,  while  we  send  you 
New  Year's  greetings,  let  us  all  join  hands 
and  send  the  Lighted  Pathway  forth  on 
its  mission  of  usefulness,  for,  indeed,  it 
is  useful,  not  only  to  our  young  people, 
but  it  is  proving  a  great  blessing  to  our 
orphanage,  to  our  Bible  Training  School, 
and  is  one  of  our  strongest  advocates  for 
building  our  school  into  a  college.  It  is 
also  spreading  comfort  and  cheer  among 
those  who  are  sick  and  afflicted  and  who 
are  in  distress.  Not  only  does  it  send  a 
New  Year's  greeting  but  it  merits  a  whole 
year's  cooperation. 


Editor's   New  Year  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
choose  the  song  that  would  glorify  God? 
Too  many  songs  today  cannot  be  under- 
stood so  that  people  may  get  the  message. 
Did  you  ever  hear  anyone  sing  under  the 
anointing,  and  do  you  remember  what 
a  blessing  it  was  to  you?  Let  us  think 
about  this  as  we  pass  on  into  the  new 
year  and  let  us  resolve  that  whatsoever 
we  do,  we  will  do  all  to  the  glory  of 
God.  As  you  keep  hidden  behind  the 
cross  of  Calvary,  you  will  find  many 
souls  coming  back  from  the  broad  way 
into  that  narrow  path  that  leads  up  to 
the  celestial  city. 

Presidents  of  Y.  P.  E.  and  other  of- 
ficers, resolve  in  your  hearts  that  you 
will  seek  God's  guidance  more  this  year. 
Lord,  what  wouldst  thou  have  us  to  do? 
It's  the  little  things  that  count.  So  out 
here  in  the  new  year  how  about  watching 
the  little  things  that  it  is  so  easy  to  do? 
Here  is  a  little  story  that  will  explain 
what  I  mean: 

Dr.  R.  E.  Neighbour  tells  of  the  help- 
ful ministry  of  a  member  of  his  own 
church. 

"A  man  met  me  in  Chicago  the  other 
day.  He  said:  'Brother  Neighbour,  I 
want  you  to  meet  the  man  who  led  me 
to  Christ.'  The  speaker  had  wanted  to  be 
saved;  he  had  wanted  to  accept  the  in- 


vitation that  was  being  pressed  from  the 
pulpit,  but  he  was  timid  and  fearful. 
Then  the  man  of  whom  he  spake  had 
noticed  his  hesitancy  and  had  reached 
forth  his  hand  and  touched  him  on  the 
shoulder,  saying,  'Go  up,  my  friend; 
Christ  can  save  you.'  Needing  only  this 
assuring  word  and  the  touch  of  a  kind 
hand,  he  had  come  forward  and  Christ 
did  save  him." 

So  it  may  be  that  Christ  will  need  only 
the  touch  of  your  hand  that  is  conse- 
crated to  Him  to  do  mighty  things  for 
Him  this  year. 

This  brings  to  my  mind  an  experience  I 
had  one  time  which  has  meant  much  to 
me.  I  had  a  neighbor  who  was  in  very 
poor  health.  She  came  to  see  me  one  day 
and  my  sympathy  went  out  to  her.  She 
was  not  very  well  grounded  in  the  truth 
of  divine  healing.  The  Lord  spoke  to  me 
and  said,  "You  lay  your  hands  upon  her 
and  pray  for  her."  I  have  always  felt  my 
weakness  in  cases  of  this  kind,  especially 
with  people  who  do  not  understand,  so 
I  began  to  draw  back.  I  said,  "Lord,  I 
feel  so  weak,"  then  Jesus  whispered,  "I 
was  once  on  earth  and  went  about  healing 
the  sick,  but  when  I  went  away  I  left  it 
for  my  children  to  finish.  You  are  my 
child,  those  hands  are  not  yours,  they 
are  mine.  Why  would  you  feel  timid 
about  laying  my  hands  on  her  head  when 


I  ask  you  to?"  Now  isn't  that  a  wonder- 
ful thought?  Look  down  at  those  hands 
that  you  hold.  They  arc  not  yours  any 
more,  they  are  His. 

There  is  an  old  couple  living  near  us 
here  in  Cleveland  and  the  other  day  I 
went  to  see  them.  She  was  sick  and  her 
condition  almost  broke  my  heart.  And 
then  I  prayed  that  God  would  help  them 
and  supply  their  need.  Again  the  Holy 
Spirit  spoke  to  me  in  reminding  me  of 
the  poem: 

Christ  has   no  hands  but  our  hands 

To  do  His  work  today, 

He  has  no  feet  but  our  feet 

To  lead  men  in  the  way. 

And  so  may  we  bear  this  in  mind 
throughout  the  coming  year,  and  let  Him 
have  our  hands  and  our  feet,  yes,  our 
whole  being  to  use  in  His  service.  And, 
dear  ones,  remember  that  the  pathway  of 
the  new  year  will  not  be  strewn  with 
roses  all  the  way,  but  you  will  find 
thorns  to  pierce  your  feet  as  you  pass 
along.  You  will  feel  like  giving  up  many 
times.  To  help  you  we  want  to  give  you 
a  few  thoughts  about  pressing  on  regard- 
less of  the  cost.  Paul  says  that  we  are  to 
"press   toward   the  mark." 

A  man  who  has  lived  in  the  far  North 
for  a  great  number  of  years  tells  of  a 
tragedy  which  happened  near  where  he 
lived.  A  man  was  found  frozen  to  death 
a  few  hundred  yards  from  his  destina- 
tion. Had  he  been  aware  how  near  he 
was  to  his  goal,  he  might  have  been  able 
to  have  summoned  strength  to  reach  it 
before  death  overtook  him. 

How  often  in  life  men  fail  by  reason 
of  just  the  least  bit  of  exertion  necessary 
to  carry  them  to  their  desired  haven. 
Perseverance  wins  more  battles  than 
genius,  and  it  is  within  the  reach  of  all 
who  are  willing  to  practice  it.  Many  make 
a  splendid  start  but  drop  out  before  the 
race  is  finished,  and  we  know  it  is  the 
finish  that  counts.  The  dying  words  of 
our  Savior,  "It  is  finished,"  should  be  an 
incentive  to  us  to  make  it  the  rule  of 
our  life  to  finish  any  work  He  entrusts 
to  us. 

A  boy  who  was  reading  Stanley's 
"Through  the  Dark  Continent"  was  asked 
what  he  thought  of  it.  He  was  a  truthful 
boy  and  he  answered  honestly,  "I  keep 
thinking  how  often  I  would  have  turned 
back  if  I'd  been  Stanley."  Any  great 
biography  makes  most  readers  feel  that 
way,  whether  they  own  it  or  not.  The 
terminal  facilities  along  every  road  to 
great  deeds  are  numberless,  and  most  of 
us  take  them  instead  of  pressing  on  to 
the  finish.  We  must  never  get  disheart- 
ened but  press  on  to  the  goal,  if  we  would 
win  the  prize.  It  is  the  last  mile  that 
counts. 

Professor  Drummond  saw  at  a  fair 
a  glass  model  of  a  famous  mine.  The  own- 
continued  on  page  26) 
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PROGRAM  OUTLINE 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo 
ments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service   which    should    follow    more   impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  '.o  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let   us    bear   this   in    mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son   Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
unless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
It  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians who  can  always  be  defended  on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
ihey  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come   to   the  altar   of   prayer  and   accept   Christ. 

**************************** 

Topic:  Nothing  Between 

Grace  Churchman 

Leader's  Thoughts 
John  15:1-7 
To  abide  in  the  vine  as  our  scripture 
suggests  we  must  not  let  worldly  ambi- 
tions and  pleasures  come  between  us  and 
God.  Who  has  not  sung  or  at  least  heard 
that  old  song  "Nothing  Between"?  I  am 
sure  most  of  you  have.  It  is  a  beautiful 
song  and  is  full  of  meaning,  and  one 
that  should  be  our  prayer,  our  determi- 
nation and  our  aim  for  the  new  year.  Let 
nothing  between  the  soul  and  the  Savior. 
The  first  stanza  of  the  song: 

"Nothing    between   my   soul   and   the 

Savior, 
Naught  of  this  world's  delusive  dreams; 
I  have  renounced  all  sinful  pleasure, 
Jesus  is  mine;  let  nothing  between." 
Often   we  let   the   delusive  dreams  of 
this  world  come  between  us  and  the  Sav- 
ior.   I    say    delusive    dreams    because    the 
things  of  the  world  try  to  deceive  us  in 
making  us  think  that  they  are  the  impor- 
tant   things   of   life.    But    we    must    put 
Christ  first  in  our  lives  and  at  all  times 
let  Him  be  supreme.      We  should  want 
things  in  this  world  which  would  help  us 
to  be  better  servants  for  God. 
Habits  and  Customs  Must  Not  Come 
Between 
Titus  2:11-12 
"Nothing  between  like  worldly  pleasures; 


Habits  of  life,  though  harmless  they  seem, 
Must  not  my  heart  from  Him  ever  sever, 
He  is  my  all;  there's  nothing  between." 
This  is  certainly  a  vital  step  that  we 
need  to  conisder.  Some  folks  let  habits, 
ungodly  habits  of  speech,  of  indulgence 
and  of  thoughts  get  between  them  and 
God.  Then  there  are  some  people  who  let 
good  habits  come  between  them  and  God. 
They  think  that  the  habit  of  going  to 
church,  of  giving,  of  doing  church  work, 
and  doing  other  good  deeds  will  save  their 
souls.  But  we  find  that  work  without 
faith  is  dead  just  as  faith  without  works 
is  dead.  It  is  possible  for  one  to  do  things 
in  His  name  but  yet  be  so  far  away  from 
Him   that   He   is   not   real. 

Jesus  says,  "I  am  the  way,  the  truth 
and  the  life,  no  man  cometh  unto  the 
Father  but  by  me."  Habits  cannot  save. 
Nothing  but  Jesus  Christ  can  do  that. 
Self  and  Ceremonies  Must  Not  Come 
Between 
"Nothing  between  like  pride  and  station, 
Self  or  friends  shall  not  intervene; 
Though  it  may  cost  me  much  tribulation, 
I  am  resolved,  there's  nothing  between." 
Pride  brings  a  people  low  and  so-called 
"pride"  is  the  cause  of  many  not  being 
saved.  It  is  the  Christian  who  has  some- 
thing to  be  proud  of  because  he  is  re- 
deemed from  sin;  yet  the  Christians  are 
the  most  humble  people  in  the  world. 
Then  there  are  people  who  let  their  sta- 
tion in  life  come  between  them  and  God. 
"I  hold  such  and  such  a  position  so  I 
can't  afford  to  be  holiness."  Holiness  is 
nothing  but  godliness  so  we  should  be 
proud  to  have  the  privilege  of  working  in 
the  way  of  the  Lord.  The  greatest  enemy 
I  have  is  myself.  If  I  can  get  "Self"  to  do 
everything  I  should,  then  I  am  doing  just 
fine.  Then  some  people  let  friends  come 
between  them  and  God.  "A  friend  loveth 
at  all  times"  but  a  friend — a  true  friend 
— will  not  try  to  persuade  us  to  do  that 
which  he  knows  is  not  pleasing  to  God. 
Even  if  they  are  sinners  they  will  respect 
you.  Jesus,  my  Savior,  is  my  all.  I  cannot 
turn  back  for  He  is  my  life,  my  hope,  my 
all! 

We  Must  Be  Witnesses 
"Nothing  between,  e'en  many  hard  trials, 
Though  the  whole  world  against  me  con- 
vene; 
Watching    with   prayer  and  much  self- 
denial, 
I'll    triumph   at    last   with   nothing    be- 
tween." 

We  must  not  let  anything  between 
our  soul  and  our  Savior,  regardless  of  the 
cost.  Even  tho'  it  may  mean  many  hard 
trials,  let  us  press  on.  Though  seemingly, 
the  whole  world  turn  against  us,  let  us 
press  on.  Just  think  of  Jesus  in  Gethse- 
mane.  His  friends  had  all  forsaken  Him 


yet  He  accepted  the  cross  to  die  for  the 
transgression  of  the  world.  However,  in 
the  garden  Jesus  was  praying  and  He  de- 
nied Himself.  If  He  had  pleased  Himself, 
He  would  have  rejected  the  cross.  So  we 
need  to  pray,  earnestly  pray,  and  when 
need  be  deny  ourselves,  for  at  last  on  our 
departure  from  earth  we  will  triumph 
with  heaven  as  our  home. 

Topic:  Jesus  The  Sheltering  Rock 

Scripture:  2  Sam.  22:1-7. 

(No  name  given) 
Thoughts  For  the  Leader 

David  said:  "The  Lord  is  my  rock,  and 
my  fortress,  and  my  deliverer,  ...  in 
him  will  I  trust:  he  is  my  shield,  and  the 
horn  of  my  salvation,  my  high  tower,  and 
my  refuge,  my  saviour;  thou  savest  me 
from  violence.  I  will  call  on  the  Lord." 

We  find  the  word  "rock"  in  many 
places  in  the  Scriptures  means  God  is  a 
rock,  a  foundation  for  us  to  build  on. 
And  David  said  the  Lord  is  my  refuge, 
my  Saviour.  He  is  all  to  us;  a  shelter  in 
time  of  storm.  There  is  no  other  way  of 
salvation,  only  the  way  of  the  cross.  The 
"old  rugged  cross"  stands  on  the  hilltop  of 
calvary  as  a  light  to  guide  us  in  from  the 
storm. 

Jesus  the  Way  of  Life 
John  14:6 
"Jesus  saith  unto  him,  I  am  the  way, 
the  truth,  and  the  life:  no  man  cometh 
unto  the  Father,  but  by  me."  Jesus  came 
that  we  might  have  life.  He  is  the  only 
way  to  come,  and  if  we  will  come  to  Him 
He  is  faithful  and  will  forgive  us,  and  as 
Moses  lifted  up  the  serpent,  even  so  must 
the  Son  of  man  be  lifted  up.  And  as  He 
was  lifted  up,  He  provided  for  us  a  refuge 
from  the  storm.  Our  only  refuge  is  by 
the  way  of  the  cross. 

Every  One 
Isa.  1:18 

"Come  now,  and  let  us  reason  together, 
saith  the  Lord:  though  your  sins  be  as 
scarlet,  they  shall  be  as  white  as  snow; 
though  they  be  red  like  crimson,  they 
shall  be  as  wool."  He  invited  every  one 
to  come;  whosoever  will  may  come.  "Ho! 
every  one  that  thirsteth,  come  to  the 
waters  of  life."  From  the  old  rugged  cross 
springs  the  living  water.  He  that  cometh 
will  not  be  cast  out.  This  salvation  is  for 
every  one. 

Saved  Through  Him 
Acts  4:12 

There  is  no  other  way  to  be  saved  only 
through  Him.  Rom.  5:1,  "Being  justified 
by  faith,  we  have  peace  with  God  through 
our  Lord  Jesus  Christ."  2  Tim.  1:9,  "Who 
hath  saved  us,  and  called  us  with  an  holy 
calling."  We  should  be  so  thankful  we 
have  found  this  way  of  life,  and  that  ev- 
eryone included  us  also,  to  come  to  the 
sheltering  rock  Christ  Jesus.  We  should 
be  so  happy  to  know  we  have  come  to  the 
sheltering  rock  and  found  refuge  in  Him. 


January,  1941 


[Page  23 


Unto  All 
Rom.  2:10 
Unto  all  that  have  taken  Him  as  their 
refuge  and  overcome  the  storms  of  life, 
He  will  give  them  a  crown  of  life.  He 
said  we  would  suffer  and  be  tried,  but 
be  faithful  unto  death.  We  have  shelter  in 
the  Rock  of  Ages. 

Safety  In  Him 
Lev.  25:18 

If  we  do  His  statutes  and  keep  His 
judgments,  we  shall  dwell  in  the  land  of 
safety.  And  we  will  hear  Him  say,  Come 
ye  blessed  of  my  Father,  inherit  the 
kingdom.  After  we  have  come  the  way  of 
Christ  and  followed  Him  to  the  end,  we 
know  we  have  a  place  of  safety  from  the 
storm  which  will  sweep  the  world.  He  is 
our  rock  and  we  will  fly  to  the  shelter. 
He  will  lead  us  to  fountains  of  water.  We 
will  never  be  in  want  any  more. 

The  songs,  "There  is  a  Fountain  Filled 
with  Blood"  and  "Rock  of  Ages"  will  be 
good  with  this  program,  or,  "Oh  To  the 
Rock  Let  Me  Fly." 

Topic:  Bridling  Our  Tongues 

Miss  Hope  Goodman 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

After  thinking  over  this  subject,  we 
find  that  the  bridling  of  our  tongues  is 
one  of  the  shortcomings  of  Christians. 
Sinners  are  around  in  our  midst  listening 
to  our  conversations,  watching  to  see  us 
do  and  say  something  that  would  justify 
many  untrue  things  they  say  about  us. 
If  for  this  reason  only,  we  should  be  very 
careful  to  have  our  conversations  centered 
in  God's  will.  We  should  pray  for  His 
help  so  that  no  one  could  find  any  evil 
or  guile  proceeding  from  our  lips,  so  that 
offences  should  not  arise  because  of  our 
carelessness,  and  so  we  could  say  things 
that  would  cause  souls  to  fall  out  with 
sin.  Let's  do  pray  that  God  will  keep  a 
bridle  on  our  tongues. 
Keep  Thy  Tongue  From  Evil  and  Guile 
Psa.  34:13 

"Keep  thy  tongue  from  evil,  and  thy 
lips  from  speaking  guile."  First  we  must 
get  an  understanding  of  what  we  mean 
by  evil  and  guile  coming  from  our  lips. 
Examples  of  such  are  cursing,  swearing, 
and  telling  ungodly  jokes.  We  all  under- 
stand and  recognize  these,  but  what  the 
children  of  God  are  slack  in  are  the  ones 
we  need  to  bring  to  light. 

One  of  the  evils  coming  from  the  lips 
of  the  children  of  God  is  lying!  Of  course, 
this  is  almost  unbelievable  but  neverthe- 
less it  is  true.  We  all  know  that  the  true 
Christian  would  not  intentionally  say 
something  untrue,  but  judge  for  yourself 
if  he  does. 

Many  Christians  have  heard  the  con- 
versations of  sinners,  and  not  knowing 
whether  the  truth  was  stated  about  Sister 
Jones  or  not  they  tell  Sister  Brown  all 
about  it.  Taking  for  granted  the  truth 
was    spoken,      Sister    Brown    tells    other 


church  members.  The  first  thing  you 
know,  when  Sister  Jones  attends  services 
no  one  greets  her,  but  shuns  her,  wishing 
that  she  was  out  of  the  church.  However, 
if  Sister  Smith  or  whoever  told  Sister 
Brown  would  have  kept  a  bridle  on  her 
tongue,  considering  the  basis  of  it  all,  no 
hard  feelings  would  have  been  raised. 

Another  way  Christians  tell  lies  is  tell- 
ing their  children  they  are  going  to  do  a 
certain  thing  and  do  not  do  it.  Perhaps 
they  tell  the  child  they  are  going  to  whip 
him  if  he  does  a  certain  thing.  Even  the 
child  knows  it  is  untrue,  so  he  goes  ahead 
and  does  the  forbidden  thing,  never  be- 
ing punished. 

Another  example  of  evil  speaking  is 
telling  sinners  the  faults  of  the  brothers 
and  sisters  in  the  church.  It  causes  them 
to  turn  against  you,  the  church,  and  the 
members.  Then  they  make  remarks,  "If 
that's  religion  I  don't  want  it."  Hence- 
forth, they  stop  coming  to  church,  if 
they  have  ever  attended. 

Keeping  Our  Soul 
Prov.  21:23 

"Whoso  keepeth  his  mouth  and  his 
tongue  keepeth  his  soul  from  troubles." 
Of  course,  we  know  that  we  first  of  all 
must  be  living  for  the  Lord  to  keep  our 
tongues.  However,  the  Christian  has  to  be 
on  guard  of  a  lot  of  things  if  he  keeps 
his  tongue.  We  must  think  twice  before 
speaking.  We  must  avoid  listening  to  un- 
true conversations  of  sinners.  We  must 
keep  away  from  people  who  gossip  as 
much  as  possible.  Never  should  we  repeat 
the  faults  of  some  brother  or  sister  in  the 
church  to  anyone  else,  but  if  it  is  noticed, 
go  to  the  one  who  is  at  fault  and  tell  him 
about  it.  When  holding  a  conversation, 
talk  about  something  other  than  people, 
and  if  obliged  to  talk  about  people,  say 
only  nice  things  about  them.  Above  all, 
seek  God's  will  about  your  conversation 
and  ask  His  guidance. 

Advantages   of   the   Tongue 
Isaiah  50:4 

"The  Lord  God  hath  given  me  the 
tongue  of  the  learned,  that  I  should  know 
how  to  speak  a  word  in  season  to  him  that 
is  weary:  he  wakeneth  morning  by  morn- 
ing, he  wakeneth  mine  ear  to  hear  as  the 
learned."  There  are  many  advantages  of 
the  tongue.  One  is  knowing  enough  about 
the  Bible  that  if  God  calls  you  to  preach 
His  word  to  lost  souls  and  to  feed  His 
lambs,  you  can.  Just  a  few  kind  words 
to  some  drunkard,  widow  or  backslider 
may  win  a  soul  to  Jesus.  A  few  learned 
words  to  an  infidel  may  cause  him  to 
acknowledge  God,  where  a  few  more  may 
cause  an  unbeliever  to  be  convinced  of 
holiness  and  consider  his  ways.  To  express 
an  inspired  thought  may  cause  some  cold, 
indifferent  Christian  to  be  revived,  where 
it  may  be  encouraging  to  a  soul  that  is  on 
fire  for  God.  There  are  many  wonderful 
things  we  could  say  if  we  would  only 
pray  for  God's  guidance.  Let  us  keep  our 


tongues  so  we  may  keep  our  souls  soar- 
ing toward  heaven's  shining  goal. 

Topic:  Learning  From  Experience 

Ottis  Hewett 

Scripture:     Eccles.     1:16-18;    Psalms   37: 

25 

Thoughts  For  the  Leader 

There  arc  two  ways  of  learning  from 
experience,  from  your  own  experience  and 
the  experience  of  others.  One  of  Frank- 
lin's famous  sayings  is,  "Dame  Experience 
sets  a  dear  school,  but  fools  will  learn  in 
no  other."  One  MUST  learn  by  experi- 
ence, and  a  man  is  a  fool  only  if  he  dis- 
regards either  the  results  of  his  own  ex- 
perience or  the  experience  of  others.  It 
takes  both  to  constitute  the  school  to 
which  Franklin  referred.  One  cannot  and 
should  not  take  life  at  secondhand,  mere- 
ly on  the  authority  of  others.  He  must  en- 
ter into  life's  experiences  for  himself.  On 
the  other  hand,  there  are  many  things 
that  cannot  be  learned  in  the  brief  span  of 
one's  life. 

For  the  Quiet  Hour 

In  the  long,  quiet,  peaceful  winter 
evenings  we  will  find  ample  time  to  study 
and  read  and  peruse  the  pages  of  books 
and  learn  the  experience  of  others.  Why 
not  turn  to  the  Book  of  books?  We  gather 
some  advice  from  a  wise  man  in  Proverbs 
4:20-27.  In  Genesis  42:3-21  we  have  a 
record  of  a  bitter  experience,  yet  it  comes 
to  all  who  disobey  and  disregard  the  law 
of  God.  Matt.  26:26-3  5  gives  the  ex- 
perience of  Peter  boasting  of  something 
which  he  did  not  carry  out.  Paul  in  Phil. 
4:11-13  tells  what  he  has  learned  from 
experience.  Dear  young  people,  we  would 
all  do  better  to  read  the  experiences  in  the 
Bible  and  pattern  our  lives  more  after  the 
great  men  who  give  some  of  their  ex- 
periences. 

Our  Own  Experience 

One  of  the  curious,  but  at  the  same 
time  perhaps  highly  valuable,  traits  of  hu- 
man nature  is  the  willingness  to  learn 
by  any  other  experience  save  their  own. 
People  like  to  find  out  for  themselves. 
This  leads  to  disaster  or  a  better  and 
more  successful  living.  This  is  the  right 
time  of  year  to  check  our  experiences. 
January  brought  new,  complex,  difficult 
problems.  When  they  were  past  they  were 
experiences.  If  we  bungled  the  problem, 
we  knew  what  to  avoid  the  next  time.  If 
we  were  successful,  we  knew  exactly  what 
to  do  the  next  time.  Each  succeeding 
month  brought  its  problems,  which  in 
turn  developed  into  experiences.  What  has 
the  old  year  taught  you?  Has  it  taught 
you  that  selfishness  and  intemperance  and 
impurity  do  not  pay?  Has  it  taught  you 
that  virtue  and  goodness  and  Christ-like- 
ness do  pay?  Whatever  it  has  taught,  ac- 
cept, believe,  and  practice  during  the 
coming  year. 

Others'    Experiences 

The   experience  of  others  is   the   only 
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guide  we  have.  Some  deliberately  disre- 
gard any  lesson  left  by  the  preceding 
generation  or  family.  All  around  us  are 
examples  of  experiences  that  we  would  do 
well  to  follow.  The  study  of  law  is  just 
a  knowledge  of  what  others  did  in  simi- 
lar circumstances.  The  great  military  gen- 
erals have  diligently  studied  the  military 
campaigns  of  the  great  generals  who  pre- 
ceded them.  They  learn  thereby  to  avoid 
the  mistakes  of  others.  We  dare  not 
throw  aside  the  chart  and  compass  which 
others  invented,  nor  the  log  of  those  who 
have  sailed  the  sea  before  us,  or  of  those 
who  live  in  the  same  generation  with  us. 
Neither  do  we  do  away  with  the  electric 
light,  automobile,  aeroplane  and  other 
modern  inventions  because  we  were  not 
the  one  who  invented  them.  It  would  be 
an  exceedingly  profitable  thing  for  young 
people,  at  the  beginning  of  the  year,  to 
try  to  find  out  just  what  history  has  to 
teach,  what  literature  has  to  teach,  what 
the  wise  of  all  ages  have  to  teach.  It 
would  be  profitable  to  reread  much  of  the 
Bible  to  discover  what  men  of  old  learned 
by  experience.  And  since  Jesus  Christ 
sums  up  the  experience  of  all  the  ages  in 
Himself,  it  would  be  most  profitable  of 
all  to  refresh  one's  mind  with  all  that  He 
said  while  on  earth.  And  wise  is  that  indi- 
vidual who,  at  the  beginning  of  the  year, 
reconsecrates  himself  to  God. 

Mission  Page 

(Continued  from  page  12) 
comparison  to  the  total  population.  Even 
among  the  very  few  Christians  there  are 
numerous  denominations,  each  denomina- 
tion having  peculiar  and  special  doctrines 
of  its  own,  and  these  hinder  the  evange- 
lization of  India  a  great  deal.  Added  to 
this,  the  leaders  or  the  pastors  of  these 
various  denominational  churches  do  God's 
work  as  a  profession  for  salaries,  which 
they  get  from  missions  that  are  mainly 
supported  by  funds  from  western  coun- 
tries. 

Going  still  deeper,  we  find  that  Chris- 
tians in  India  are  mostly  very  poor.  To 
find  out  the  cause  for  this  fact,  we  have 
to  travel  back  to  the  times  of  the  early 
missionaries  who  first  spread  the  gospel 
on  Indian  soil.  They  got  easier  access  to 
the  poor  than  to  the  strict  and  orthodox 
rich  in  India;  and  as  such  they  converted 
many  poor  people  by  promising  them 
material  help  which  the  poverty-stricken 
Indians  needed  very  much.  This  method* 
is  being  carried  on  even  now,  and  the 
economic  condition  of  the  Christians  in 
India  is  not  much  improved  though  there 
is  an  advance  on  the  educational  side. 
Hence,  we  may  conclude  that  economic 
difficulty  is  another  big  obstacle  for 
evangelizing  India. 

Another  thing  is  that  India  is  a  vast 
country  with  a  very  dense  population. 
This  geographical  factor  demands  also 
earnest  and  true  workers  of  God  on  an 


even  larger  scale,  and  these  workers  should 
be  able  to  toil  in  the  villages  of  India 
where  more  than  three-fourths  of  the 
people  of  India  live. 

Assuming  this  difficulty  to  be  solved, 
we  next  come  to  the  language  hindrance. 
This,  of  course,  can  be  easily  solved,  but 
the  most  difficult  problem  is  to  break 
down  the  barriers  of  the  blind  Hindu 
religion  and  the  zealous  Islam  (Moham- 
medanism). The  Hindus  who  form  the 
majority  are  bound  by  various  blind  doc- 
trines which  their  blind  Brahmin  priests 
teach  them.  The  zealous  Mohammedans, 
who  consider  it  a  sacred  thing  to  kill  a 
man  belonging  to  another  religion,  will 
only  change  his  mind  when  the  almighty 
God  touches  his  heart.  There  are  also 
many  other  similar  religions  in  India 
which  cannot  be  mentioned  here  for  lack 
of  space. 

The  above  mentioned  facts  may  seem 
to  be  some  of  the  difficulties  and  problems 
which  lie  in  the  way  of  Indian  evangeliza- 
tion; but  on  the  other  hand,  we  have  the 
mighty  hand  of  God  to  pave  a  pathway 
for   His   prayerful   servants. 

Don't  you  hear  the  teeming  millions 
of  India  calling  in  tones  of  anguish  and 
bitter  pain,  "Come  over  and  tell  us  poor 
benighted  souls  of  Jesus'  saving  power. 
Do  what  you  can  while  the  door  is  open"? 

I  think  the  above  is  quite  a  good  article 
by  Brother  Benjamin.  If  people  wanted  it, 
I  could  give  many  more  statistics  which 
I  am  sure  would  interest  them. — Your 
loving  son,  George. 

Helpmates  in  Service 

(Continued  from  page  20) 
she  could  get  interested  in  church  work 
again.  She  did  not  understand  just  what 
was  really  troubling  her.  She  finally  de- 
cided to  visit  a  girl  she  had  known  in 
school,  Mary  Phillips,  who  had  married 
a  young  preacher.  Maybe  Mary  could  at 
least  tell  her  how  to  be  a  "Helpmate  in 
Service"  since  she  was  such  a  fine  Chris- 
tian girl. 

She  told  William  she  wished  to  go,  and 
the  trip  was  arranged. 

William  went  to  the  station  with  her 
and  bought  her  ticket. 

"Bye,  have  a  nice  time,"  called  William 
as  Agnes  boarded  the  train. 

William  studied  and  prayed  most  of 
the  time  his  wife  was  gone.  He  was  very 
lonely  at  home  alone.  But  he  was  glad  for 
Agnes  to  go. 

It  was  only  two  hundred  miles  to 
Mary's,  so  the  trip  was  neither  long  nor 
tiresome.  She  arrived  about  noon  Friday, 
after  leaving  home  at  four  that  morning. 
She  caught  a  taxi  out  to  Mary's  home 
which  was  about  four  miles  out  of  town 
although  it  was  a  beautiful  little  place: 
church  and  parsonage  and  well-kept 
grounds. 

Mary  saw  Agnes  coming  up  the  walk 


and  ran  to  meet  her. 

"I'm  so  thrilled  to  see  you!"  exclaimed 
Mary,  embracing  Agnes.  "We  are  just 
eating  lunch.  Come  on  and  eat  a  bite. 
Why  didn't  you  let  me  know  you  were 
coming?" 

"I  knew  you  would  do  a  lot  of  extra 
work  if  I  did,"  replied  Agnes.  "I  just 
decided    to    come    yesterday." 

"Clifford  is  in  the  dining  room.  We'll 
go  in  there.  You  surely  must  meet  him," 
put  in  Mary. 

"Cliff,  this  is  Agnes  Freeman,  one  of 
my  old  classmates. 

"Yes,  I've  told  Cliff  you  married  a 
preacher.  How  is  William?" 

"He  is  just  fine,"  replied  Agnes. 

"You  must  tell  me  about  your  church 
when  you  have  rested  some,"  said  Mary. 

The  next  day  was  Saturday  and  Mary 
didn't  leave  a  thing  undone  that  could 
possibly  be  done  to  lighten  Sunday's 
work. 

"Oh  Agnes!"  exclaimed  Mary.  "You 
can  play  this  song  for  me  tomorrow  if 
you  don't  mind.  Our  pianist  is  sick  and 
can't  be  there." 

"Tomorrow?"   inquired   Agnes. 

"Yes,"  explained  Mary.  "I  always  sing 
a  solo  for  the  morning  and  night  preach- 
ing services.  I  try  to  get  one  that  goes 
with  Cliff's  sermon.  He  usually  helps 
me  to  select  one.  I  sometimes  think  the 
ministers'  wives  have  to  do  about  as  much 
work  as  the  ministers.  But  it  is  so  inter- 
esting to  work  together  for  the  Lord. 
'Helpmates  in  Service,'  I  guess.  Cliff  tells 
me  the  preacher's  family  is  watched  more 
than  any  other,  so  I  try  my  best  to  set 
a  good  example.  Especially  am  I  interested 
in  the  young  people  of  this  vicinity.  I 
meet  with  them  once  a  week  for  Bible 
Study.  They  are  so  enthusiastic  in  their 
study.  We  also  have  a  half  hour  for 
prayer  before  service  on  Sunday  nights. 
I  meet  with  them,  and  Cliff  says  he  can 
tell  they  are  more  spiritual  than  before 
we  organized  a  Bible  Study.  Oh,  it  keeps 
us  busy,  but  it's  worth  all  our  time  to 
know  we  are  helping.  I  almost  forgot 
the  song.  We  had  better  go  practice  it." 

Agnes  at  last  had  learned  the  secret 
she  wanted  to  know,  and  she  was  glad 
when   she   arrived  home   again. 

William   met   her   at   the  station. 

"Oh,  I'm  so  glad  I  went!"  exclaimed 
Agnes  when  she  reached  him.  "And  I'm 
going  to  be  your  'Helpmate  in  Service' 
from  now  on." 

Helps  for  the  Tempted 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
as  Hard-shelled  Baptists  and  I've  often 
had  it  repeated  to  me,  "What  is  to  be 
will  be  if  it  never  happens."  In  other 
words,  I  was  taught  never  to  worry  over 
things  I  could  not  help,  not  to  try  to 
plan  too  much  myself  but  ...  let  God 
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do  the  planning  and   me  follow. 

When  I  pull  in  another  direction,  as  is 
human,  I  find  I  never  fare  so  well.  The 
hills  are  steeper  and  harder  to  climb,  my 
cross  almost  too  heavy  to  carry  because 
the  path  in  the  opposite  direction  is  that 
of  the  devil  and  although  it  looks  beau- 
tiful to  travelers  it  is  paved  with  rolling 
stones  on  which  one  cannot  walk  far 
without  stumbling  and  falling.  We  are 
so  much  like  children,  cry  for  too  much 
candy  and  sweets  and  things  we  should 
not  have.  I've  found,  "all  that  glitters 
is  not  gold"  and  the  things  I  long  for 
most  I'm  better  off  without  even 
though — 

I'm  prone  to  wonder  daily 
Just  what  the  next  will  be, 
When  little  trials  of  this  life 
Perplex — and  ivorry  me. 
I  try  to  plan  to  meet  each  day 
The  feeble  way  of  man  .  .  .  but 
Ofttimes  it's  an  easy  way 
And  does  not  meet  God's  plan. 
Vm  glad  He  guides  and  leads  me, 
For  though  I  do  not  know  the  way 
I  only  travel  on — by  faith, 
Content   from    day    to   day. 

Prayer    Page 
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ing.  John  prayed  for  a  speedy  return  of 
Christ  Jesus.  Many  Christians  believe  that 
Jesus  is  coming  back  again  some  time,  but 
they  are  not  looking  for  Him  in  the  near 
future.  Their  lives  speak  louder  than  their 
audible  testimonies.  Believing  prayer  ex- 
pects the  Lord's  return  daily,  and  the  re- 
actions to  such  praying  proves  to  the 
world  that  we  are  ready  and  waiting  to 
meet  Jesus  at  His  coming  to  catch  us 
away. 

Perhaps  the  din  and  clamor  of  this  age 
has  caused  your  vision  to  become  cloudy. 
You  no  longer  enjoy  victory  as  you  did 
at  one  time.  Prayer  is  not  a  pleasure  and 
the  coming  of  the  Lord  seems  so  far 
away.  Give  your  all  to  Christ  and  let  Him 
fill  and  thrill  your  soul  with  Himself. — 
The  Missionary  Worker. 

REPORT 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  name.  We  are  glad 
to  make  the  following  report  for  the 
Church  of  God  at  Carey,  Ohio.  We  or- 
ganized a  Y.  P.  E.  Nov.  15  under  the 
direction  of  our  evangelist,  Sister  Hazel 
Epps,  with  the  following  officers  elected: 
Lois  Snook,  president;  Marjorie  Mullins, 
secretary,  and  Kathleen  Joseph,  treasurer. 
God  is  blessing  our  young  people  and 
great  interest  is  shown  among  them.  The 
older  folk  are  taking  a  greater  interest  in 
our  young  folk  and  we  have  a  good  at- 
tendance at  every  service.  We  are  glad 
for  and  appreciate  the  interest  Sister  Epps 
has  taken  in  our  young  people.  We  desire 
your  prayers  that  our  Y.  P.  E.  at  Carey, 
Ohio,  will  go  over  the  top  for  Jesus. — Lois 
Snook,  Carey,  Ohio. 


Contributions 
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gift  that  Jesus  wants  His  people  to  have. 
After  we  have  accepted  Him,  let  us  yield 
ourselves   to   Him    that   we   may   receive 
the  blessings  that  He  has  for  us. 

Lighted  Pathway  Rating 

Sold  Sold 

for  for 

Nov.  Dec.  Total 

Alabama          923  963  1,886 

Arizona                        14  14  28 

Arkansas    192  229  421 

California                     91  105  196 

Colorado   14  14  28 

Delaware  ____ 5  6  28  82 

Foreign    356  356  712 

Florida    2,538  1,975  4,513 

Georgia     .    2,813  2,848  5,661 

Iowa    42  42  84 

Idaho  70  42  112 

Illinois  1,015  638  1,653 

Indiana    133  175  308 

Kansas  73  42  115 

Kentucky    875  1,202  2,077 

Louisiana  175  192  367 

Maine  42  42  84 

Maryland 266  294  5  60 

Minnesota    28  14  42 

Michigan  308  224  532 

Mississippi   490  392  8  82 

Missouri  441  280  721 

Montana    _      126  56  182 

Nebraska  28  28 

New  Jersey  56  120  176 

New  Mexico  158  144  302 

North  Carolina    2,258  2,069  4,327 

North  Dakota  __     140  140  280 

New  York 14  14 

Ohio    ..            570  591  1,161 

Oklahoma   308  226  534 

Oregon    .                     36  28  64 

Pennsylvania  612  602  1,214 

South  Carolina  ...4,769  4,897  9,666 

South  Dakota..--    112  113  22  5 

Tennessee-       ....2,215  2,376  4,591 

Texas  493  466  959 

Virginia 616  658  1,274 

Washington  ._            45  5  6  101 

Washington,  D.  C.  ..14  14  28 

West  Virginia    ...1,209  1,120  2,329 

Wyoming    28  14  42 

Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  22) 
er  drove  a  tunnel  a  mile  long  through  the 
strata  he  thought  contained  gold,  spent 
one  hundred  thousand  dollars  on  it,  and 
in  a  year  and  a  half  had  failed  to  find 
the  gold.  Another  company  drove  the 
tunnel  a  yard  further  and  struck  the 
ore.  So  the  gold  of  life  may  be  but  a 
short  distance  off.  There  are  countless 
failures  in  life  due  to  not  going  far 
enough.  Keep  on — the  reward  may  lie  but 
a  yard  ahead. 

Truth  can  never  defend  us  while  we  are 
being  operated   and  controlled  by  error. 


A  NEW  YEAR'S  REVERIE 

Fletcher  Galloway 

Tick,  tock,  tick,  tock,  tick,  tock — 1 
sat  all  alone  one  evening  in  a  quiet,  old- 
fashioned  house  far  back  from  the  road 
and  listened  to  the  ticking  of  the  great 
grandfather  clock  which  stood  on  the 
floor.  Tick,  tock,  tick,  tock,  tick,  tock. 
Not  a  sound  save  the  gentle  crackling  of 
the  flame  in  the  grate  and  the  ticking  of 
the  clock.  The  great  armchair  was  so 
comfortable  and  the  fire  so  warm,  I  fell 
into  reverie.  The  old  clock  began  to  talk, 
in  measured  cadence  with  its  slow  swing, 
"I — have — been — here — a — long  —  time. 
— I'll — still — be — here — when — you're — 
gone."  Tick,  tock,  tick,  tock  ...  I 
seemed  to  hear  hurrying  footsteps.  There 
was  a  suppressed  excitement  and  then 
there  came  the  first  strangled  cry  of  a 
new  life.  The  old  clock  looked  down  wise- 
ly. Tick,  tock,  tick,  tock,  tick,  tock  .  .  . 
There  came  a  happy  prattle  of  childish 
feet.  Clear  ringing  laughter  sounded  thru 
the  halls.  Tick,  tock,  tick,  tock,  tick, 
tock  .  .  .  The  eager  footsteps  of  youth, 
hurrying,  hurrying,  impatient  to  be  "at 
life."  The  old  clock  looked  down  wisely, 
nor  changed  its  measured  stroke.  Tick, 
tock,  tick,  tock,  tick  tock  .  .  .  There 
came  a  day  when  the  old  house  was 
crowded  to  the  doors.  All  was  quiet  but 
it  was  tingling,  nervous  quiet,  of  eager 
expectancy.  Just  at  the  stroke  of  the  hour 
there  sounded  through  the  house  the  first 
chord  of  the  wedding  march.  Down  the 
stairs  came  the  bride,  through  a  corridor 
came  the  groom.  They  met  under  the  arch 
with  hearts  all  aflutter,  and  two  lives 
were  made  one.  Tick,  tock,  tick,  tock, 
tick,  tock  .   .   . 

Busy  days,  happy  days,  anxious  days, 
agonizing  days.  Tick,  tock,  tick,  tock, 
tick,  tock  .  .  There  were  days  when  ev- 
ery stroke  seemed  like  an  hour  and  then 
there  were  days  when  every  hour  seemed 
too  short.  Working,  working,  building, 
building,  bearing  the  burdens,  solving  the 
problems,  living  a  life.  Tick,  tock,  tick, 
tock,  tick,  tock  .  .  .  The  old  clock  never 
changed  its  cadence  but  how  quickly  now 
the  days  seemed  to  pass. 

Finally  there  came  a  day  when  the  old 
house  was  strangely  still.  Every  fledgling 
had  flown.  No  longer  the  clear  ringing 
laughter  of  childhood  nor  the  hurrying 
footsteps  of  youth.  All  that  was  left  now 
of  the  happy,  noisy  family  was  "two  old 
shadows  by  the  flame  waiting  for  the 
crossing." 

There  is  no  road  back  to  yesterday. 
How  essential  it  is  that  we  live  wisely  and 
well.  As  the  clock  ticks  off  the  hours  and 
the  calendar  counts  off  the  years  our  lives 
are  lived.  Let  us  make  David's  prayer  our 
prayer  at  this  New  Year's  time,  "So  teach 
us  to  number  our  days,  that  we  may  apply 
our  hearts  unto  wisdom." — The  Young 
People's  Journal. 
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them    into    English. 

In  spite  of  all  these  great  earthly  suc- 
cesses, and  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  he 
was  a  Unitarian  by  faith,  he  humbled 
himself  before  the  cross  of  Jesus  Christ 
and  uttered  his  faith  in  the  striking  word- 
picture  of  this  hymn: 

hi   the  cross   of  Christ   1  glory, 
Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time. 

He  lived  to  be  over  eighty  years  old, 
writing  other  famous  hymns,  among 
them  our  well-known  missionary  hymn, 
"Watchman,  Tell  Us  of  the  Night."  At 
length  he  died  in  1872  at  Exeter,  his 
birthplace;  and  on  his  tombstone  you 
may  read  the  inscription,  "In  the  cross 
of  Christ  I  glory." 


ALL  HAIL  THE  POWER  OF  JESUS' 

NAME 
Edward  Perronet,    17 '26-1792 

The  Rev.  Edward  Perronet  was  a  most 
devout  man,  who  had  the  courage 
of  his  convictions  and  was  not  afraid  to 
suffer  for  what  he  thought  to  be  right. 
He  lived  in  the  days  of  the  Wesleys  and 
was  intimate  with  them,  and  the  philan- 
thropic Lady  Huntingdon  was  his  pa- 
troness for  a  time.  But  these  friends  he 
felt  it  necessary  to  surrender  because 
he  conscientiously  differed  with  them  on 
some  points  of  belief.  His  immortal  hymn, 
"All  Hail  the  Power  of  Jesus'  Name,"  has 
proved  a  blessing  to  Protestants  of  all  be- 
liefs. 

One  of  the  most  dramatic  instances  of 
its  use  was  found  in  the  experience  of  the 
Rev.  E.  P.  Scott  in  India.  His  friends  had 
urged  him  not  to  venture  near  a  certain 
barbarous  inland  tribe,  whom  he  wished 
to  evangelize.  But  he  went  forward  with 
high  courage,  never  wavering  in  his  duty, 
and  trusting  in  God  to  protect  him.  When 
at  last  he  reached  their  country  among 
the  hills,  he  came  upon  a  company  of 
these  savages.  Immediately  they  sur- 
rounded him,  pointing  their  spears  at  him 
with  threatening  scowls.  He  had  nothing 
in  his  hands  but  his  violin;  and  so,  clos- 
ing his  eyes,  he  began  to  play  and  sing, 
"All  Hail  the  Power  of  Jesus'  Name." 
When  at  last  he  opened  his  eyes  he  ex- 
pected to  be  killed  instantly.  But  his  life 
had  been  spared  through  the  singing  of 
the  hymn.  Their  spears  had  dropped,  and 
they  reached  him  first  with  curiosity  and 
interest,  and  then  later  with  eagerness, 
as  he  told  them  the  gospel  story  and  won 
their  hearts  to  the  will  of  Jesus  Christ. 

IN  THE  CROSS  OF  CHRIST  I  GLORY 
John  Boivring,  1792-1872 
Among  the  hymn-writers  represented 
in  our  hymnals  are  to  be  found  a  shoe- 
maker, a  prisoner  in  bondage,  an  editor, 
several  bishops  and  a  cardinal,  a  converted 
slave-trader,  a  lawyer,  a  blind  woman, 
a  student,  and  a  college  professor.  None, 
however,  bore  a  greater  distinction,  or 
won  higher  fame  in  the  public  life  of  a 
statesman  than  did  Sir  John  Bowring. 
He  represented  the  English  government 
in  France  at  one  time.  Later  he  was  consul 
to  Hong  Kong,  and  afterward  governor 
of  Hong  Kong.  He  became  a  great  factor 
in  the  political  development  of  the  Orient. 
Twice  he  was  a  member  of  the  British 
Parliament  and  was  knighted  in  1854. 
Besides  his  distinctions  in  statecraft,  he 
won  high  literary  honors  and  was  the 
master  of  thirteen  different  languages, 
having    made    translations    from    all    of 


OFT  IN  DANGER,  OFT  IN  WOE 

Henry  Kirke  White,  178  5-1806 
Frances  Sara  (Fuller-Maitland)  Colqu- 
houn,  1809-1877 
Two  authors  are  responsible  for  the 
hymn,  "Oft  in  Danger,  Oft  in  Woe." 
The  first  verse  was  written  by  a  young 
man,  Henry  Kirke  White,  who  died 
October  19,  1806,  while  still  a  student 
in  Saint  John's  College,  Cambridge  Uni- 
versity. The  other  verses  were  written  by 
a  fourteen-year-old  girl,  Frances  Sara 
Fuller-Maitland,  who  successfully  carried 
the  spirit  of  White's  fragmentary  lines 
into  the  subsequent  verses,  first  published 
by  her  mother,  Mrs.  Bertha  Fuller-Mait- 
land, in   1827. 

White  was  born  in  Nottingham,  Eng- 
land, March  21,  178  8.  Not  wanting  to 
become  a  butcher,  like  his  father,  he  be- 
came apprenticed  to  a  weaver  when  only 
fourteen  years  old,  afterward  entering  a 
law  office.  His  genius  as  a  poet  began  to 
blossom  while  he  was  still  a  boy.  A  book 
of  his  poems  that  he  published  at  the  age 
of  seventeen  showed  that  he  had  become 
irreligious. 

A  dear  friend  of  his,  named  Almond, 
had  become  a  Christian,  and  told  White 
that  they  could  no  longer  associate, 
because  of  White's  scorn  of  the 
Christian  life.  This  hurt  White  so  deeply 
that  he  exclaimed:  "You  surely  think 
worse  of  me  than  I  deserve!"  But  Al- 
mond's courageous  stand  brought  White  to 
his  senses,  and  gradually  the  young  poet 
realized  his  lost  condition  and  found  his 
way  to  the  Savior  of  mankind.  The  story 
of  his  struggle  toward  the  light  is  pic- 
tured in  his  hymn,  "When  Marshaled  on 
the  Nightly  Plain."  After  his  death  in 
college  they  found  on  some  mathematical 
papers  his  lines,  beginning,  "Much  in 
sorrow,  oft  in  woe." 


MY  COUNTRY,  'TIS  OF  THEE 

Samuel  Francis  Smith,  1808-1895 
A  student,  twenty-three  years  old, 
studying  in  Andover  Theological  Sem- 
inary for  the  Baptist  ministry,  wrote  the 
American  national  hymn  in  less  than  a 
half  hour  on  the  second  day  of  February, 
183  2.  His  name  was  Samuel  F.  Smith, 
the  author  also  of  "The  Morning  Light 
Is  Breaking."  The  words  were  in  part 
inspired  by  the  tune  we  call  "America," 
which  he  had  found  in  a  German  collec- 
tion of  songs  loaned  to  him  shortly  before 
by  Lowell  Mason,  that  master  editor  of 
hymn  books  in  the  early  nineteenth  cen- 
tury. Mason  had  secured  the  book  from 
William   C.   Woodbridge. 

Authorities  have  disagreed  as  to  where 
the  tune  came  from — whether  Saxony, 
Russia,  Sweden,  or  England,  in  all  of 
which  countries  it  has  been  popularly 
sung  to  patriotic  words.  Because  of  its 
striking  similarity  to  certain  ancient 
tunes,  it  has  been  claimed  by  various  writ- 
ers to  have  come  from  an  old  French  tune 
or  a  still  older  Scottish  carol.  The  prob- 
abilities are — and  on  this  most  editors 
agree  today — that  the  first  man  to  write 
the  tune  in  nearly  its  present  form  was 
Henry  Carey,  an  English  composer,  who 
lived  from  168  5  until  1743.  Once  when 
regret  was  expressed  to  Dr.  Smith  that 
his  American  national  hymn  is  sung  to 
the  same  tune  as  the  British  hymn,  he 
replied:  "I  do  not  share  this  regret.  On 
the  contrary,  I  deem  it  a  new  and  beau- 
tiful bond  of  union  between  the  mother 
country  and  her  daughter."  The  hymn 
was  first  sung  July  4,  183  2,  at  a  child- 
ren's  patriotic    celebration   in   Boston. 

BREAK  THOU  THE  BREAD  OF  LIFE 

Mary  Ann  Lathbury,  1841-1913 
The  great  institution  known  as  Chau- 
taugua,  founded  by  Lewis  Miller  and 
Doctor  John  H.  Vincent,  afterward  bish- 
op of  the  Methodist  Episcopal  Church, 
held  its  first  assembly  on  the  shores  of 
Lake  Chautauqua  in  the  northwest  part 
of  New  York  State  under  a  resolution  of 
the  Sunday  School  Board,  adopted  in 
October,  1873.  The  formal  opening  was 
held,  August  4,  1874.  From  a  small  be- 
ginning it  has  developed  into  a  great 
center  for  culture,  religious  and  intel- 
lectual; and  from  this  source  streams  of 
helpful  influence  have  poured  out  into 
our  national  life  through  the  Chautauqua 
Literary  and  Scientific  Circles  and  the 
ten  thousand  assemblies  that  are  annually 
held  in  this  country  under  the  name  of 
Chautauqua. 

Doctor  Jesse  Lyman  Hurlbut,  historian 
of  Chautauqua,  writes: 

"In   Doctor   Vincent's   many-sided   na- 
ture was  a  strain  of  poetry,  although  I  do 
not    know    that    he   ever   wrote    a    verse. 
Yet  he  always  looked   at   life  and  truth 
(■Continued  on   page    34} 
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Dear   Readers   of   the   Lighted   Pathway: 

I  love  this  paper,  don't  you?  I  especially 
enjoy  the  Prison  Page  because  God  began 
to  burden  me  for  this  work  at  the  age  of 
sixteen,  and  I  preached  my  second  sermon 
in  a   convict  camp. 

I  was  with  a  group  of  people  one  day 
praying  when  God  gave  me  a  vision.  It 
was  a  call  to  go  to  Raiford,  Florida,  to 
work  in  the  prison.  I  fell  under  the  power 
of  God  and  wrote  in  the  air,  Raiford, 
Florida.  I  saw  this  light  up  in  black  and 
white.  I  had  never  heard  of  this  place 
before  and  didn't  even  know  there  was 
a  town  in  Florida  by  that  name. 

Immediately  I  went  to  the  Florida 
state  penitentiary  to  see  the  superintend- 
ent, Mr.  L.  F.  Chaplain.  I  told  him  just 
what  God  had  showed  me  as  Paul  told 
Festus  in  the  days  of  old.  He  just  stared 
at  me.  After  he  read  my  recommendation 
from  my  pastor,  he  told  me  to  see  the 
chaplain.  I  wrote  the  chaplain  and  an 
appointment  was  made,  but  I  was  hin- 
dered from  going  then.  It  was  not  God's 
time.  I  began  to  work  in  the  jails  and 
convict  camps.  I  trusted  that  each  day 
would  be  the  time  I  should  go  to  Rai- 
ford, but  God  had  a  lesson  for  me  to 
learn.  God  knew  I  was  too  young.  The 
little  things  must  be  done  first  before 
we  can  get  to  the  big  things. 

But  God's  time  did  come.  The  Lord 
drew  Sister  Faye  Rose  and  I  together  and 
about  a  year  ago  we  went  to  Raiford. 
This  is  just  a  small  town  but  near  the 
penitentiary    it    is    thicky      settled.      We 


entered  the  parking  lot  and  walked  about 
a  block  to  the  main  office.  There  we 
met  the  chaplain,  Rev.  L.  A.  Shepherd, 
who  is  a  fine  man  to  work  with.  He  sent 
us  over  the  Flat  Top.  They  had  confidence 
in  us  as  Christians  and  did  not  search 
us.  After  walking  past  a  beautiful  hos- 
pital for  T.  B.  patients  and  through  an 
iron  gate  which  clicked  behind  us,  we 
came  to  the  inner  office.  There  we  met 
Mr.  Douglas,  who  took  us  to  the  prison 
cells. 

I  especially  want  to  tell  you  about  one 
prisoner.  Perhaps  some  may  remember 
reading  about  Herbert  Goddart,  school- 
girl slayer  of  a  young  girl  in  Miami.  We 
met  him  as  Tommy  Cockran.  He  was  a 
nice-looking  young  man,  but  his  eyes 
were  those  of  guilt.  From  time  to  time 
I  talked  to  Tommy.  I  fasted  and  prayed 
for  him.  He  would  kneel  in  prayer  but 
seemed  as  if  he  could  not  utter  a  word. 
After  a  while  he  began  to  soften  up, 
although  he  was  a  peculiar  soul  to  deal 
with.  I  found  it  a  pleasure  to  talk  and 
pray  with  him.  I  often  gave  him  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  tracts.  He  had  a 
Bible.  I  tried  to  treat  him  like  I  would 
want  others  to  treat  my  own  brother. 

This  boy  of  twenty-nine  years  stayed 
in  the  same  cell,  eight  by  twelve  feet, 
for  a  number  of  months. 

On  July  28,  1940,  at  about  4:00  p.m. 
Sheriff  Lawrence  of  Palm  Beach  County 
read  his  death  warrant.  His  reply  was, 
"I  have  suffered  enough.  I  will  be  glad 
to  see  the  death-day  dawn."  They  had 
not   long   before   shaved   his   head. 

The  last  night  he  had  in  the  world  he 
sat  up  most  of  the  night  writing  letters 
and  he  ate  very  heartily.  On  Monday 
morning,  July  29,  a  few  minutes  before 
8:30,  he  walked  briskly  to  the  electric 
chair,  with  a  smile  on  his  face.  For  the 
last  five  days  he  had  stayed  in  a  special 
made  cell  about  thirteen  steps  from  the 
electric   chair. 

Three  minutes  before  they  pulled  the 
switch,  he  confessed  to  the  whole  affair 
of  killing  Miss  Frances  Dunn.  He  said, 
"I  very  humbly  ask  the  forgiveness  of 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dunn  and  the  forgiveness 
of  my  God." 

Rev.  L.  A.  Shepherd  read  the  23rd 
Psalm  and  the   121st  Psalm. 

Now  the  question  is,  Was  he  saved? 
I  do  know  that  God  blessed  my  efforts 
while  working  with  him.  Truly  he  seemed 
to  appreciate  it,  though  he  seemed  bound 
up  until  the  last  minute.  I  know  he  is  in 
the  hands  of  a  just  God,  so  my  hopes  are 
that  he  is  with  Jesus. 

I  have  just  received  a  letter  from  one 
of  the  prisoners  telling  me  that  Tommy 


left  his  felt  banner  I  gave  him  for  Christ- 
mas. It  contained  these  words,  "God  is 
Love."  He  had  this  to  look  at  all  the 
time  he  was  in  the  cell.  I  am  glad  I  had 
the  privilege  of  telling  the  story  of  Jesus 
to  these  lost   men. 

Dear  friends,  let  us  not  put  off  our 
soul's   salvation. 

Brother  J.  T.  Roberts,  our  former 
pastor,  has  supported  us  in  this  work  and 
much  of  the  credit  is  due  to  his  faith- 
fulness. 

Pray  for  us. — Happy  Smith,  Jackson- 
ville,  Fla. 

Dear    Sister    Harrison: 

I  am  writing  this  letter  in  behalf  of 
my  Christian  friends  in  this  institution, 
the  state  penitentiary.  I  can  speak  for 
myself  also,  that  although  in  prison, 
Christ  came  to  our  rescue  and  I  firmly 
believe  that  I  for  one  and  several  of  the 
other  inmates  have  been  blessed  with  the 
second  birth.  We  are  thankful  beyond 
words.  We  receive  the  Lighted  Pathway 
from  time  to  time  and  especially  the 
Prison  Page  is  honored  by  the  inmates, 
although  we  do  not  get  it  regularly,  only 
when  some  friends  care  to  send  us  one. 

The  purpose  of  this  letter  is  that  we 
desire  some  good  old-fashioned  Holy 
Ghost  songs,  which  we  do  not  have.  We 
would  appreciate  a  song  book  very  much; 
we  will  make  copies  of  it  if  necessary. 
Will  you  please  see  if  you  can  get  it  for 
us?  We  will  try  our  best  to  use  all 
materials  for  God's  glory  and  the  up- 
building of  His  kingdom.  I  am  a  former 
minister  or  evangelist  rather,  who  turned 
my  back  on  God,  but  I  am  thankful  for 
His  grace  and  love  that  welcomed  me 
back   to  the  fold. 

I  would  like  to  hear  from  ministers 
and  Christians  everywhere.  Your  encour- 
agement  will   help.   Pray   for  us   all. 

Could  you  send  us  the  words  to 
"Mother's  Prayers  Have  Followed  Me"? 
— Prayerfully  yours,  James  Starnes, 
No.  43378,  500  Spring  Street,  Richmond, 
Virginia. 

NOTE:  If  God  speaks  to  your  heart 
and  tells  you  to  send  this  young  man  lit- 
erature, tracts  or  song  books,  or  to  write 
him  a  letter  of  encouragement,  be  sure  to 
obey  His  voice. — Ed. 

All  about  us  are  men  and  women  who 
are  breaking  under  the  strains  of  modern 
life.  They  are  paying  the  penalties  exact- 
ed by  worry,  loneliness,  moral  defeat, 
greed,  and  the  many  other  enemies  which 
constantly  menace  our  peace  of  heart 
and  conscience.  All  the  while  there  is 
answer  to  the  needs  of  the  soul.  It  is 
found  in  Him  who  said,  "Come  unto 
me,  all  ye  that  labor  and  are  heavy  la- 
den, and  I  will  give  you  rest." 
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"O  Jesus,  Thou  art  standing 

Outside   the  fast-closed   door; 
In  lowly  patience  waiting 

To  pass  the  threshold  o'er. 
We  bear  the  name  of  Christian, 

His  name  and  sign  ive  bear; 
Oh   shame,   thrice   shame   upon   us 

To   keep   Him    standing   there!" 

"O  Jesus,  Thou  art  knocking, 

And  lo,  that  hand  is  scarred; 
And  thorns  Thy  brow  encircle. 

And  tears  Thy  face  have  marred. 
Oh  love  that  passeth  knowledge, 

So  patiently  to  wait! 
Oh  sin  that  hath  no  equal, 

So  fast   to  bar  the  gate!" 

"O  Jesus,  Thou  art  pleading 
In  accents  meek  and  low, 

'I  died  for  you,  My  children, 
And   will  ye   treat   me  so?' 

0  Lord,  with  shame  and  sorrow 
We  open  now  the  door; 

Dear  Savior,   enter,  enter, 
And   leave   us   nevermore." 

KNOCKING 

Edith  G.  Clarke 

1  expect  you  have  all  seen  that  beautiful 
picture  by  Holman  Hunt  where  the  Lord 
Jesus  is  portrayed  as  standing  outside  the 
door  of  the  heart  knocking.  So  today  I  am 
going  to  write  out  for  you  a  talk  that 
was  given  by  my  pastor  when  I  was  a 
girl,  and  I  hope  that  all  my  readers  who 
have  not  opened  the  door  of  their  hearts 
will  do  so.  "Behold,  I  stand  at  the  door. 


usaQ 

and  knock."  Who  is  it  that  is  standing 
at  the  door,  and  who  is  kept  waiting,  and 
why  is  He  there?  It  is  the  Son  of  God 
(how  wonderful!)  whose  eyes  are  as  a 
flame  of  fire,  piercing,  as  it  were,  through 
the  closed  door,  and  His  voice  is  as  the 
sound  of  many  waters — the  Niagara  of 
Heaven.  Behold,  the  Son  of  God,  who 
stands  at  the  door  of  the  human  heart  and 
knocks. 

Let  us  look  at  this  kingly  Visitor. 

First,  we  notice  that  He  has  come  from 
a  long  journey.  Notice  He  has  not  come 
from  another  country,  but  another  world. 
It  is  a  great  marvel  that  God  should  al- 
low sinners  to  come  to  the  mercy  seat  at 
all;  it  is  a  greater  wonder  that  He  should 
send  His  Son  to  the  sinner's  door.  What 
wonderful  news  He  must  bring!  Do  you 
know  what  it  is?  It  was  the  same  as  years 
before  angels  brought.  Listen,  the  news 
He  brings  is,  "Behold,  I  bring  you  good 
tidings  of  great  joy."  "For  unto  you  is 
born  this  dayj;;:"::"a  Saviour,  which  is 
Christ  the  Lord." 

Heaven  could  send  no  richer  message. 
And  again,  if  He  is  standing  at  your  door 
it  must  be  because  He  has  come  to  you. 
"If  any  man**** open." — so  He  is  at 
your  door.  How  like  Christ  it  is.  He  al- 
ways makes  the  first  advances  of  love. 
"Ye  have  not  chosen  me,  but  I  have  chos- 
en you."  "Behold,  I  stand  at  the  door." 
But  observe  the  Lord  is  standing  outside. 
This  is  a  startling  fact.  Why  is  this?  Be- 
cause the  knocking  has  not  been  an- 
swered. Christ  stands  before  a  locked 
heart.  "If  any  man  open."  All  hearts  are 
locked,  naturally,  against  Him.  What  a 
sad,  sad  thing!  The  door  will  open  only 
on  the  inside.  Oh,  the  wickedness  of  the 
human  heart  to  keep  such  a  One  stand- 
ing outside.  Christ  cannot  enter  unless 
you  are  willing.  We  must  let  Him  in  or 
else  He  will  never  enter  at  all.  What  is 
the  knocking?  Christ  has  just  referred  to 
it.  No  sting  of  conscience,  no  dread  of 
hell,  no  sorrow  for  sin,  or  loss,  or  pain, 
but  it  is  the  chisel  of  God  upon  the  mar- 
ble of  the  soul.  Look  at  the  hand  that 
knocks.  It  is  a  hand  that  has  been  pierced. 
It  is  the  hand  of  love. 

Oh,  how  patiently  He  waits!  Was  ever 
love  like  His?  How  grand  and  kingly  Lie 
is!  Let  us  look  closer  at  the  picture. 
First,  the  offense  of  the  closed  door  is 
measured  by  the  dignity  of  the  Visitor. 
It  were  little  less  than  treason  against  the 
king  if  we  barred  our  doors  to  keep  him 
out.  But  this  is  the  Son  of  God.  It  is  an 
indignity  offered  to  one  who  has  loved  us 
with  a  great  love.  "It  is  the  voice  of  my 


Beloved  that  knocketh,  saying,  Open  to 
me."  Oh,  how  near  God  is  to  us — at  the 
very  door  of  our  hearts.  We  are  too  proud 
to  pursue  a  rejected  love.  But  here  is 
One  pleading,  waiting,  knocking,  having 
brought  salvation  to  our  doors.  We  can 
never  say  we  were  not  invited  to  open 
the  door.  "If  any  man."  Alas,  no  one  has 
so  active  a  part  in  his  damnation  as  the 
man  himself!  Notice,  Christ  does  not  ask 
you  to  open  your  neighbor's  door.  He  asks 
you  to  open  yours. 

Now  see  some  facts  about  His  entering. 
What  does  He  mean,  "I  will  come  in"? 
Here  is  a  widow's  cottage  by  the  sea. 
Yonder  across  the  Atlantic  her  son  has 
run  away  to  sea.  When  she  wakes  and 
when  she  prays,  when  she  works,  one  face 
is  in  her  heart  and  the  door  is  always  on 
the  latch!  He  is  waiting.  Why  do  you  tar- 
ry? Will  the  same  refrain  be  yours  as 
found  in  Song  of  Solomon  5:6? 

Secondly,  we  let  in  many  visitors;  why 
not  Christ?  Pride  has  entered,  clad  in  pur- 
ple. Hate  has  entered,  clad  in  crimson. 
Lust  has  entered,  clad  in  black.  And  now 
the  white-robed  Lord  is  standing  at  your 
gates.   Won't  you  let  Him   in? 

Thirdly,  our  duty  is  merely  to  open. 
What  is  urgent  is,  not  to  sweep  the 
house,  not  to  arrange  the  rooms,  but  to 
let  Him  in.  He  and  you  together  will 
make  it  lovely,  and  orderly,  and  sweet. 
Your  heart  will  be  made  fit  for  His  pres- 
ence only  by  His  presence.  When  we 
would  dispel  the  darkness  from  a  room,  all 
we  do  is  to  let  in  the  light.  Then  let  Him 
in — let  Him  in! 

Let  me  here  speak  a  word  to  believers. 
This  is  primarily  a  word  to  us:  "He  that 
hath  an  ear,  let  him  hear  what  the  Spirit 
saith  unto  the  churches."  Laodicea  was 
easy,  proud,  and  selfish.  The  voice  of  the 
Lord — that  "glorious  voice" — is  in  our 
ears  today.  Come  and  toil;  come  and  suf- 
fer; let  the  Man  of  Sorrows  in. 

The,  still  small  Voice  is  speaking 

To  many  a  heart  today. 
"What  doest  thou  here}"  it  is  saying, 

To  those  who  are  still  away. 
Away  from  dark  spheres  of  labor, 

Away  from  the  passionate  toil, 
Away  from  the  glorious  privilege 

Of  sharing  with  Him  the  spoil. 

Let  Him  in,  and  He  will  bring  in  that 
rarest  and  sweetest  of  all  earthly  music, 
the  graciousness  of  the  suffering  life. 

But  we  return  again  to  the  waiting 
Figure.  "Behold,  I  stand."  This  is  the  un- 
resting attitude  of  one  who  may  at  any 
time  move  away.  "I  opened  to  my 
beloved;  but  my  beloved  had  withdrawn 
himself,  and  was  gone:****!  sought  him, 
but  I  could  not  find  him;  I  called  him, 
but  he  gave  me  no  answer,"  Song  of  Sol. 
5:6.  Heaven's  High  Priest  will  not  always 
be  standing  at  the  door  of  your  heart. 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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Author  Unknown 


It  was  New  Year's  Day.  The  weather 
was  perfect.  The  water  on  the  pond  on 
Mrs.  Spencer's  farm  was  frozen  to  the 
right  depth  to  make  skating  safe  for  the 
young  people  of  the  neighborhood. 

The  pond  was  the  largest  body  of 
water  near  by,  and  during  the  winter 
months  there  was  many  a  gathering  of 
young  people  on  its  surface,  joyously 
passing  the  time  in  skating. 

Lenora  Spencer  was  angry.  She  did  not 
seem  to  realize  that  this  was  the  day  of 
all  the  year  to  greet  one's  friends  with 
good  cheer  as  they  wished  her  a  prosper- 
ous and  "Happy  New  Year."  Instead, 
however,  when  she  met  any  of  her  young 
friends  who  wished  her  a  "Happy  New 
Year"  she  would  pass  them  quickly  by 
as  she  answered,  "Same  to  you,"  in  a 
pertinent  manner.  Many  of  her  friends 
stopped  in  their  walk  to  look  back  at 
her  in   passing. 

On  the  homeward  journey  Lenora  made 
a  call  on  Grandma  Foster — Mrs.  Foster 
was  "grandma"  to  all  the  village — as  her 
mother  had  requested  her  to  ask  the  old 
lady  to  spend   the  day  at  her  home. 

After  Lenora  had  stated  her  errand, 
Mrs.  Foster,  who  noticed  the  unhappy 
look  on  the  youthful  face  before  her, 
came  forward,  and  putting  her  arm  about 
the  girl,  drew  her  gently  to  herself  in  a 
loving    embrace    as    she    asked: 

"What  is  it,  dearie,  what  is  troubling 
you?" 

"Oh,  it  is  too  provoking  for  any- 
thing!" burst  out  Lenora.  "The  girls 
wanted  to  go  skating  this  afternoon,  and 
wanted  me  to  join  them.  But  when  I 
spoke  to  mother  about  it  she  told  me  it 
was  impossible  as  she  needed  me  at  home 
to  help  with  the  work.  I  should  think 
part  of  the  work  could  be  put  off  until 
tomorrow,  and  not  try  to  do  it  all  in 
one  day." 

"Listen,  dearie,"  responded  Mrs.  Foster, 
kindly,  "many  years  ago  I  was  young 
like  you,  filled  with  the  same  energy  and 
impulsiveness.  Being  the  only  child  my 
parents  ever  had,  I  was  petted  and  spoiled. 
As  long  as  I  had  my  own  way  in  every- 
thing I  was  agreeable  to  all  around  me, 
but  if  my  will  was  crossed  they  were 
only  too  glad  to  obey  my  wishes  in  order 
to  have  peace. 

"During  school  days  I  gave  thought  to 
nothing  in  the  home  but  my  own  pleasure. 
In  the  morning  I  would  not  arise  until 
breakfast  was  ready.  After  breakfast  it 
seemed  to  take  all  my  time  to  prepare  for 
school.  Even  then  I  had  to  call  on  mother 
at  times  for  various  garments  I  had  mis- 
placed the  evening  before.  At  night  I 
would  linger  along  the  road  from  school, 
arriving  home  about  the  time  supper  was 


ready. 

"But,  oh,  how  well  I  remember  one 
night  that  I  came  home!  It  is  so  impressed 
on  my  memory  I  shall  never  forget.  I 
remember  how  I  burst  into  the  kitchen, 
but  to  my  surprise,  saw  no  preparation  for 
supper.  In  astonishment  I  continued 
on  into  the  dining-room,  only  to  be  met 
by  father,  who,  with  raised  hand,  com- 
manding silence,  said,  'Hush,  daughter. 
Your  mother  is  ill  in  bed.  The  doctor 
is  with  her  now.  I  guess  it  will  fall  upon 
you   to  get   supper   tonight.' 

"On  the  verge  of  tears  I  left  the  din- 
ing-room and  went  quietly  to  the  kitchen 
to  prepare  the  evening  meal.  It  was  not 
long  before  the  doctor  appeared  in  the 
kitchen,  and,  coming  up  to  me,  he  said. 
'Young  lady,  your  mother  is  completely 
worn  out  from  overwork.  She  must  have 
quiet  and  rest  for  a  while,  or  else  she 
will  break  down  entirely.' 

"I  remember  well  how  frightened  I 
was.  I  could  hardly  see  to  do  anything 
as  the  tears  kept  coming  into  my  eyes. 
I  made  a  mental  resolve  then  and  there 
that  if  God  would  spare  my  mother's 
life  I  would  help  her  more  in  the  future. 

"I  am  glad  to  say  that  after  she  gained 
her  health  again  she  had  no  occasion  to 
complain  of  overwork,  but  many  a  time 
would  praise  me  for  the  help  I  was  to 
her,  and  I  lived  to  see  her  pass  away  at 
an  advanced  age. 

"Think  of  this,  my  dear,  as  you  walk 
home;  look  your  mother  over  carefully 
and  see  if  her  face  shows  the  lines  of 
care  and  worry.  Help  her  all  you  can  so 
as  not  to  make  the  mistake  I  did.  Do  this 
cheerfully,  that  she  may  feel  it  is  willing- 
ness on  your  part  to  help." 

Lenora's  anger  disappeared  on  her 
journey  home.  Suppose  mother  should 
take  sick  and  die  of  overwork  on  account 
of  my  selfishness!  Lenora  knew  that  her 
actions  fitted  Grandma  Foster's  as  she 
did  not  really  do  any  more  work  at  home 
than   she  was   obliged   to  do. 

Arriving  at  home  she  glanced  nervously 
at  her  mother.  She  was  pleased  to  see  she 
showed  no  signs  of  breaking  down,  but 
she  did  notice  a  tired  and  listless  look 
she  had  not  seen  before.  Silently  she  began 
doing  up  the  housework  with  energy  and 
thoroughness. 

Her  mother  misunderstood  the  silence, 
and  thought  she  was  still  disappointed, 
and  felt  sorry  for  her.  As  she  saw  the 
work  well  advanced  she  turned  to  her 
daughter,  and  said,  "If  it  is  not  too  late, 
my  dear,  you  might  go  skating  now,  for 
with  what  you  have  done  so  far  I  believe 
I  can   finish  myself." 

Lenora  came  up  to  her  mother,  and, 
looking  earnestly  into  her  face,  replied: 


"Mother,  this  morning  I  felt  vexed  when 
you  told  me  I  must  stay  home  and  work, 
and  when  I  stopped  at  Grandma  Foster's 
I  complained  to  her.  She  told  me  part 
of  her  past  life,  and  I  began  to  see  how 
selfish  I  have  been  in  letting  you  do 
most  of  the  work  alone.  I  am  beginning 
to  realize  that  there  are  not  many  mo- 
ments of  the  day  that  you  have  for 
leisure.  Mother,  why  haven't  you  ex- 
plained this  to  me  and  made  me  help  you 
more    than    I    have?" 

"I  wanted  you  to  have  a  good  time, 
daughter,"    she    replied. 

"Well,  I  am  going  to  have  a  good  time, 
and  help  you  more,  too.  I  can  go  skating 
after  the  work  is  done.  When  grandma 
comes  you  take  her  to  the  sitting  room 
and  visit  with  her  and  I  will  get  the 
dinner,  and  after  this  you  must  call  me 
in  the  morning  when  you  get  up  so  I 
can  help  you  before  I  go  to  school. 

"Why,  mother!"  she  exclaimed,  as  she 
saw  the  tears  gather  in  her  eyes,  "I  haven't 
hurt  you,  have  I?" 

"No,  my  dear,"  she  said,  clasping  her 
hands  lovingly  about  her  daughter, 
"those  are  not  tears  of  sorrow,  but  tears 
of  joy  and  thankfulness  to  God  that  He 
has  given  me  such  a  dear  child." 

"Then  I  am  satisfied,  mother.  ...  I 
will  start  anew.  We  will  share  together 
the  burdens  and  the  joys  of  the  home, 
and  I  will  be  a  daughter  in  deed  as  well 
as  in  word." — Youth's  Temperance  Ban- 
ner. 


Friendship  is  the  supreme  tie.  It  is 
stronger  even  than  the  bonds  of  blood, 
as  we  see  in  the  case  of  Jonathan,  who 
stood  by  his  friend  David  even  against 
his  own  father.  When  two  hearts  have 
become  one  in  the  mystical  union  of 
friendship,  that  relationship  should  mean 
more  to  them  than  any  matter  of  circum- 
stance, fortune  or  individual  benefit. 

Anyone  who  lets  his  tongue  go  into  the 
wholesale  business  will  soon  drive  his 
mind  into  bankruptcy. 

Knocking 

(Continued  from  page  29) 
I  remember,  as  a  boy,  reading  of  the  ex- 
ploits of  a  famous  band  of  Southern 
Americans.  Under  cover  of  night,  and 
with  masked  faces,  they  would  chalk  the 
panels  of  a  selected  door,  and  every  house- 
hold so  marked  was  doomed.  Jesus  will, 
one  day,  move  sorrowfully  away;  you  will 
no  longer  have  the  low,  sweet  call  to  the 
Better  Land,  and  there  will  be  letters 
upon  the  door — "Ephraim  is  joined  to 
idols:  let  him  alone."  Inside  there  will 
be  a  dead  soul. 

Oh,  how  solemn.  He  is  standing  here, 
at  your  heart,  today!  Let  me  close  by  as- 
suring you  that  Christ  Jesus  is  the  only 
name  which  will  unlock  the  heart. 
A   German   believer   tells  of   the   thrill 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


with  which  he  took  up  a  lock  which, 
opening  by  means  of  letters,  opened  only 
by  forming  the  word  "Jesus."  It  is  true. 
There  is  no  other  name  given  under 
Heaven  whereby  men  can  be  saved.  And 
how  blessed  the  consequences  of  Christ 
entering  in!  He  will  sup  with  us  here, 
for  "Christ  in  me"  is  a  new  creature.  He 
will  sup  with  us  hereafter,  for  "Christ  in 
me"  is  the  hope  of  glory.  But  oh,  finally, 
remember — an  outside  Christ  can  never 
save. — The  Gospel  Herald. 

Inner  Circle   Page 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
generator  of  humanity,"  "the  highest 
pattern  of  virtue,"  the  "youth  with  God 
in  His  heart,"  and  given  Him  many  other 
such  flattering  enconiums,  but  the  more 
such  fine  things  they  say  about  Him,  the 
less  I  think  of  Him  if  at  the  same  time 
He  was  a  rascal,  a  rogue,  and  a  liar. 


I  do  not  believe  that  a  good  man  tells 
lies  and  I  do  not  believe  that  a  man  who 
tells  lies  is  a  good  man.  Jesus  a  good  man, 
and  not  able  to  tell  the  truth;  the  Bible 
a  good  book  and  yet  packed  with  lies!  I 
believe  neither  the  one  nor  the  other.  A 
man's  claims  and  his  character  usually 
stand  or  fall  together,  and  I  credit  you 
with  too  much  intelligence  to  believe  that 
you  would  for  a  single  moment  think  of 
accepting  this  first  answer  to  the  ques- 
tion  now   under   consideration. 

2.  The  second  answer  is  that  Jesus  in 
speaking  of  the  Bible  of  His  day  simply 
accommodated  Himself  to  the  method  of 
expression  current  among  the  Jews,  and 
the  people  of  His  day.  This  is  what  is 
called  "The  Accommodation  Theory." 
The  current  belief  of  His  day  would 
sometimes  be  right  and  sometimes  wrong, 
but  Jesus  allowed  Himself,  even  when  the 
common  belief  was  wrong,  to  speak  in 
accordance  with  it. 

But  whenever  Jesus  knew  better  than 
He  taught,  it  becomes  exceedingly  diffi- 
•  cult  to  reconcile  such  a  procedure  with 
His  perfect  integrity.  Such  statements  of 
His  as  we  have  quoted  are  direct  and  in 
independent  declarations  and  rest  entirely 
on  the  speaker's  own  credit,  and  if  Jesus 
said  anything  that  gives  countenance  to 
opinions  that  stand  athwart  all  genuine 
scholarship  of  His  own  day  or  of  ours, 
He  certainly  becomes  guilty  of  an  ac- 
commodation for  which  it  is  hard  to  find 
any  justifiable  ground. 

3.  The  third  answer  as  to  the  value  of 
Christ's  testimony  we  have  just  men- 
tioned, and  indeed  have  already  answered. 
It  is  that  explanation  which  preserves  His 
integrity  by  claiming  that  He  did  not 
know  any  better.  He  was  ignorant,  and 
consequently  His  testimony  is  without 
value  altogether. 

Without  entering  into  the  discussions 
as   to   whether   Jesus   was   competent    to 


enter  judgment  concerning  questions  of 
scholarship,  historical  and  critical,  it  must 
at  least  be  conceded  that  His  knowledge 
was  entirely  adequate  to  the  discharge  of 
His  office  as  the  permanent  teacher  of 
the  church. 

Children's    Story    Page 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

"Oh,  a  couple  of  years,  I  guess!  Any- 
way, until  they  needed  a  chairman  for 
the  prayer  meeting  committee,  another 
job  no  one  wants." 

"And  again  she  said  yes?"  queried 
grandmother. 

"Of  course,"  assented  Ruth,  affirma- 
tively. 

"And  again  she  was  the  best  chairman 
they  ever  had,  I  suppose?"  said  grand- 
mother. 

"Why,  yes,"  said  Ruth,  surprised,  as 
she  recalled  it.  "Yes,  she  was.  Seemed  to 
know  just  what  to  do  to  make  the  work 
a  success." 

"First,  a  helper  at  a  social,  then  sec- 
retary, then  chairman  of  an  important 
committee,  then  president,"  grandmother 
enumerated.  "It  was  her  'yeses'  that  did 
it,  dear,"  she  finally  said. 

"What  do  you  mean,  Grandmother?" 
asked  Ruth. 

"Just  this,  girlie,"  said  grandmother. 
"When  anyone  will  undertake  a  responsi- 
bility and  give  it  thought  and  make  it  a 
success,  she  gets  more  out  of  it  than 
anyone  else.  It  is  an  education  that  fits 
her  for  the  next  job  higher.  When  you 
think  of  those  young  people  who  refused 
to  be  secretary  before  Mary  took  it,  could 
they   be   president    now,    do   you   think?" 

"No,"  said  Ruth,  "none  of  them.  They 
have  never  tried  to  do  anything." 

"They  are  just  where  they  were  years 
ago,    then,"    grandmother    commented. 

"Why  did  you  say  that,  Grandmother, 
dearie?"  Ruth  finally  asked. 

"Just  this,  dear,  to  show  you  that  while 
Mary  may  have  seemed  to  you  to  be  the 
butt  of  their  imposition,  she  has  grown 
through  her  years  of  service,  from  a  timid, 
colorless  girl  to  a  capable  leader  of  an 
organization.  The  lesson  is  plain,  Ruth. 
You  learn  by  trying.  The  yes-ers  always 
grow." — Girl's  World. 

New  Year's  In  Other  Lands 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
enlighten  the  hearts  of  this  wonderful 
people,  until  the  number  of  those  whose 
faces  would  be  expressive  of  the  joy  of 
Christ  within  might  illuminate  the  islands 
of  the  Land  of  the  Rising  Sun. — Young 
People's  Journal. 

Children's  Lesson   Page 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
anxious  to  pay  their  taxes  to  the  Romans. 
Do  you  think  everybody  loved  Jesus? 
No,  He  had  enemies.  The  Pharisees  were 


His  enemies  and  were  always  looking  for 
a  chance  to  trap  Him.  The  people  who 
did  not  like  Him  sent  this  question  to 
Him.  One  man  said  to  Him,  "Tell  us 
whether  or  not  it  is  right  to  pay  taxes 
to  Caesar."  These  men  had  planned  this 
question  purposely  to  harm  Jesus.  They 
believed  either  way  He  answered  would 
cause  Him  trouble.  If  He  answered  it 
was  right  for  the  Jews  to  pay  taxes  to 
Caesar,  they  would  say  He  was  not  true 
to  the  Jews.  If  He  said  it  was  not  right 
to  pay  taxes,  they  would  say  He  was  not 
true  to  Caesar,  the  Roman  emperor  who 
ruled  over  them.  Jesus  asked  them  to  show 
Him  a  piece  of  money  and  they  brought 
unto  Him  a  penny.  When  He  saw  it  He 
asked  them  whose  picture  was  on  it.  They 
answered  "Caesar's."  Jesus  told  them  that 
they  should  give  to  Caesar  the  things 
that  belonged  to  him,  and  to  God  the 
things  that  were  God's.  Jesus  meant  by 
this  that  they  should  obey  the  laws  of 
their  country  and  that  they  should  love 
God  and  obey  His  laws.  When  they  heard 
this  answer  they  marvelled  and  went  their 
way. 

A  lawyer  then  came  to  Jesus  and  asked 
Him  which  was  the  greatest  command- 
ment in  the  law.  Jesus  said  the  first  and 
greatest  commandment  was  to  love  God 
with  all  the  heart  and  soul  and  mind.  The 
second  commandment,  "Thou  shalt  love 
thy  neighbor  as  thyself."  We  should  love 
God,  our  country,  and  one  another. 

Father's  and  Mother's  Page 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
or  turn  out  a  light. 

"Our  money  is  all  budgeted  so  closely 
that  I  scarcely  dare  spend  a  cent  extra  or 
outside  the  budget  lines,  for  I  know  she'll 
be  very  much  put  out  about  it  if  I  do. 

"If  one  of  the  children  leaves  a  little 
butter  on  his  plate,  he  is  scolded  about 
it;  so  often  we'll  take  less  than  we  really 
want  for  fear  of  what  she'll  say  if  there 
is  any  of  it  left. 

"I  am  regaled  at  night  when  I  get  home 
with  a  dire  tale  of  the  things  the  children 
have  done  or  haven't  done,  and  she  expects 
and  wants  me  to  discipline  them. 

"Perhaps  before  I  get  my  overcoat  off 
she  will  find  fault  because  I  let  cold  air 
in  coming  through  the  door,  or  she'll  tell 
me  that  the  milkman  didn't  leave  the 
right  change  when  she  put  out  cash  for 
extra  cream  or  milk,  or  that  the  grocer 
hadn't  given  her  credit  for  the  returned 
pie  tin  or  has  charged  her  the  second  time 
for  a  cabbage. 

"I've  tried  to  laugh  her  out  of  these 
things  and  talk  soberly  behind  closed 
doors  to  her,  but  her  contention  is  that 
if  it  were  not  for  her  we'd  be  on  the 
town    or    wandering    about    like    gypsies. 

"I  want  our  children  to  have  happy 
memories  of  home  and  to  go  on  loving 
us,  but — 
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"The  children  are  not  allowed  to  con- 
tribute small  sums  for  which  they  are 
asked — perhaps  to  get  the  teacher  a  pres- 
ent or  something  like  that.  If  I  give  them 
the  money  on  the  side,  she  seems  to  know 
it,   and   then  I'm   in  disgrace   for  days. 

"Our  home,  in  which  we  used  to  take 
such  pride,  is  no  longer  a  home — it's  just 
a  house! 

"Can  you  advise  me? — A  Puzzled 
Husband." 

The  editor  of  the  department  in  ques- 
tion wrote  a  brief  answer,  as  her  space 
was   limited. 

She  said  frankly  that  intimidation  of 
husband  and  children  was  a  perfect  shame, 
and  she  believed  the  cure  was  not  in  his 
hands,  but  in  his  wife's.  She  must  be 
helped  to  see  the  precious  things  she  was 
throwing  away — the  real  beauty  and  joy 
of  life  as  a  happy  family. 

The  editor  charged  Lorena  with  selfish- 
ness and  lack  of  intelligence,  with  a 
killing  type  of  ministry,  and  further 
suggested  that  Lorena  be  given  the  article 
to  read,  even  if  it  made  her  feel  very 
bad  and  put  her  into  a  state  of  ill  humor 
for   days. 

If  there  was  anything  that  Roney 
found  difficult  to  do,  it  was  to  hurt  his 
wife's  feelings.  He  cared  for  her  deeply, 
and  he  was  positive  she  thought  she  was 
doing  the  best  possible  thing  for  all  of 
them. 

So  in  place  of  leaving  the  paper  around 
where  she  might  find  that  article  and 
read  it  through,  he  slipped  that  sheet  out, 
folded  it  and  put  it  away  in  a  drawer 
in  a  desk.  He  grinned  as  he  did  so,  for 
the  drawer  was  not  in  very  good  order, 
and  he  had  upset  it. 

The  very  next  day,  however,  a  bulky 
envelope  came  addressed  to  Lorena,  with 
a  newspaper  page  in  it  which  she  drew 
out  at  the  breakfast  table,  and  Roney 
instantly   recognized   that   page. 

Cold  chills  went  down  his  back,  for  he 
could  read  the  inscription  across  the  table, 
"As  others  see  you,  my  dear." 

He  looked  anxiously  at  Lorena  and  his 
heart  ached  for  her,  but  to  his  surprise 
she  didn't  bat  an  eyelash.  Instead  of  that, 
she  looked  up  and  smiled,  at  the  same 
time  drawing  out  of  her  apron  pocket 
the  duplicate  sheet  he  had  tucked  under 
papers  in  the  desk  drawer. 

"See,"  she  said,  "I  don't  need  to  read 
this  article.  Yesterday  afternoon  I 
thought  I  would  tidy  up  your  desk.  I 
found  the  sheet  of  paper  that  was  missing 
from  the  newspaper  Sunday.  Naturally, 
I  was  curious  as  to  why  it  had  been 
tucked  out  of  sight. 

"I'll  admit  I  was  terribly  hurt  when 
I  read  the  letter  you  had  written.  I  felt 
it  was  very  unfair — so  unfair  that  no  one 
would  recognize  it  as  a  picture  of  me.  I 
made  up  my  mind  I  wouldn't  let  you 
know    I    knew    how    you    felt.    But    this 


enclosure  I  have  just  received  reveals  that 
I  was  wrong  and  that  my  friends  agree 
with  you. 

"It's  time  that  I  turn  over  a  new  leaf, 
I    fancy!" 

And  Lorena  proved  herself  splendidly 
by  doing  it,  so  happiness  came  to  abide 
permanently  in  the  house  that  once  more 
had  become  a  home. — The  Baby's  Mother. 

Sally  Jo 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
and    to    bring    others    together.    Typical 
cases  are  those  of  Isaac  and  Rebekah  and 
of  Ruth  and  Boaz." 

"Yes,  but  did  God  guide  Naomi's  son 
to  marry  Ruth  in  the  first  place?  She 
was   a   heathen   girl,   wasn't   she?" 

"That  never  occurred  to  me,"  Mrs. 
Wilsie  answered  thoughtfully.  "Undoubt- 
edly it  was  His  plan  for  Ruth.  He  saw 
that  she  would  respond  to  the  knowledge 
of  the  true  God,  and  this  was  His  way 
to  bring  such  knowledge  to  her.  It  is  all 
God's    wonderful    grace." 

"But  what  about  Naomi's  other  son 
that  married  Orpha?  He  married  a 
heathen  girl  too,  didn't  he,  and  she  never 
turned  to  the  true  God.  Did  God  guide 
him?" 

Mrs.  Wilsie  laughed  again.  "Sally  Jo, 
that's  too  hard  a  question  for  me.  I  don't 
know.  But  I  might  say  this,  just  as  a 
matter  of  my  judgment  and  observation. 
It  is  the  rule  of  nature  for  men  and  wom- 
en to  meet  and  love  and  marry.  Rarely 
do  they  ask  God's  guidance.  When  they 
ask  for  it  I  believe  He  gives  it.  But  in 
most  cases  people  feel — even  true  Chris- 
tian people — that  the  evidence  that  God 
is  guiding  them  is  their  great  love,  which 
they  feel  is  God-given,  and  often  it  really 
is.  I  don't  know,  but  I  am  inclined  to 
think  that  in  most  cases  God  allows  na- 
ture to  take  its  course.  He  made  the  laws 
of  nature,  you  know.  But  He  often  brings 
His  supernatural  intervention  into  lives 
that  He  has  specially  chosen  to  fulfil 
some  great  purpose  of  His  own.  If  every 
Christian  life  were  truly  yielded  to  God, 
we  know  there  would  be  far  fewer  blun- 
ders in  marriage  than  there  now  are." 

"What  if  we  make  a  mistake  and  marry 
the  wrong  man,  thinking  he  is  the  right 
one?" 

"There  is  a  provision  for  that,"  Mrs. 
Wilsie  replied.  "Romans  eight  twenty- 
eight  is  one.  'We  know  that  all  things 
work  together  for  good  to  them  that 
love  God,'  and  'My  grace  is  sufficent  for 
thee'  is  another.  The  right  relationship 
to  God  is  an  inner,  personal,  individual 
matter,  and  a  Christian  man  or  woman 
who  finds  himself  or  herself  united  in  a 
marriage  that  never  should  have  been 
made  has  still  all  the  rich  store  of  God's 
promises  for  grace  and  guidance  and  com- 
fort and  blessing.  Like  the  potter  in  Jere- 
miah's story,  God  may  choose  to  make 
them  into  a  vessel  other  than  He  intended, 


but  still  'good.'  " 

"How  can  we  be  sure?"  the  girl  asked. 

"My  dear,  if  you  leave  that  key  of  your 
heart  in  God's  hands,  and  seek  only  and 
above  all  His  highest  will  for  your  life, 
allowing  Him  to  guide  you  in  your 
friendships  and  your  love,  you  are  not  in 
much  danger  of  making  a  mistake.  But 
God's  guidance  is  very  gentle,  He  will  not 
force  it  on  you.  He  may  only  indicate 
His  will,  and  if  you  do  not  choose  to 
follow,  He  might  not  make  the  next 
step  clear  at  all.  You  know  the  Bible 
speaks  of  guiding  a  horse  or  mule  with 
bit  and  bridle,  but  God  does  not  guide 
His  children  so.  He  says,  'I  will  guide  you 
with  mine  eye.'  You  have  to  be  very  close 
to  a  person  and  know  him  pretty  well 
to  be  guided  by  a  look." 

"Yes,"  Sally  Jo  murmured. 

"We  have  wandered  far  in  our  dis- 
cussion, haven't  we?  But  what  about 
those  other  personal  questions  you  wanted 
to  ask?   Have  you   asked   them   all?" 

"Oh,  no.  Do  you  think  God  means 
Dunstan  Perry  for  me?  Will  He  bring 
him   back   to   me?" 

"That  I  cannot  say.  No  one  can.  I  do 
not  know  God's  plan  for  Dunstan  Perry's 
life,   nor   for  yours." 

"Do  you  think  I  ought  to  wait  for 
him?  Should  I  keep  on  praying  for  him, 
as  he  asked  me  to  do?  Or  should  I  try 
to  forget  him,  and — take  someone  else?" 
she  ended  softly,  almost  in  a  whisper. 

"That  depends.  Is  there  someone  else?" 

And  then  Sally  Jo  told  about  Mr.  Bar- 
nett,  how  kind  and  good  he  was,  what  a 
fine  man,  how  everybody  felt  she  was 
fortunate  to  have  him.  "And  even  Mother 
likes    him,"    she    finished. 

"That's  very  good,"  Mrs.  Wilsie  said, 
"and  it  sounds  fine."  Then  she  asked, 
quietly,  "Is  he  a  Christian?" 

"I  don't  know,  Mrs.  Wilsie." 

"Sounds  to  me  as  if  Sally  Jo  is  very 
dubious  on  the  subject,"  Mrs.  Wilsie  re- 
plied,  with   a   smile. 

"I  think  he's  a  member  of  a  church, 
but  he  doesn't  like  to  go  very  often.  He 
tells  me  that  he  doesn't  care  much  about 
such  things,  but  he  would  never  stand  in 
the  way  of  anyone  else  enjoying  them." 

"But  he  doesn't  enjoy  them  himself. 
So!  And  how  do  you  feel  toward  those 
things    when   you    are   with   him?" 

"That's  the  trouble."  Sally  Jo's  eyes 
filled  with  quick  tears.  "I  like  him  a  lot, 
and  I  am  happy  with  him.  But  somehow 
God  always  seems  far  away,  and  I  do  not 
think  about  Him  at  all;  I  want  to  forget 
Him.  I  don't  know  why  it  should  be.  He 
is  a  good  man,  and  never  says  anything 
against  God  or  religion." 

Mrs.  Wilsie  looked  at  her  in  silence  for 
a  minute  before  she  replied. 

"I  would  be  careful  if  I  were  you,  and 
watch  God's  leading  and  follow  it.  This 
feeling  that  his  companionship  takes  from 


[Page  32] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


you  your  desire  for  close  fellowship  with 
God  may  be  one  of  the  ways  He  is  guid- 
ing you  with  His  eye."  And  then  after  a 
moment  she  went  on,  very  gently,  "Is 
there  any  other  reason  why  you  think  it 
may  be  possible  that  God  wants  to  break 
your  friendship  with  this  man?" 

The  girl  hesitated,  and  then  she  burst 
out,  "I'll  tell  you  the  rest.  Just  when  I 
was  beginning  to  care  a  lot  about  Mr. 
Barnett,  he  was  suddenly  called  away. 
Went  south  to  take  charge  of  the  branch 
there,  and  I  may  not  see  him  oftener  than 
three  times  a  year.  I  felt  terribly  bad 
about  it  when  I  got  his  letter,  for  he  did 
not  even  have  time  to  tell  me  he  was 
going.  Then  someone  suggested  that  we 
could  correspond,  and  I  did  get  a  nice 
letter  from  him.  But  when  I  started  to 
write  him,  there  came  the  strangest  im- 
pression that  God  had  taken  him  away 
from  me  and  I  was  to  let  him  go.  I  did 
not  have  to  write  to  him.  But  I  argued 
myself  out  of  the  notion  and  wrote  the 
letter.  Just  as  I  was  about  to  drop  it  into 
the  mailbox, — I  hate  to  tell  you  this,  it 
sounds  so  strange  and  almost  silly — there 
flashed  into  my  mind  the  words,  'Neither 
hath  the  Lord  chosen  this.'  I  had  to  think 
a  while  before  I  knew  where  I  had  heard 
or  read  them,  and  then  I  remembered. 
I  had  read  them  some  weeks  before.  They 
were  the  words  the  Lord  spoke  to  the 
prophet  Samuel,  you  know,  when  he  went 
there  to  anoint  one  of  the  sons  of  Jesse. 
I  looked  up  the  story  afterward  and  read 
it  all.  Do  you  think  those  words  meant 
anything,  or  did  they  just  pop  into  my 
mind  as  a  verse  of  poetry  or  the  snatch 
of  a  song  might  do?" 

"That  is  very  interesting.  I  don't  know, 
but  I  think  I  would  give  God  the  benefit 
of  the  doubt.  Your  own  inner  sense  of 
protest  was  one  indication,  and  then  this 
word  from  the  Scripture  confirming  it 
would  seem  to  be  another.  I  can  well  see 
why  God  might  use  some  such  means  to 
stop  you  from  continuing  an  alliance 
which  He  knew  was  not  for  your  own 
highest  good.  I  rather  think  it  was  God 
who  spoke  to  you  then,  and  I  would 
listen,  if  I  were  you.  The  Holy  Spirit 
uses  the  Bible,  often  bringing  just  the 
right  word  to  our  remembrance  in  time 
of  need.  That  is  one  great  reason  for  all 
our  Bible  study,  filling  the  mind  with 
the  words  of  Scripture  that  the  Holy 
Spirit  may  be  able  to  use  them.  He  can- 
not bring  to  remembrance  what  we  have 
never  known." 

"I  got  a  letter  from  Mr.  Barnett  today. 
It  is  such  a  nice  letter  and  it  made  me 
very  happy.  I  was  thinking  about  it  when 
you  met  me  there  in  the  path,  and  it  was 
what  made  me  want  to  have  this  talk 
with  you." 

"Perhaps  the  Lord  sent  me  along  just 
in  time." 

Sally    Jo    nodded.    "But    I    still    don't 


know  what  to  do.  Mr.  Barnett  wants  me 
to  keep  on  writing  to  him,  and  he  seems 
to  care  a  lot.  I  am  afraid — I  am — falling 
in  love  with  him.  But  why  shouldn't  I? 
I  may  never  see  Dunstan  Perry  again." 

"And  not  have  anybody  at  all!"  smiled 
Mrs.  Wilsie.  "My  dear,  God  may  have  an 
altogether  different  plan  for  your  life 
that  He  has  not  shown  you  yet.  Have 
you  thought  of  that?  Why  not  obey  Him 
in  this  matter,  and  trust  Him  to  care 
for  the  future?" 

Sally  Jo  did  not  answer  for  a  minute, 
then  she  said,  very  soberly,  "Don't  all 
girls  want  to  get  married  sometime?" 

"Most  of  them  do,  and  I  don't  blame 
them.  Married  life  with  the  right  one  is 
a  bit  of  heaven  on  earth,  and  God  means 
it  to  be  so.  I  think  Christian  girls  ought 
to  pray  about  it,  probably  more  than  they 
do.  The  sad  thing  is  that  so  many  girls 
imagine  that  that  will  bring  them  the 
happiness  they  crave.  And  it  doesn't.  Oh, 
my  dear,  if  you  could  know  the  girls  that 
I  have  known,  fine  girls,  Christian  girls, 
who  were  determined  to  be  married  and 
who  thought  that  life  could  never  make 
them  happy  if  they  were  not.  Many  of 
them  married  out  of  God's  will,  and,  oh, 
the  spiritual  deadness  it  brought  them, 
and  sometimes  great  trouble.  Sorrow  and 
suffering  come  to  even  the  truest  of 
God's  children,  but  it  is  worse  when  we 
bring  it  on  ourselves  throvigh  self-will 
and  disobedience.  God  had  planned  for 
them  a  life  of  service  perhaps  of  a  differ- 
ent sort,  and  was  calling  them  to  it.  But 
they  would  not  hear  His  call  because  they 
thought  they  knew  what  they  wanted 
and  only  that  could  make  them  happy. 
They  are  still  God's  children,  but  they 
have  missed  His  best.  If  they  had  only 
waited  to  learn  His  will." 

Again  they  were  silent.  Then  Sally  Jo 
asked,  almost  timidly,  "What  does  that 
verse  mean,  where  Naomi  said  to  Ruth, 
'It  is  good  that  thou  go  out  with  his 
maidens,  that  they  meet  thee  not  in  any 
other  field'?  I  know  what  it  means  in 
the  story,  but  do  you  think  God  would 
use   that   verse  to  speak  to  me?" 

"He  might." 

"That  night  when  I  made  the  surrender 
of  my  life  to  God,  it  was  after  I  had 
heard  a  wonderful  sermon  on  Ruth,  and 
that  sentence  stood  out  as  though  it  were 
spoken  just  to  me.  I  have  never  been  able 
to  get  away  from  it,  and  sometimes  when 
I  think  of  Mr.  Barnett  those  words  come 
to  me,  'that  they  meet  thee  not  in  any 
other  field.'  Do  you  think  they  mean 
anything?" 

"I  think  it  likely  they  do.  In  Ruth's 
case  it  meant  staying  in  one  place,  God's 
place  for  her,  and  great  blessings  followed. 
With  you  it  may  mean  simply  staying 
in  the  center  of  God's  will,  not  wander- 
ing about  from  place  to  place  in  search 
of  your  own  ways  and  your  own  pleasures, 


but  staying  close  by  His  maidens,  His 
people,  and  looking  for  Him  to  bless  you 
there." 

"Does  it  mean  that  if  I  go  away  from 
where  God  means  me  to  be, — I  may  miss 
Dunstan  Perry?" 

"Nobody  but  God  can  answer  that, 
Sally  Jo.  I  don't  know  whether  He  intends 
Dunstan  Perry  for  you  or  not.  If  he  does, 
He  is  able  to  bring  him  to  you  from  the 
ends  of  the  earth.  And  He  will,  if  it  is 
for  your  highest  good  and  His  glory. 
You  asked  a  little  while  ago  whether  you 
should  keep  on  praying  for  Dunstan  or 
try  to  forget  him.  You  know  a  great  deal 
depends  on  your  motive." 

"My  motive  is  all  mixed  up.  I  do  want 
God  to  bless  him  and  use  him  and  keep 
him  always  true,  even  if  I  never  see  him 
again.  But  I  am  afraid  I  pray  for  him  most 
because  I  love  to  think  of  him.  And  I 
always   feel   nearer  to  God  when  I  do." 

Mrs.  Wilsie  laid  a  hand  tenderly  on  the 
girl's. 

"God  bless  you,  dear.  I  hope  it  may  be 
in  His  will  that  this  Dunstan  may  some 
day  come  back  to  you.  But  one  thing  I 
know,  God  wants  you  to  stay  in  the  center 
of  that  field  which  is  His  revealed  will 
for  you.  Other  fields  will  constantly 
beckon.  They  may  seem  to  offer  better 
gleaning,  greener  pasture,  brighter  flow- 
ers, but  for  the  true  child  of  God  there 
is  one  spot,  one  field,  in  which  to  live 
and  glean,  and  that  is  in  His  will.  'That 
ye  may  prove  what  is  that  good,  and 
acceptable,  and  perfect,  will  of  God.' " 
Her  hand  closed  tightly  over  Sally  Jo's. 

"That  is  a  beautiful  life  motto  for  a 
young  girl,"  she  went  on.  "  'See  that  they 
meet  thee  not  in  any  other  field.'  If  God's 
children  would  only  stay  in  His  place  for 
them,  let  Him  manifest  His  love  for  them 
there,  instead  of  wandering  far  into  the 
fields  of  the  world  and  of  pleasure,  if 
not  sin,  how  much  they  would  be  saved 
from  and  how  much  more  they  would 
glorify  their  heavenly  Father.' 

"Yes,"  Sally  Jo  murmured,  and  both 
were  quiet.  "If  only  we  could  see  it  all 
beforehand,"   she   sighed. 

"That    we    never   can." 

They  talked  on  until  Mrs.  Wilsie  had 
to  leave  to  keep  an  appointment,  and  they 
slowly  made  their  way  back  to  the  camp. 

"I  can  never  tell  you,  Mrs.  Wilsie," 
Sally  Jo  exclaimed  impulsively  as  they 
reached  the  path  where  they  must  part, 
"how  it  has  helped  me  just  to  talk  to  you. 
I  am  still  puzzled  about  some  things,  but 
I  know  now  that  I  want  God's  will  for 
my   life,   whatever   that   may   be." 

"God  bless  you,  dear.  He  will  make  it 
all  plain  to  you  as  you  go  on,  and  like 
Ruth  of  old,  you  will  find  your  reward 
in  His  place  of  service.  'See  that  they 
meet  thee  not  in  any  other  field,'  "  she 
finished  with  a  smile. 

(To  be  continued) 
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Hymn   Stories 

(Continued  from  page  27) 
through  poetic  eyes.  Who  otherwise  would 
have  thought  of  songs  for  Chautauqua 
and  called  upon  a  poet  to  write  them? 
Doctor  Vincent  found  in  Mary  A.  Lath- 
bury  a  poetess  who  could  compose  fitting 
verses  for  the  expression  of  the  Chautau- 
qua  spirit." 

In  188  5  she  was  the  founder  of  the 
Look-up  Legion,  based  on  the  motto  of 
the  Henry  Wadsworth  Club  in  Edward 
Everett  Hale's  "Ten  Times  One  Is  Ten." 
In  187  5  she  wrote  her  first  song  for 
Chautauqua,  and  in  1877  penned  this 
hymn  as  a  study  song  for  the  Normal 
Classes  at  Chautauqua.  "Beside  the  sea" 
suggests  the  place,  and  "the  bread  of  life" 
the  purpose,  of  their  Bible  study. 

State  Superintendents  of  Sunday 
Schools  and  Y.   P.   E's 

ALABAMA:  T.  G.  Pearson,  Box  97,  Pratt  City, 
Ala. 

ARIZONA,  CALIFORNIA,  NEVADA:  Elmer 
Boyd     4  30?    Morton    Road,    Lynwood.   Calif. 

CONNECTICUT,  NEW  JERSEY,  PENNSYL- 
VANIA, RHODE  ISLAND:  D.  N.  Lylcens,  Rt.  2, 
Williamsburg,    Pa. 

FLORIDA:  Lewis  Willis,  Box  844,  Avon  Park, 
Fla. 

GEORGIA:    Roy   Douglas,    Box    782,    Macon,    Ga. 

IOWA.  NEBRASKA:  Mrs.  J.  L.  Goins,  327  N. 
First   St.,    Oskaloosa,    Iowa. 

ILLINOIS:  Leonard  Newton.  501  S.  McClelland 
St..   W.   Frankfort,   111. 

KENTUCKY:     Cecil     Bridges.     146     Cotter    Ave., 

LOUISIANA:  Mr.  La.r  Balls.  3  302  Palk  St., 
Monroe,    La. 

MAINE,  NEW  HAMPSHIRE,  VERMONT,  and 
MASSACHUSETTS,  Joel  D.  Brown,  83  Conz  St., 
Augusta,    Me. 

MARYLAND.  DELAWARE,  WASHINGTON, 
D.  C,  EAST  VIRGINIA:  Alva  Mae  McClure,  607 
South   St.,    Easton,   Md. 

MISSISSIPPI:  Arlie  M.  Dorman,  1108  River 
Ave..     Hattiesburg,    Miss. 

MISSOURI:  Raymond  E.  Hall,  Valles  Mines, 
Mo. 

MINNESOTA.  WISCONSIN:  Violette  M.  Olson, 
Box   486.   Herman,   Minn. 

MONTANA:   William  Pospisil,  Denton,  Mont. 

MICHIGAN:  Mae  Corey,  1247  Clairmount,  De- 
troit,    Mich. 

N.  CAROLINA:  Ralph  Williams,  Box  2581, 
Charlotte,    N.    C. 

OHIO:  Wiley  W.  Miller,  209  Cereal  Ave., 
Hamilton,    Ohio. 

OKLAHOMA:  Archie  F.  McWilliams.  Box  1036, 
Maud.    Okla. 

S.    CAROLINA.      Wm.     P.     Stallings,      Box     804, 

SOUTH  DAKOTA:  A.  H  Thompson,  Gettys- 
burg,   S.    Dak. 

TENNESSEE:  C.  J.  Hindmon,  2220  Magnolia 
Ave.,    Cleveland.    Tenn. 

VIRGINIA,  Fatie  Atkinson,  Pulaski,  Va. 

W    VIRGINIA:   Pearl  Stark,  Beckley,  W.  Va. 

Notice 

State  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School  su- 
perintendents, please  write  us  a  card,  giv- 
ing your  name  and  address. 

WANTED!    WANTED!    WANTED! 

Boys  and  girls,  men  and  women  to  es- 
tablish paper  routes.  If  you  are  inter- 
ested, please  write  a  description  of  your- 
self, or  send  photograph,  and  have  your 
pastor  recommend  you.  Then  we  will  send 
you  instructions  for  your  work.  Who  will 
be  the  first  to  apply?  You  can  make  good 
money  at  this,  if  you  give  full  time.  If 
you  work  spare  hours,  you  will  be  sur- 
prised what  you  can  do.  This  work  must 
be  confined  to  new  fields  where  the  paper 
has  never  gone,  and  with  your  first  order 
of  fifty  papers  we  will  send  you  twenty- 


five  free  copies  with  which  to  start  your 
work. 

THE  VICTORY  TO  WIN,  suggested 
national  song  for  Y.  P.  E.,  is  found  in 
Songs  of  Prayer  and  Praise.  Order  from 
the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House. 

Silver  Lining 

A  book  of  5  7  beautiful  poems.  An  in- 
expensive gift  for  your  friend.  Price  2  5c. 
Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  290  5  Park- 
er St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

*********************  *>**»«.* 

MOUNTAIN  PEAKS  OF 

EXPERIENCE 

or 

THE  STORY  OF  MY  LIFE 

The  price  of  this  book  has  been 

reduced   to    25c.     Please    send   for 

your  copy  now. — Editor. 

*********»»»*»»»»»»**»»,«■)«.»»» 

Contestants  For  Bible  School 
Scholarship 

Herman    Clark,    Jr..    Sevierville,    Tenn. 
Doris  Parrish,    1059  33rd  Ave.,  Tampa,  Fla. 
Carroll   James,   Rt.    2,   Box   91,   Forrest  City,   Ark. 
Clyde    Case,    7    Pelger    St.,    Monoghan    Mill,    Green- 
ville,   S.    C. 
George    Campbell.    Steelville,    Mo. 
Ralph    E.    Williams,    Box    2581,    Charlotte,    N.    C. 


New  Gideons 

Brince   Laird,   Brookhaven,   Miss. 

Ellen    Mulle,    Caruthersville,    Mo. 

Mrs.    Pauline    Myrick,    West    Monroe,    La. 

Violet     Edwards.     Whitwell,     Tenn. 

Mrs.    Grady   L.    Campbell,    Avon   Park,   Fla. 

Mrs.     Frank     Taylor,     Demorest,     Ga. 

Norma    Cornwell,    Port    Huron,    Mich. 

Mrs.     Lore.ta    Morton,    Pinson,    Ala. 

Rachel     Browning.     Johnson     City,     Tenn. 

Mrs.    Rosie    Severt,    Jeffery,    W.    Va. 

Edith    Young,    Bessemer.    Ala. 

Gertrude   Caskins,    Lake   City,    S.   C. 

Mrs.    A.    P.    Anderson,    Potosi,    Mo. 

Anna    Milkrouick,    Pinsonfork,     Ky. 

Willie    Stasell,    Pickens,    S.    C. 

Oveland     Rogers,    Bastain,    Va. 

Mrs.    Lloyd    Ellington,    Irvine,    Ky. 

Olga     Skaggs,     Potosi,     Mo. 

B.     F.     Hill.     Lavonia,     Ga. 

Mrs.    Deaton    Smith,    Beckley,    W.    Va. 

Mrs.     Ada    Anderson,    Bonifay,     Fla. 

Frances    Cheek,    Swainsboro,    Ga. 

Mrs.     Ulysses    Wilson,     Daisy,     Tenn. 

Alma    Jennings,    Berea,    Ky. 

Orene    Osburn,     Talladega,     Ala. 

Mrs.    Florence    Messer,    Fyffe,    Ala. 

Carl     Henry.     Clayton,     Ga. 

Payne    Weeks,     Jesup,     Ga. 

Ruth    Stephens,    Artssia,    N.    Mex. 

Mrs.     Perry    Cline,    S-atesville,     N.    C. 

Ruby     Wilson,     Signal     Mm.,     Tenn. 

Miss    Mary    Lee    Miller,    Taylorsville,    N.    C. 

Mrs.    Nora    Carpenter,    Forkridge,    Tenn. 

James     Thompson,     Shelbyville,     Tenn. 

J.     E.     Faglier,     Augusta,     Ga. 

Mrs.     Myrtle     Mullen,     Indianola,     Miss. 

E.  C.   Martin.  Closolint.   Ky. 

Maurice    Justice.     East    St.     Louis,    111. 

Imogcne     Vowell,     Doddsville,     Miss. 

Roy     Head,      Elizabethton,     Tenn. 

Mrs.    J.    E.     McCullough,    Harrisburg,    Pa. 

Delia    Steagall,    Inkster,    Mich. 

Mary    Clair    Neeley,    Pine    Buff,    Ark. 

Mrs.     Ora     Sanders,     Covin,     Ala. 

Mrs.    Zona    Thomason,    Oneonta.    Ala. 

W.    A.    Williams.    Pangburn,    Ark. 

Louise     Anderson,     Kennesaw,     Ga. 

Mrs.     James     R.     Brown,     Marietta,     Ga. 

H.    H.    Marhis.    Broxton,    Ga. 

Mrs.    Wilson    Sharp,    Meadville,    Miss. 

Willie    Bowman.    W.     Durham,    N.    C. 

Mrs.     J.     W.     Clevenger,     Enoree,     S.     C. 

J.    W.    Vance,    Holden,    W.    Va. 

Mrs.    M.    T.    Preece,    Louisa,    Ky. 

Mrs.    Duiam    Campbell,    Mullins,    S.    C. 

Mrs.    Archie    Carlisle,    Chattanooga,    Tenn. 

Mary    Lillian    Baxley,    Dillon,    S.    C. 

Mrs.     Lily     Mae     Livingston,     Montgomery,     Ala. 

Ruby     Bryant,     Rac'ne,     Ohio 

Thelma     Norris,     Beattyville,     Ky. 

Mrs.    G.    E.    Van    Vlake,    Georgetown,    S.    C. 

Johnson     Dozier,     Eudora,     Ark. 


Va. 


S.  C. 

Mont. 


Esther    Cornelia     Hastings,     Richmond,     Va. 

Lou.se    Curdin.    Ch.llicothe,     Mo. 

Ed.th     Richards.     Williamstown,    W 

Leonard     Henry,     Soddy,     Tenn. 

Fannie     B.     Freeman,     Rome.     Ga. 

James    Beaty.    Smithfield.    N.    C. 

T.    A.     R, chard,    Daisy,    Tenn. 

Mrs.    Mae    Spurlock.    Benne  tsville 

Mrs.     Preston     Sanders.     Billings, 

Luther    Best,     Milan,     Ga. 

Mrs.    M.    E.    Crank.    New    Castle,    Ind. 

Mrs.    John    H.    Hall,    Hartsville,    S.    C. 

Mrs.    Florence   Crane.   K:mberly.    Ala. 

Gene   Smallwood,    Mt.    Hope,   W.    Va. 

To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  *t.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  on* 
of  the  number  who  is  going  to  put  THE  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?  Read 
the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 


"FOR   HIS  GLORY" 

A  play  written  by  Mrs.  K.  E.  Cobb  in 
the  interest  of  missions.  This  play  was 
written  from  the  story,  "For  His  Glory," 
which  has  been  published  by  request  in 
two  issues  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  You 
will  like  this  play.  Price  2  5c. 

A  Kinsman  Prayed 

There  had  been  the  death  of  a  near 
relative.  The  kinsman  longed  to  attend 
the  funeral  service  in  a  distant  town,  but 
money  was  scarce,  for  the  depression  had 
hit  hard.  But  in  answer  to  prayer  a  friend 
said,  "We  want  to  send  you  to  their  com- 
fort in  the  place  of  flowers  that  we  would 
have  sent." 

PLAYS 


HOME  SCENES 
By  the  Editor 


THE  UNBROKEN  CIRCLE 
By  E.  E.  Coleman 


A  SEARCH  IN  VAIN 
By  Verlene  McCay 

Order  from  Lighted  Pathway,  Cleve-- 
land,  Tenn.   Price  25c  each. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


S>  Glints  of  Knowledge         S> 


Nineteen  hundred  and  forty-one 
greets  the  young  people  of  the  Church  of 
God,  and  the  Lighted  Pathway  desires  to 
bring  joyous  greetings  for  the  New  Year 
to  the  young  people  of  the  30,000  homes 
that  the  Lighted  Pathway  visits.  We 
most  heartily  thank  you  for  your  generous 
support  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  for 
your  suggestions   and  criticisms. 

Prominent  church  men  of  other  de- 
nominations are  pronouncing  the  Lighted 
Pathway  the  best  young  people's  journal 
in  America. 

World's  Wealthiest  Street 

Three  thousand  millionaires  live  on 
Park  Avenue,  New  York  City,  on  a 
three-mile  stretch,  between  Thirty-fourth 
and  Ninety-sixth  Streets.  There  are  about 
4,000  families  of  these  and  other  wealthy 
persons,  or  about  16,000  persons.  They 
keep  about  1,200  merchants  near  the 
avenue  busy.  The  annual  income  of  a 
Park  Avenue  family,  deducting  savings 
and  investments,  is  more  than  $100,000 
a  year,  the  Park  Avenue  Association  tells 
us.  This  year  these  residents  will  spend 
$280,000,000,  or  $70,000  a  family.  The 
women  and  daughters  will  spend  $85,- 
000,000  for  clothes,  the  fathers  and  sons 
about  $18,000,000.  Their  outlay  for  rent 
and  furnishings  will  amount  to  about 
$15,000  a  family;  for  food,  $8,000;  for 
jewelry  and  ornaments,  $4,000.  Park 
Avenue  spends  about  $15,000,000  yearly 
for  travel,  $10,000,000  for  flowers,  can- 
dy, and  gifts,  and  $5,000,000  for  charity. 
It  is  an  expensive  street  to  live  on. — 
Capper's  Weekly. 

A  great  religious  journal  editorially 
states:  The  laudable  desire  on  the  part  of 
promotional  workers  to  augment  the  giv- 
ing of  church  people  ought  to  be  tem- 
pered with  an  understanding  that  the 
present  fiscal  policy  of  the  country  as  a 
whole  is  rapidly  tending  to  absorb  a  large 
measure  of  the  energies  of  the  people  in 
the  business  of  debt  bearing.  Church  in- 
comes dropped  from  over  $800,000,000 
in  1926  to  $500,000,000  in  1936.  Hidden 
taxes  rose  from  one  and  a  quarter  billion 
dollars  in  1926  to  four  and  one-quarter 
billion  dollars  in  the  fiscal  year  ending 
June  30,  1940.  A  public  debt  of  more 
than  sixty  billion  dollars  is  envisaged  for 
June  30,  1944,  on  which  interest  must 
be  paid.  Eighty-five  per  cent  of  national 
income  comes  from  wages  and  fifteen 
per  cent  from  investments.  The  ten  mil- 
lion recipients  of  relief  will  be  a  perennial 
charge  on  national  income,  for  no  plan 
has  yet  been  devised  to  remove  this  total 
from  the  relief  rolls.  Unhappily,  public 
relief,  debt  economy,  social  security  and 


other  popular  movements  do  not  beget 
stewardship,  the  disposition  to  sacrifice, 
or  the  spirit  of  philanthropy,  but  rather 
the  opposite. 

The  Japanese  army  authorities  in  China 
have  practically  forbidden  sectarian  work 
in  the  occupied  areas.  No  new  sectarian 
churches  will  be  permitted  to  open,  even 
for  Japanese  Christians.  The  denomina- 
tional names  must  be  dropped,  and  the 
churches  be  called  Japanese  Christian 
churches. — The   United  Presbyterian. 

The  menace  of  Mussolini's  agents  in 
America  is  graphically  exposed  in  Italian- 
Fascist  Activities  in  the  United  States,  a 
detailed  factual  pamphlet,  by  Professor 
Gaetano  Salvemini,  just  issued. 

According  to  Professor  Salvemini,  five 
per  cent  of  the  4,000,00  Italian-American 
residents  in  the  United  States  are  out  and 
out  Fascists,  and  thirty-five  per  cent  are 
"people  with  a  mentality  which  has  not 
yet  clearly  become  Fascist  and  anti- 
Democratic,  but  which  might  crystallize 
at  the  first  emergency."  He  significantly 
points  out  that  only  ten  per  cent  are 
definitely  anti-Fascist  and  that  the  other 
fifty  per  cent — indifferent  for  the  most 
part — are  constantly  being  influenced 
and  "propagandized"  by  Mussolini's 
agents.  He  charged  that  the  staff  of  the 
Italian  Embassy  and  the  Italian  consuls 
have  grown  busier  every  year  organizing 
Fascist  activities  through  the  radio,  news- 
papers,  schools,   clubs,   churches,  etc. 

A  Jesuit  paper  published,  a  Lutheran 
paper  copied,  a  Presbyterian  paper  re- 
peated it,  and  now  we  give  it  to  the 
Lighted  Pathway. 

"A  dog's  life"  is  coming  to  have  a  dif- 
ferent meaning — for  some  dogs.  The 
Jesuit  Seminary  (spring  issue,  1940)  is 
responsible  for  the  statement  that  $150,- 


An   Explanation 

It  seems  that  there  has  been  some 
opposition  to  some  things  pub- 
lished on  the  Glints  of  Knowledge 
Page.  We  are  very  sorry  if  we  have 
offended.  We  want  to  say  that  no 
reference  made  to  any  nationality 
has  included  Christian  people.  Our 
Christ  knows  no  racial  lines.  All  are 
the  same  in  His  sight  and  we  be- 
lieve this  is  true  with  all  people  who 
believe  in  Christ  and  strive  to  do 
His  will.  However,  our  Church  and 
the  Lighted  Pathway  believe  in  and 
stand  for  true  patriotism. — Ed. 


000,000  is  the  amout  of  the  annual  sale 
of  pedigreed  dogs  and  $600,000,000  is 
spent  for  their  upkeep.  These  figures  ap- 
ply solely  within  the  limits  of  the  1,13  5,- 
000  canines  registered  by  the  American 
Kennel  Club,  whose  aggregate  value  is 
placed  above  $5  00,000,000.  For  this  select 
canine  class  one  department  store  offers 
ninety  different  styles  of  garb;  "a  sports 
store  advertises  capes,  woven  jackets, 
leather  mittens,  fur-lined  galoshes,  soaps, 
tonics,  shampoos,  perfumes,  nail  polishes, 
nail  nippers  and  anti-halitosis  prepara- 
tions." 

Warden  E.  Laws  of  Sing  Sing  prison 
says  that  in  193  7  of  the  1,412  prisoners  in 
Sing  Sing  only  three  said  they  had  no  re- 
ligion, that  the  warden  said:  Were  I  a 
responsible  religious  leader,  I  would  not 
be  content  with  the  fact  that  religion 
boasts  of  over  232,000  church  edifices 
throughout  these  United  States.  I  would 
be  deeply  concerned  with  the  fact  that 
most  of  them  are  unable  to  fill  their 
pews.  I  would  worry  considerably  about 
the  17,000,000  children  and  youths  of 
America  who  are  without  direct  church 
affiliation.  I  would  be  distressed  over  the 
growing  apathy  toward  church  among 
young  and  old.  I  would  be  ashamed  to  ad- 
mit that  the  church  plays  so  little  a  part 
in  the  lives  of  millions  of  adolescents  as 
to  leave  them  barren  of  spiritual  develop- 
ment. And  I  would  plead  guilty  to  a  lack 
of  vision  which  sets  the  church  aloof  and 
indifferent  to  social  and  economic  cur- 
rents which  lash  at  the  human  mind  and 
heart  in  swirling  orgies  of  hunger  and 
want  and  death  and  destruction. 

A  paper  called  the  Gospel  Minister 
says:  Frank  Gaebelein  is  reported  to  have 
said  that  of  the  49,000,000  young  people 
of  the  United  States,  36,000,000  have 
never  set  foot  inside  of  a  church.  A 
questionnaire  sent  to  5  5,000  children  of 
school  age  in  New  York  indicates  that 
16,000  of  them  never  heard  of  the  Ten 
Commandments. 

Wars  of  the  twentieth  century  have 
reached  a  total  eight  times  greater  than 
all  the  wars  of  the  preceding  centuries, 
according  to  a  statement  credited  to 
Professor  Pitirim  A.  Sorokin,  chief  soci- 
ologist of  Harvard.  An  analysis  of  nine 
hundred  and  two  wars  and  sixteen  hun- 
dred and  fifteen  internal  disturbances  of 
the  last  twenty-five  hundred  years,  he 
claims,  shows  that  the  man  of  the  thir- 
teenth century  had  six  thousand  five 
hundred  more  chances  to  die  peacefully 
in  bed  than  has  the  man  of  the  twentieth 
century. — New  Orleans  Christian  Advo- 
cate. 


A*  HAPPY  *  NEW  *  YEAR 


1U  Old  —  *JU  Hem 


Katie  V.  Hall 


The  bells  are  sounding  out  their  knell; 
Of  passing  days  and  death  they  tell — 
A  story  told  and  knoivn  so  well, 
Of  the  old  Old  Year. 

Our  thoughts  run  back  along  the  year, 
We  think  of  friends  and  loved  ones  dear, 
Remembering  now  their  words  of  cheer, 
Through  the  good  Old  Year. 

We  think  of  things  ive  might  have  done 
While  passing  on  from  sun  to  sun, 
Some  victories  we  might  have  won 
In  the  same  Old  Year. 

But  now  'tis  gone  beyond  recall, 
That  year,  a  precious  boon  to  all, 
Though  sorrow  caused  our  tears  to  fall 
In  that  past  Old  Year. 

But  bells  are  ringing;  don't  you  hear? 
The  Neiv  Year  bells  so  full  of  cheer; 
They  banish  sadness,  doubt  and  fear  — 
Hail  the  glad  New  Year! 


A  year  untried  is  ours  today, 
Oh,  let  us  walk  the  heavenly  way 
That  leads  to  everlasting  day, 
Through  this  glad  Neiv  Year. 

A  word  of  kindness  here  and  there, 
A  song  of  hope,  and  earnest  prayer, 
All  these  are  blessings  we  loill  share 
In  this  bright  New  Year. 

0  bells,  ring  on,  ring  loud  and  long, 
Our  hearts  are  full  of  joy  and  song ; 
We'll  bear  salvation's  news  along 
Through  this  blest  New  Year. 

Glad  news!  glad  news!  Christ  saves  from  sin; 
Come,  come  today,  He'll  take  you  in; 
He'll  give  you  grace  to  fight  and  win 
In  this  glad  New  Year. 

When  bells  ring  out  the  last  Old  Year, 
When  in  His  presence  we  appear, 
We'll  shout  in  voices  sweet  and  clear 
Through  one  Eternal  Year. 

— The  Olive  Branch. 
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My   BlUe   and  9 

We've  traveled  together,  my  Bible  and  I, 
Through  all  kinds  of  weather,  with  laugh  or  with 

sigh, 
In  sorrow  or  sunshine,  in  tempest  or  calm, 
Thy   friendship    unchanging,    my    lamp   and    my 

psalm! 

We've  traveled  together,  my  Bible  and  I, 

When  life  has  grown  weary,  and  death  e'en  was 

nigh: 
And  all  through  the  darkness  of  mist  or  of  wrong 
I  found  thee  a  solace,  a  prayer  or  a  song! 

So  now  who  shall  part  us,  my  Bible  and  I? 
Shall   isms  or  schisms  or  "new  lights"  who  try? 
Shall    shadow   for  substance  or  stone   for  good 

bread 
Supplant  thy  sound  wisdom,  give  folly  instead? 

Ah,  no!  my  dear  Bible,  exponent  of  light! 
Thou  sword  of  the  Spirit,  put  error  to  flight, 
And   still    through    life's   journey,   until    my   last 

sigh, 
We'll  travel  together    my  Bible  and  I! 

— Selected. 


PHOTO' Philip  Gendreau.N.Y. 


^%  Ward  ijfrji -.  jCigfef  unto  miflMh 


Alda    B.    Harrison 
Editor 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

On  our  cover  page  you  will  get  a 
glimpse  of  the  outstanding  thought 
which  our  paper  carries  with  it  this 
month,  the  Bible,  which  is  the  Word  of 
God.  Why  should  we 
not  give  special  em- 
phasis to  the  source 
from  which  all  our 
blessings  have  come? 
And  doesn't  it  seem 
strange  that  people 
will  reject  the  very 
thing  that  has 
brought  prosperity  to 
our  country  and  giv- 
en us  every  good 
thought  that  is  in  the 
world  today? 

Our  poem  on  this 
page  tells  us  how  to 
use  these  good  thoughts.  Many  of  our 
boys  and  girls  are  puzzled  and  perplexed 
about  spiritual  truths  and  do  not  know 
what  to  do  or  which  way  to  turn.  Thou- 
sands are  turning  from  the  Word  of  God 
and  going  the  way  of  the  world  because 
they  cannot  understand.  The  only  thing 
I  know  to  do  is  to  "call  back"  and  ted 
them  what  it  has  done  for  us  and  for  the 
world.  John  Adams,  second  president  of 
the  United  States,  calls  back  from  the 
past  and  tells  what  he  thinks  about  it. 
"Suppose  a  nation  in  some  distant  region 
should  take  the  Bible  for  its  only  law 
book,  and  every  member  should  regulate 
his  conduct  by  the  precepts  there  ex- 
hibited. Every  member  would  be  obliged 
in  conscience  to  temperance  and  frugal- 
ity and  industry,  to  justice  and  kindness 
and  charity  toward  his  fellow  men,  and 
to  piety,  love,  and  reverence  toward  al- 
mighty God.  In  this  commonwealth  no 
man  would  impair  his  health  by  glut- 
tony, drunkenness,  or 
lust;  no  man  would  sacri- 
fice his  precious  time  to 
cards  or  any  other  trifling 
or  mean  amusement;  no 
man  would  steal  or  lie,  or 
in  any  way  defraud  his 
neighbor,  but  would  live 
in  peace  and  good  will 
with  all  men;  no  man 
would  blaspheme  his  Mak- 
er or  profane  His  worship; 
but  a  rational,  manly, 
sincere,  and  unaffected 
piety  and  devotion  would 
reign  in  all  hearts." 

T.  Dewitt  Talmage  calls 
back  to  say,  "It  seems  as  if 
to  the  feet  of  the  sacred 
writers  the  mountains  had 
brought     all     their     gems, 


and  the  seas  all  their  pearls,  and  the  gar- 
dens all  their  frankincense,  and  the  spring 
all  its  blossoms,  and  the  harvests  all  their 
wealth,  and  heaven  all  its  glory,  and 
eternity  all  its  stupendous  realities;  and 
that  since  then,  poets  and  orators  and 
painters  have  been  drinking  from  an  ex- 
hausted fountain  and  searching  for  dia- 
monds amid  realms  utterly  rifled  and  ran- 
sacked." 

Oh!  this  Book  is  the  hive  of  all  sweet- 
ness, the  armory  of  all  well-tempered 
weapons,  the  tower  containing  the  crown 
jewels  of  the  universe,  the  lamp  that 
kindles  all  other  lights,  the  home  of  all 
majesties  and  splendor,  the  stepping-stone 
on  which  heaven  stoops  to  kiss  the  earth 
with  its  glories,  the  marriage  ring  which 
unites  the  celestial  and  terrestrial,  while 
all  the  clustering  white-robed  multitudes 
of  the  sky  stand  round  to  rejoice  at  the 
nuptials. 

The  Book  is  the  wreath  into  which  are 
twisted  all  garlands;  the  song  into  which 
hath  struck  all  harmonies;  the  river  of 
light  into  which  hath  poured  all  the  great 
tides  of  hallelujahs;  the  firmament  in 
which  all  suns  and  moons  and  stars  and 
constellations  and  universes  and  galaxies 
and  eternities  wheel  and  blaze  and  tri- 
umph. 

Bishop  Whipple  has  called  back  to  say, 
"I  have  read  every  book  I  can  find  which 
assails  the  religion  of  Jesus  Christ,  and  I 
should  have  become  an  infidel  had  it  not 
been  for  three  things: 

"1.  I  am  a  man.  I  am  going  somewhere. 
Tonight  I  am  a  day  nearer  the  grave  than 
I  was  last  night.  I  have  read  all  such 
books  can  tell  me.  They  shed  not  one 
solitary  ray  of  hope  or  light  upon  the 
darkness.  They  shall  not  take  away  the 
guide,  and  leave  me  stone  blind. 

"2.  I  had  a  mother.  I  saw  her  go  down 

CALL  BACK 


If  you  have  gone  a  little  way  ahead  of  me,  call  back — 
'Twill  cheer  my  heart  and  help  my  feet  along  the  stony  track; 
And,  if  perchance,  faith's  light  is  dim,  because  the  oil  is  low, 
Your  call  will  guide  my  lagging  course  as  wearily  I  go. 

Call  back,  and  tell  me  that  Christ  went  with  you  into  the  storm; 
Call  back,  and  say  He  kept  you  when  the  forest's  roots  were  torn; 
That  when  the  heavens  thundered  and  the  earthquake  shook  the  bill, 
He  bore  you  up  and  held  you  where  the  very  air  was  still. 

O  friend,  call  back,  and  tell  me,  for  I  cannot  see  your  face; 
They  say  it  glows  with  triumph  as  you  run  your  Christian  race; 
But  there  are  mists  between  us  and  my  spirit  eyes  are  dim, 
And  I  cannot  see  the  glory,  though  I  long  for  word  of  Him. 

But  if  you'll  say  He  heard  you  when  your  prayer  was  but  a  cry, 
And  if  you'll  say  He  saw  you  through  the  night's  sin-darkened  sky; 
If  you  have  gone  a  little  way  ahead,  O  friend,  call  back — 
'Twill  cheer  my  heart  and  help  my  feet  along  the  stony  track. — Sel. 


into  the  dark  valley  where  I  am  going  and 
she  leaned  upon  an  Unseen  Arm  as  calmly 
as  a  child  goes  to  sleep  on  the  breast  of  its 
mother.  I  know  that  was  not  a  dream. 

"3.  I  have  three  motherless  daughters," 
and  he  said  it  with  tears  in  his  eyes.  "They 
have  no  protector  but  myself.  I  would 
rather  kill  them  than  leave  them  in  this 
sinful  world  if  you  blot  out  from  it  all 
the  teachings  of  the  Gospel." — Sel. 

Here  are  others  who  have  called  back 
down  the  years  to  tell  us  what  the  Bible 
meant  in  their  time.  Daniel  Webster  tells 
us  how  to  have  a  prosperous  country.  "If 
we  abide  by  the  principles  taught  in  the 
Bible,  our  country  will  go  on  prosper- 
ing, but  if  we  and  our  posterity  neglect 
its  instruction  and  authority,  no  man  can 
tell  how  sudden  a  catastrophe  may  over- 
whelm us  and  bury  us  and  our  glory  in 
profound  obscurity." 

Dr.  Wm.  Lyon  Phelps,  noted  educator 
says,  "I  thoroughly  believe  in  a  university 
education  for  both  men  and  women;  but 
I  believe  a  knowledge  of  the  Bible  with- 
out a  college  education  is  more  valuable 
than  a  college  course  without  the  Bible." 
Dr.  Schurman,  president  of  Cornell 
University  says,  "The  Bible  is  the  most 
valuable  document  in  English  literature. 
No  man  can  be  called  an  uneducated  man 
who  knows  his  Bible  and  no  man  can  be 
called  an  educated  man  who  does  not 
know  his  Bible." 

Abraham  Lincoln  says,  "I  am  profit- 
ably engaged  in  reading  the  Bible.  Take 
all  of  this  Book  upon  reason  that  you  can 
and  the  balance  by  faith  and  you  will  live 
and  die  a  better  man." 

Theodore  Roosevelt  says,  "Almost  ev- 
ery man  who  has,  by  his  life  work,  added 
to  the  sum  of  human  achievements  of 
which  the  race  is  proud,  almost  every 
such  man  has  based  his  life  work  largely 
upon  the  teachings  of  the 
Bible." 

Woodrow  Wilson  says, 
"A  man  has  deprived  him- 
self of  the  best  there  is  in 
the  world  who  has  de- 
prived himself  of  a  knowl- 
edge of  the  Bible." 

Lord  Roberts,  "You 
will  find  in  this  Book 
guidance  when  you  are  in 
health,  comfort  when  you 
are  in  sickness  and 
strength  when  you  are  in 
adversity." 

Jean  Jacques  Rosseau, 
French  philosopher  and 
author,  "I  must  confess  to 
you  that  the  majesty  of 
the  scriptures  astonishes 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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(Continued  From  Last  Month) 

"Sally  Jo!  Sally  Jo!" 

It  was  only  a  whisper  in  the  dark,  but 
Sally  Jo  slid  out  of  bed  and  pulled  into 
her  clothes,  and  in  five  minutes  she  and 
Nell  were  tiptoeing  down  the  path  away 
from   the  shack. 

Other  silent  figures  appeared  from 
here  and  there,  until  the  leader  counted 
fourteen. 

"There  were  fifteen,"  she  said.  "Who 
was  the  other  one?" 

"I   know.   It   was   Bess   Duncan." 

"She's  away  out  in  the  meadow.  Shall 
we  wait  for  her,  or  will  one  of  you  go 
and   see   if   she   is   coming?" 

"I  know  her  tent.  I'll  go  see,"  an- 
swered one  of  the  girls,  and  ran  swiftly 
up  the  path. 

It  was  getting  lighter  now,  and  in  a 
few  minutes  they  saw  the  two  girls  com- 
ing. 

"Let's  go,"  announced  the  leader,  and 
the  group  started  to  walk  rapidly  out  to 
the   Rim   to  watch   the   sun   rise. 

The  stars  had  faded  from  view,  as  the 
pink  and  gold  in  the  eastern  sky  mounted 
higher  and  higher.  Almost  in  silence  they 
watched  the  sun  peeping  over  the  far 
horizon.  Its  first  rays  touched  the 
mountain  top  where  they  stood,  while  the 
great  valley  at  their  feet  seemed  to  be 
lying  still  in  the  shadow  of  receding 
night.  With  amazing  swiftness  the  sun 
rose  high,  and  the  day  had  come. 

They  were  far  from  camp  and  there 
was  no  need  for  silence  now. 

"Bess  Duncan,  what  made  you  late? 
I  never  knew  you  to  be  late  before," 
called  someone. 

"I'll  tell  you.  Listen  all!"  She  struck 
an  attitude,  and  posed  dramatically.  "Be- 
hold, I  tell  thee  a  tale  that  will  freeze 
thy  young  blood — apologies  to  Shake- 
speare!— and  make  every  hair  on  thy  head 
to  stand  straight  up  and  apart  from  its 
fellows." 

"Some  job  with  mine!"  Nell  shook  her 
tangled  mane. 

"Go  on  with  your  tale." 
"We    will    listen,    but    remember    that 
we  have   a  hike  yet  to  be  accomplished 
before    the    breakfast    bell.    So    proceed, 
story-teller." 

"As  I  slumbered  and  slept  all  alone  in 
my  tent  last  night,  far  out  on  the  farthest 


edge  of  civilization  where  I  love  so  much 
to  be,  I  was  suddenly  aroused  from  my 
happy  dream  to  realize  that  there  was 
another  presence  in  the  tent.  My  eyes 
opened  wide  and  wider  still.  I  wiggled 
my  toes  and  wobbled  my  elbows  to  make 
sure  I  was  awake  and  not  dreaming,  for 
there  by  my  bed  stood  a  tall  strange  form, 
half  in  the  tent  and  half  outside.  It 
leaned  over  nearer  to  me.  I  could  see  its 
dim  outline  against  the  starlit  sky,  for 
the  flap  of  my  tent  stood  hospitably 
open.  Slowly  it  moved  nearer  and  nearer! 
I  was  petrified!  My  very  toes  refused  to 
wiggle  or  my  elbows  to  wobble.  I  lay 
there  like  a  log  in  a  bog,  like  a  boulder 
on  the  mountain,  like  a  frozen  bay  in  a 
land-locked  harbor." 

"Good  night!   Stop  your  nonsense  and 
tell  us  what  it  was." 


Moody  Monthly  says:  "The  au- 
thor of  'Under  Whose  Wings'  has 
provided  an  even  better  volume 
which  carries  the  same  message  of 
God's  guiding  hand  in  the  making 

of  life  decisions Should  be 

read  by  all  young  people." 

King's  Business  says:  "Not  many 
masters  of  fiction  are  willing  to 
limit  their  writings  to  a  Christian 
type.  Zenobia  Bird  has  chosen  this 
enviable  restriction  of  her  work, 
and  the  result  has  been  an  eager 
acceptance  of  all  her  books." 


"I  opened  my  mouth  to  scream,  but 
no   sound   came    forth." 

"For  goodness'  sake!  We'll  make  you 
open  your  mouth  and  scream  too,  if  you 
don't  hurry  up." 

"As  I  lay  there,  shaking  with  ter- 
ror,  " 

"I  thought  you  said  you  couldn't 
shake!" 

" the    spectre   slowly   withdrew.    I 

warily  raised  myself  on  one  elbow  to 
watch  it  depart,  and  the  gentle  old  horse 
ambled  off  to  find  its  wandering  way 
back  down  the  mountain  up  which  it 
had  come." 

A  roar  of  laughter  greeted  the  end  of 
the  recital. 

"By  the  time  I  got  over  my  fright  and 
got  to  sleep  again,  the  smothered  whir- 
rr-rr  of  my  alarm  clock  under  the  covers 
beside  me  informed  me  it  was  time  to  get 
up." 

"We  must  go  on  now.  Ready,  march!" 
the  leader  announced,  and  she  led  the 
way   down    the   precipitous   path    to   the 


road   below. 

It  was  fun  tramping  through  the 
countryside  before  the  world  was  awake. 
Around  by  a  circuitous  road  they  came, 
reaching  camp  again  a  few  minutes  be- 
fore the  breakfast  bell  sent  out  its  wel- 
come call. 

"Only  two  more  days  of  camp  for  us," 
Sally  Jo  sighed,  as  she  and  Miriam  and 
Nell  walked  away  after  breakfast  to  tidy 
up  the  shacks  before  daily  inspection. 
"Can't  we  do  something  more,  something 
unusual?  I  never  had  such  a  good  time  in 
my  life,  but  we  must  make  these  last 
two  days  count." 

"Tomonrow  is  Babs'  birthday.  We 
ought    to   celebrate." 

"How  about  a  picnic  tomorrow  even- 
ing? Just  the  girls  from  Welikit  and 
Faraway  and  two  or  three  others." 

"Oh,  could  we?  Do  you  think  we 
could?"  And  the  ball  was  started  rolling. 
They  sat  in  Faraway  and  discussed  all 
the  details.  Miriam  and  Nell  and  Sally 
Jo  were  the  committee  to  arrange  the 
"eats." 

"Who  else  shall  we  invite?"  Miriam 
asked. 

Two    girls   were   named    at   once. 
"What  about  Lillian  Fuhrman?"  Sally 
Jo    asked,    rather    hesitatingly. 

"We  don't  know  her  very  well.  She 
seems  nice  though,  and  they  say  she's 
awfully  clever." 

"She  keeps  pretty  much  to  herself. 
Perhaps  she  won't  want  to  go  with  a 
bunch  of  kids  like  us,"  Babs  suggested. 
"Wouldn't  do  any  harm  to  ask  her. 
She  is  here  all  alone,  and  perhaps  she 
would   be   glad   to   go." 

"That's  right,"  several  responded 
quickly. 

"I  have  an  idea,"  Jane  offered.  "Let's 
invite  the  missionary  from  South  Ameri- 
ca. I  would  love  to  know  her  better, 
wouldn't  you?  Let  us  make  her  our  guest 
of   honor." 

"Do  you  really  think  we  would  have 
the   courage   to   ask  her?" 

"I  think  she  would  appreciate  it.  She 
loves   to  be  with  the  girls." 

So  it  was  all  arranged.  Jane  and  Lelia 
were  appointed  to  invite  Mrs.  Wiler,  the 
missionary,   and   also  Lillian  Fuhrman. 

"Let's  go,  the  whole  gang  of  us,  to 
Bible  class  this  morning,  and  all  go  in 
together." 

"All  right,  let's." 

"I  have  been  going  every  day,"  timidly 
responded  one  of  the  Faraway  girls.  "I 
like  it,  and  I  wouldn't  miss  it  for  any- 
thing." 

"Neither  would  I,"  spoke  up  Lelia 
from  Welikit.  "I  only  missed  one  or  two 
days." 

A  little  later  the  nine  girls,  sometimes 
jokingly  referred  to  as  "The  Inseparables," 
filed  into  morning  Bible  class.  They  felt 
(Continued   on   page    32) 
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"I  am  so  tired  of  going  to  Sunday 
School  and  getting  this  memory  work 
that  I  don't  know  what  to  do!" 

Tom  yawned,  threw  down  his  Sunday 
School  quarterly  and  crammed  his  hands 
down  in  his  pockets. 

"What  is  there  about  Sunday  School 
to  make  you  tired,  Tom?" 

Uncle  Jerry  looked  up  from  his  evening 
paper   to   ask   the   quiet   question. 

"Oh,  I've  been  studying  the  Bible  all 
my  life.  Mother  makes  me  do  it  every 
Friday  evening.  She  says  I  must  get  ready 
for  Sunday.  I  don't  suppose  I  know 
enough  about  the  Bible,  but  I  do  get  tired 
being  made  to  study  it." 

"I  suppose,  then,"  said  Uncle  Jerry, 
"you  would  have  been  very  happy  if  you 
had  lived  in  the  days  when  we  had  no 
English  Bible  to  read  and  only  the  priests 
and  the  scholars  who  knew  Greek  and 
Latin  could  read  it  for  themselves." 

"No  English  Bible!"  Alice  had  come 
in  just  in  time  to  hear  the  last  words, 
and  she  was  astonished. 

"Yes,  my  dear,  there  was  once  a  time 
when  not  one  of  the  words  of  Jesus 
could  be  had  in  English.  Only  a  very  few 
people  knew  Greek,  and  really  all  the 
Bible  the  world  had  was  a  Latin  one  that 
very  few  people  could  read." 

Tom   was   wide-awake   by   now. 

"Well,  how  did  we  ever  get  it  in 
English?"    he    demanded. 

"It's  one  of  the  most  wonderful  stories 
in  history.  It  begins  with  a  boy  named 
John  Gooseflesh,  and  it  is  still  going  on! 
But  the  first  English  Bible  that  was  ever 
printed  cost  a  very  brave  man  his  life." 

"Oh,  Uncle  Jerry,  tell  us  all  about  it!" 
Alice  had  curled  up  at  one  end  of  the 
davenport  while  Tom  was  sitting  on  a 
stool  at  Uncle  Jerry's  feet,  his  eyes  shin- 
ing as  he  waited  for  the  story. 

"Nearly  one  hundred  years  before 
Columbus  discovered  America,  there  was 
a  boy  named  John  Gooseflesh,  living  in 
the  old  German  town  of  Mentz.  His 
mother  helped  to  make  the  living  for  the 
family  by  preparing  parchment  for  the 
priests  to  write  on.  John  liked  very  much 
to  carve  and  cut  with  his  knife.  One  day 
he  was  sitting  beside  the  fire  watching 
a  pot  of  purple  dye  that  his  mother  was 
heating,  and  amusing  himself  by  carving 
and  cutting  his  name  in  wood.  Suddenly 
one  of  the  pieces  of  wood,  with  a  letter 
cut  in  it,  fell  into  the  dye  pot.  He 
snatched  at  it,  caught  it,  but  dropped  it 
again,  this  time  onto  a  piece  of  the 
parchment  lying  nearby.  It  fell  upside 
down  and,  when  he  picked  it  up,  there, 
on  the  parchment,  was  the  letter  'h' 
clearly  printed. 


"Years  went  by.  The  boy  of  Mentz  did 
not  forget  what  happened  that  day  by 
the  fire  in  his  old  home.  It  had  given  him 
an  idea  that  some  way  could  be  found 
to  make  books  more  easily  than  to  copy 
them  all  by  hand  as  had  always  been 
done.  So  he  cut  little  wooden  blocks  and 
dipped  them  in  dye,  setting  them  this 
way  and  that,  making  forms  for  them  to 
be  placed  in,  and  finally  he  had  the  first 
printing  press  the  world  had  ever  seen! 
You  will  find  his  name  in  every  history 
ever  written,  John  Gutenberg  it  is  in 
German. 

"That  happened  in  18  54.  That  very 
same  year,  a  great  battle  was  fought  in 
Constantinople  between  the  Christians  and 
the  Turks,  and  the  Christians  were  driven 
out  of  the  city,  at  that  time  the  greatest 
city  in  the  world,  where  most  of  the 
schools  of  learning  were  located.  Greek 
scholars  came  to  live  in  all  parts  of 
Europe  and  their  language  was  studied 
by  the  scholars  of  Europe.  All  at  once 
these  wise  men  became  very  much  inter- 
ested in  the  Greek  New  Testament  and 
began  to  read  it  instead  of  the  old  Latin 
one  they  had  always  read.  This  made 
many  people  think  about  how  wonderful 
it  would  be  to  have  the  Bible  in  the 
language  of  the  people,  so  everyone  could 
read  it.  With  the  new  study  of  the  lan- 
guage and  the  new  printing  press,  things 
began  to  happen. 

"It  began  first  in  an  old  school  in 
England  where  a  young  man  named  Wil- 
liam Tyndale  was  studying.  He  was  a  good 
Greek  scholar  and  had  read  the  New 
Testament  in  the  very  language  in  which 
it  was  written.  It  had  come  to  mean  so 
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We  are  glad  to  announce  that  the 
Publishing  House  is  publishing  a 
Sunday  School  paper  for  Juniors. 
Our  people  have  been  asking  for 
this  a  long  time.  "Our  Junior 
Jewels"  is  the  name  of  this  paper. 
It  is  filled  with  good  stories  for 
character  building.  Also,  it  has  a 
discussion  of  the  Sunday  School  les- 
son, a  children's  sermon  for  Jun- 
ior Y.P.E.,  and  a  column  of  letters 
from  Juniors  from  different  parts 
of  the  country. 

Since  the  Junior  paper  carries 
the  Junior  Y.  P.  E.  lesson  sermon, 
we  are  discontinuing  our  Junior 
lesson  page.  We  want  to  do 
our  best  for  you  this  coming  year. 
Be  sure  to  send  for  a  sample  copy 
of  "Our  Junior  Jewels."  It  is  a 
weekly  paper  and  is  sent  to  Sunday 
Schools  one  month's  supply  at  a 
time.  Send  in  your  order  at  once. 
Price  10c  per  quarter,  which  is  thir- 
teen issues  for  only  10c. 


much  to  him  that  he  wanted  it  to  mean 
something  to  all  the  people  around  him. 
"One  day  some  students  were  talking 
about  all  this  new  interest  in  the  Bible, 
and  one  man  said  very  positively: 

'  'The  Bible  is  not  necessary.  It  is  all 
foolishness  to  talk  about  translating  it 
into  English  for  the  people  to  read.  All 
they  need  is  the  word  of  the  pope.  We 
had  better  be  without  God's  laws  than 
the  pope's  laws.' 

"William  Tyndale  rose  from  his  chair 
and,  striking  with  his  clenched  fist  on 
the  table,  shouted,  'I  defy  the  pope  and 
all  his  laws;  and,  if  God  spares  me,  I  will 
one  day  make  the  boy  that  drives  the 
plow  in  England  to  know  more  of  Scrip- 
ture than   the  pope  does!' 

"It  was  not  an  idle  boast.  William 
Tyndale  went  right  to  work  to  make  an 
English  Bible  that  all  the  people  could 
read.  A  rich  merchant,  Humphrey  Mon- 
mouth, gave  him  his  home  to  work  in, 
and  day  and  night  he  worked,  hoping 
that  some  publisher  would  print  it  when 
he  had  it  ready. 

"But  Tyndale  had  forgotten  that  the 
pope  was  very  powerful.  A  Bible  in  the 
English  language  was  just  what  the  pope 
did  not  want.  Presently  all  the  authorities 
in  England  turned  against  him,  and  soon 
even  his  friend  Monmouth  dared  not  help 
him.  Tyndale  sadly  said,  'In  England 
there  is  no  room  for  attempting  the 
translation  of  the  Scriptures.'  " 
"Did  he  quit?"  asked  Tom. 
"No,  Tom,  William  Tyndale  was  no 
quitter.  He  just  left  England  and  went 
to  live  in  Hamburg,  Germany.  Here  he 
could  never  be  sure  his  life  was  safe,  for 
the  English  bishops  and  priests  were  so 
angry  with  him  for  going  on  with  his 
work  that  they  hired  spies  to  hinder  him, 
to  keep  him  from  making  friends  and  to 
prevent  his  ever  getting  his  Bible  printed. 
"There  was  a  printing  press  at  Cologne, 
so  over  there  he  went  and  found  printers 
ready  to  go  to  work  on  his  first  English 
Bible.  He  tried  to  keep  his  work  a  secret 
for  he  knew  the  English  bishops  would 
try  to  arrest  him,  if  they  knew  the  book 
was  nearly  done. 

"One  day  a  warning  came  to  him  to 
flee  for  his  life.  A  priest  had  found  out 
from  a  drunken  printer  that  this  English 
Bible  was  nearly  off  the  press,  and  had 
come  to  arrest  him.  He  snatched  his 
precious  sheets  of  paper,  and  fled  from 
the  town,  going  to  Worms,  where  Martin 
Luther  lived. 

"There  the  first  English  Bible  was 
printed,  two  sizes  being  made,  one  large 
and  one  small  one,  for  he  thought  if  the 
English  bishops  found  the  large  ones,  he 
might  be  able  to  hide  the  smaller  ones. 
"Now  they  must  be  gotten  to  England. 
In  barrels,  all  covered  over  with  cloth 
and  articles  for  sale,  in  bales  that  looked 
(Continued   on   page   32) 


[Page  4 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


Children's  Story  Page 


JOHN    WANAMAKER    AND    THE 
BIBLE 


John  Wanamaker,  the  great  merchant, 
once  said,  "In  my  life,  I  have  made  many 
purchases.  I  have  bought  things  which 
have  cost  me  thousands  of  dollars. 
The  greatest  purchase  I  ever  made 
in  my  life  was  when  I  was  a  boy 
twelve  years  old.  Then  I  bought  a  Bible 
for  two  dollars  and  fifty  cents.  That  was 
my  greatest  purchase,  for  that  Bible  made 
me  what  I  am." 

John  Wanamaker  became  a  great  man 
because  he,  as  a  boy,  loved  God  and  His 
Word.  He  loved  the  Bible  and  read  it, 
and  followed  its  teachings.  How  impor- 
tant it  is  for  children  to  love  God's  Word. 
The  Bible  tells  us  about  the  young  man 
Timothy  whom  Paul  loved  so  much.  Paul 
said  that  from  a  child  Timothy  had 
known  the  Scriptures. 

We  read  about  the  boyhood  of  Jesus. 
When  Jesus  was  twelve  years  old,  He  was 
found  in  the  temple  at  Jerusalem,  talking 
to  the  doctors  about  the  Scriptures.  He 
was  listening  to  them  and  asking  them 
questions,  and  the  Bible  tells  us  that  all 
that  heard  Him  were  astonished  at  His 
understanding  and  answers.  The  Bible 
does  not  tell  us  much  about  the  boyhood 
of  Jesus,  but  it  does  say  that  He  was 
subject,  or  obedient,  to  Mary  His  mother, 
and  to  Joseph;  and  it  tells  us  that  Jesus 
"increased  in  wisdom  and  stature,  and  in 
favour  with  God  and  man."  Do  you  want 
to  increase  in  wisdom?  Do  you  want  to 
be  "in  favour  with  God  and  man"?  Then 
love  God's  Word  and  study  it.  First  of  all, 
trust  in  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  as  your 
Savior,  and  follow  Him.  How  happy  your 
life  will  be  when  you  follow  Him  with 
all  your  heart,  and  never  forsake  or  forget 
Him.   The  Bible   tells  us   about  Jesus. 

A  little  Chinese  girl  went  to  Sunday 
School  each  Sunday.  There  she  was  in 
the  primary  class.  Her 
teacher  told  her  about  the 
Lord  JesUs,  our  Savior. 
One  day  the  minister  and 
his  mother  stopped  at  the 
little  Chinese  store  which 
was  run  by  the  little  girl's 
mother.  Before,  whenever 
they  had  called  at  the  store, 
the  conversation  was  like 
this:  "How  are  you?  We 
are  glad  your  little  girl 
comes  to  Sunday  School. 
Good-bye."  This  time,  the 
Chinese  mother  seemed  ex- 
cited. She  could  only  speak 
broken  English,  but  she 
drew  the  minister's  mother 


inside  the  store,  and  with  beaming  face, 
she  said,  "I  know  God  now,  I  know 
Jesus!  My  little  girl,  Amoe,  she  tell  me. 
She  tell  me  all  you  say  at  the  church. 
She  tell  me  Bible  incidents.  I  pray  to 
God  now.  When  children  grow  up,  I  go 
church  all  time.  I  know  because  Amoe 
tell  me  the  Bible!"  How  we  thank  God 
for  little  Amoe,  the  Chinese  girl,  who 
knew  the  Bible  incidents  and  told  them 
to  her  mother. 


DOT'S  GREAT  NEED 

It  was  a  cold,  blustery  day  as  a  boy 
eleven  years  old  was  hurrying  along  a 
back  street  in  a  large  city,  holding  the 
hand  of  his  sister,   eight  years  old. 

Their  clothes  showed  the  pinch  of 
poverty,  yet  they  were  neat,  and  a  look 
of  intelligence  showed  their  home  training. 

As  they  entered  their  humble  home, 
a  weak,  gentle  voice  said: 

"Charlie,  is  it  you,  my  son?  Come 
here." 

Charlie  went  to  the  bed  on  which  his 
mother  lay. 

"What    success — no    work    yet?" 

"No,  mother,  none;  no  one  wants  a 
boy.  Dot  and  I  have  gone  over  the  city 
but  it  is  no  use;  we  must  starve  or  beg." 

"We  went  from  store  to  store,  until 
tired.  Coming  to  a  church,  we  went  in. 
We  heard  the  preacher  say,  'Cast  thy 
bread  upon  the  waters,'  and  I  thought  it 
would  be  better  to  give  to  poor  people 
like  us." 

"You  did  not  understand  him,  Cha'rlie," 
and  she  explained  to  him  what  it  meant. 
Little  Dot  said,  "Mother,  does  it  mean 
that  it   will   come   back   a   big  loaf?" 

"Yes,  my  dear,  it  means  what  we  give 
to  the  Lord  will  be  given  back  increased 
a   hundredfold." 

Dot  said  nothing,  but  seemed  thought- 
ful all  afternoon. 


In  the  evening  Charlie  made  a  hot 
drink  for  his  mother.  After  each  had 
eaten  a  slice  of  bread  there  was  only  one 
slice  left  in  the  cupboard,  and  no  money 
to  buy  more. 

After  Charlie  had  gone  out,  Dot  went 
to  the  cupboard  and  took  the  slice  of 
bread  and  went  out.  Her  mother  was 
asleep. 

Dot  did  not  know  where  to  find  the 
water,  and  asked  a  gentleman,  "Please, 
sir,  where  is  the  water?" 

The    gentleman    said,    "Do    you    mean 
the  river,  my  dear?" 
"Yes,  sir,"  replied  Dot. 
"What  takes  a  little   girl  like  you  to 
the  river  on  such  a  cold  day?  You  had 
better  go  home." 

"No,  sir,  I  must  throw  the  bread  on  the 
water  first,  so  we  will  get  more,"  and  on 
she  went. 

The  gentleman's  curiosity  was  aroused 
and  he  followed  the  blue-eyed  girl  at  a 
distance. 

Dot  soon  got  to  the  river.  The  gentle- 
man was  close  beside  her,  hidden  behind 
a  woodpile. 

Dot  took  the  slice  of  bread  and  prayed, 
"Please,  God,  this  is  all  the  bread  we've 
got.  We  have  none  for  breakfast,  but  if 
it  isn't  too  long  till  the  hundred  slices 
come  back,  maybe  Charlie  can  get  some 
money  to  buy  some.  Send  it  to  Dotty 
Horn,  in  Thomas  Alley,  for  Jesus'  sake. 
Amen."  And  then  she  cast  the  bread  on 
the  water  of  the  river. 

To  say  that  the  gentleman  was  affected 
would  not  describe  his  feelings.  He  wiped 
the  tears  from  his  eyes,  and  followed  Dot 
home. 

When  near  home,  she  was  met  by 
Charlie,  who  was  hunting  for  her.  She 
was  soon  clasped  in  her  mother's  arms. 
In  reply  to  her  mother's  inquiries,  she 
told  where  she  had  been,  ending  with, 
"I  just  thought  as  we  had  only  one  slice 
of  bread,  I  would  go  and  throw  it  on  the 
river,  and  we  would  get  the  hundred 
slices  after  a  while." 

Her  mother's  eyes  filled  with  tears. 
She  could  not  find  it  in  her  heart  to 
chide  her  for  her  simple 
faith,  although  she  knew 
the  cupboard  was  empty 
and  there  was  no  one  to 
provide  more  for  the  mor- 
row. 

"Don't  cry,  mother," 
said  Dot.  "God  will  send  it 
sure,  the  preacher  said  He 
would." 

Soon  Charlie  lit  the 
lamp  and  sat  by  the  bed 
to  read  the  customary 
chapter  of  the  Bible  before 
going  to  bed.  He  had  just 
begun  when  a  knock  was 
heard  at  the  door.  Before 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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Washington,  Man  of  Prayer 

By  Louise  Norman 

We  are  all  familiar  with  the  picture 
"Washington  Praying  at  Valley  Forge," 
but  it  is  more  than  just  a  picture;  it  is 
the  record  of  what  actually  took  place 
that  bitter  cold  winter  when  times  were 
almost  unbearably  hard  that  Washington 
knelt  in  the  snow  to  pray  fervently  to  the 
heavenly  Father,  in  whom  he  grew  to 
trust  more  and  more,  praying  for  guid- 
ance for  himself  and  the  alleviation  of 
the  suffering  of  his  soldiers  brought  on 
by  the  bitter  cold   and  hunger. 

As  we  look  back  upon  the  life  of 
Washington  it  is  with  a  great  deal  of 
satisfaction  and  sustaining  comfort  in 
these  troubled  times  of  unbelief,  indiffer- 
ence and  unrest,  to  know  that  the  father 
of  our  country  was  a  firm  believer  in 
prayer.  He  not  only  believed  in  prayer, 
he  prayed  and  he  relied  on  it. 

Prayer  had  been  a  part  of  Washington's 
life  from  his  very  infancy.  His  father, 
Augustine  Washington,  led  the  family  in 
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daily  prayers  and  devotions  and  his 
mother,  Mary  Ball  Washington,  was  a 
praying  mother.  In  truth,  the  motto  on 
the  Ball  coat-of-arms:  "Coelumgue 
Tueri"  translated  reads,  "And  Look  to 
Heaven." 

Many  entries  that  Washington  made  in 
his  diary  reveal  his  faith,  but  more  im- 
portant than  words  Washington  revealed 
his  religion  in  actions  more  than  in  words. 
"I  shall  always  strive  to  prove  faithful 
and  an  impartial  patron  of  genuine,  vital 
religion."  A  modern  writer  has  expressed 
it  this  way:  "To  speak  well  for  Christ  is 
splendid  but  to  live  up  to  what  we  say 
is  more   commendable." 

As  commander-in-chief  of  the  army, 
Washington  saw  to  it  that  his  officers 
and  men  were  present  at  daily  prayers. 
To  General  Washington  worship  was  as 
necessary  a  part  of  army  life  as  food  or 
clothing.  "The  want  of  a  chaplain,  does, 
I  conceive,  reflect  dishonor  upon  the 
regiment.  Common  decency  in  a  camp 
calls  for  the  service  of  a  divine,"  he  said. 
And  as  the  war  wore  on  he  came  more 
and  more  to  lean  on  Divine  Providence 
and  to  look  ever  to  God  for  aid. 

Nellie  Custis,  Washington's  loved  step- 
granddaughter,  gives  us  this  account  of 
him:  "When  my  aunt,  Miss  Custis,  died 
suddenly  at  Mt.  Vernon,  before  they 
could  realize  the  event,  he  knelt  by  her 
and  prayed  fervently  for  her  recovery." 

In  Washington's  earnest  prayer  life  he 
left  an  example  for  youth  that  cannot  be 
effaced.  If  there  is  one  fact  above  another 
we  need  to  learn  in  this  modern  world, 
it  is  that  of  learning  to  talk  to  our 
heavenly  Father.  When  the  darkest  hours 
come  we  need  divine  help,  but  unless  our 
daily  contact  with  God  is  real,  we  will 
not  be  able  to  utilize  the  power  of  prayer 
(Continued  on  page  33) 
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THE  LINCOLN   BIBLE 

By  Lois   M.   Marmon 

John  Hanks  once  said  of  young  Lin- 
coln, "He  kept  the  Bible  and  Aesop's 
Fables  always  within  reach  and  read  them 
over  and  over   again." 

Surprisingly  enough  this  very  Bible 
which  Abe  Lincoln  read  and  kept  handy 
alongside  his  copy  of  Aesop's  Fables  is 
still  in  existence.  The  Bible  belonged  to 
Thomas  Lincoln,  Abe's  father.  Today  it 
is  part  of  the  priceless  treasure  in  the 
Oldroyd   collection   at   Washington. 

This  particular  edition  of  the  Bible  was 
very  helpful  and  an  excellent  aid  for  a 
boy's  intelligent  reading  of  the  Scriptures, 
for  it  not  only  contained  notes  interpret- 
ing the  chapters  but  also  a  preface,  giving 
historical  background  and  a  classification 
of  the  contents  as  well  as  practical  sug- 
gestions for  a  method  of  Bible  study.  On 
the  title  page  of  this  1799  Bible  is  print- 
ed, "Arguments  prefixed  to  the  different 
books  and  moral  and  theological  observa- 
( Continued  on  page  34) 
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way  each  child  may  have  an  individual 
color.  Have  certain  questions  written  on 
folded  bits  of  paper  which  may  be  drawn 
from  a  basket,  box,  or  even  a  hat,  and 
then  let  them  go  to  work. 

Be  sure  to  have  the  questions  elemen- 
tary in  nature  and  clear  in  expression  such 
as: 

How  many  Psalms  are  there  altogether? 
How   many   "endureths"   do  you   find 
in  Psalm   13  6? 

How  many  "blesseds"  do  you  find  in 
the  first  twelve  verses  of  the  fifth  chap- 
ter of  Matthew? 

How  many  times  do  you  find  the  word 
"faith"   in   Hebrews,   chapter    1 1  ? 

How  many  boys'  names  can  you  find 
in    the   Old   Testament? 

Which    name    do    you    like    best? 
What    kind    of    fruit    and    vegetables 
are    mentioned    in    the    eleventh    chapter 
of  Numbers? 

How  many  of  the  Ten  Commandments 
do  you  find  in  the  twentieth  chapter  of 
Exodus? 

What  star  is  spoken  of  in  the  second 
chapter  of  Matthew? 

What  did  Jesus  say  about  little  chil- 
dren in  the  18th  chapter  of  Matthew? 

To  whom  did  God  speak  and  what 
did  He  tell  this  person  to  build,  and  why? 
See  chapter  6  of  Genesis. 

What  little  girl  is  mentioned  in  the 
12th  chapter  of  the  Book  of  Acts? 

Here  are  twelve  questions  which  are 
sure  to  interest  boys  and  girls  of  second 
and  third  grade  age,  and  they  are  only  a 
few  of  many  more  to  be  found.  Suggest 
to  each  child  that  he  mark  the  answers 
when  found  in  his  Bible,  with  the  colored 
pencil,  and  then  write  the  answer  in  the 
notebook  for  reference. 

Now  for  the  kiddies  of  preschool  age. 
Let  them  hunt  through  their  Bibles  and 
see  how  many  of  the  capital  letters,  with 
which  each  new  chapter  opens,  they  are 
able  to  recognize,  putting  a  colored  mark 
under  each  and  trying  to  reproduce  it 
in    their    notebooks. 

This  plan,  if  used  prayerfully,  will  be 
fruitful  in  developing  definite  and  sys- 
tematic Bible  study.  After  a  few  even- 
ings following  a  prepared  outline,  try 
letting  the  children  work  out  an  original 
plan.  In  one  home  where  this  plan  is 
in  use,  one  clever  child  has  illustrated 
two  or  three  Bible  stories  with  quaint 
drawings  in  his  notebook;  another  has 
created  several  crossword  puzzles,  which 
a  sister  spent  two  evenings  working  out. 
The  gift  of  a  Bible  to  a  young  child, 
with  the  declaration  that  he  is  expected 
to   use   it   and    take   care   of   it,    at   once 


Home,  Sweet  Home 

From  Mad-House  to  Glad-House 

By  Estelle  M.  Grant 

It  is  remarkable  what  small  children 
can  do  to  disrupt  the  serenity  and  peace 
of  a  home  when  tired  or  simply  left  to 
their  own  resources.  This  is  especially  true 
of  the  time  between  dinner  and  bedtime. 

Yet  how  essential  it  is  for  the  tired 
mother  and  father  to  have  peace  and 
serenity  during  just  those  hours.  Their 
busy  day  is  almost  over,  work  has  been 
laid  aside,  and  time  for  relaxation  is  at 
hand,  or  should  be,  but  as  one  tired 
mother  of  four  little  ones  put  it,  "We 
live  in  a  veritable  mad-house  here,  from 
dinnertime  until  bedtime.  The  children 
just  seem  to  go  wild.  Often  I  give  the 
older  ones  money  for  the  first  show,  so 
the  rest  of  us  can  have  some  peace." 

One  wonders  which  suffer  the  most 
during  a  noisy,  restless  time  such  as  is 
described  above,  the  adults  or  the  chil- 
dren, for  true  it  is,  children  who  have 
attended  school  all  day  with  a  romp  in 
the  open  afterward  are  feeling  the  wear 
and  tear  rather  keenly  by  dinnertime,  and 
they,  too,  need  a  quiet  time  of  relaxation 
before  trying  to  sleep. 

Certainly  the  first  show  is  the  wrong 
remedy,  because  that  is  more  likely  to 
excite  than  to  calm  tired  nerves. 

The  only  solution  to  a  problem  of  this 
kind  is  to  give  the  children  something 
interesting  to  do,  something  planned  es- 
pecially for  this  period  of  the  day  and 
introduced  as  a  pleasure  and  not  as  a 
task.  A  bit  of  thought  and  before-time 
preparation  will  easily  convert  this  dread- 
ed hour  into  a  precious  time  of  harmony 
and   happiness   to   all   the   family. 

First,  buy  a  few  inexpensive  Bibles,  in 
fact  one  for  each  child,  even  the  tiny 
preschool-age  tot.  There  is  something  very 
appealing  in  the  ownership  idea.  These 
Bibles  may  be  purchased  at  the  low  cost 
of  about  thirty  cents  per  copy  (which, 
by  the  way,  is  somewhere  in  the  neighbor- 
hood of  the  price  of  a  movie  ticket,  I 
believe) .  Provide  small  notebooks  and 
colored  pencils;  if  possible  match  note- 
books   and    pencils    as    to    color.    In    this 


establishes  in  his  mind  the  truth  that  it 
is  a  book  for  children  as  well  as  for  old 
folks.  By  explaining  its  great  value  and 
suggesting  that  it  be  kept  in  a  place  of 
honor  in  his  own  room,  develops  reverence 
for  the  Bible. 

The  plan  results  in  a  definite,  fixed 
idea  of  happy  associations  with  the  study 
of  the  Bible  in  the  mind  of  the  smallest 
child.  So  often  little  ones  are  forced  to 
listen  to  teaching  and  reading  of  the 
Holy  Word,  so  advanced  that  it  is  tire- 
some and  meaningless  to  them,  and  the 
opinion  formed  in  those  childish  years 
sticks,  causing  them,  perhaps,  to  shun  the 
Sunday  School  and  church  as  they  grow 
older. 

Introduce  the  Bible  to  your  children 
as  a  book  to  be  enjoyed  and  it  will  bridge 
the  gap  from  mad-house  to  glad-house  ev- 
ery time. — From  Mother's  Golden  Nou1. 

Painless    Instruction   at   Home 

The  patter  of  feet  announced  the  en- 
trance of  my  little  boy  as  he  came  into 
the  kitchen  this  morning  when  I  was 
busy  preparing  breakfast. 

"See,  I'm  all  dressed,"  he  said. 

"That's  fine,"  I  replied.  "Now  what 
would  you  like  to  do?" 

"Watch  you  and  help,"  he  answered 
promptly  as  he  carried  a  chair  over  beside 
me    and    climbed    upon    it. 

Watching  and  helping  Mother  in  the 
kitchen  fill  many  happy  hours  for  this 
little  boy.  And  how  many  things  he  is 
learning! 

"Will  you  bring  me  three  grapefruit, 
please?"  I  said  to  him  and  he  ran  eagerly 
to  bring  them. 

"This  is  three,  isn't  it?"  he  said  as  he 
came  holding  them  all  in  his  arms  at 
once. 

If  it  is  oranges  I  need,  I  may  ask  him 
to  bring  five.  He  comes  with  three  and 
I  send  him  back  for  two  more. 

In  this  way,  numbers  and  their  com- 
binations are  learned  easily.  He  has  an 
opportunity,  too,  in  the  kitchen  to  handle 
and  examine  objects  of  many  different 
sizes,  shapes,  and  surfaces.  He  becomes 
familiar  with  the  various  tools  and  uten- 
sils that  I  use  in  my  work.  He  is  anxious 
to  try  these  himself  and  little  by  little 
develops  skill  as  I  let  him  use  the  simpler 
ones.  It  is  just  such  experiences  as  these 
that  the  little  child  needs.  They  help  him 
to  become  acquainted  with  the  world 
about  him,  to  use  his  hands  and  to  gain 
confidence  in  his  ability  to  tackle  new 
and  more  and  more  difficult  jobs. 

I  have  been  surprised  at  times  to  find 
how  many  things  even  a  very  small  child 
can  do  successfully.  Our  little  Ted  has 
learned  to  handle  and  even  wash  dishes, 
to  prepare  his  own  orange  juice  after  I 
have  cut  the  oranges,  to  pour  water  or 
milk  from  a  small  pitcher,  and  to  make 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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me   of  sin?"   His   God-like  life   was   His 
answer    to   every    doubting   or   uncertain 


WHY  I  KNOW  THE  BIBLE  IS  THE 
WORD  OF  GOD 
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soul. 

(b)  It  is  substantiated  secondly  by  the 
wonderful  words  that  He  spoke.  No  man 
ever  spoke  as  He  did.  The  infidel  comes 
along  and  sets  up  the  teaching  of  Con- 
fucius and  Buddha  over  and  against  that 
(Continued   from    last   issue)  q{  jesus  christ)  but  j  cnanenge  tne  com. 

If  it  is  found  that  Jesus  taught  things  parison.  Do  you  suppose  the  light  of  a 
historically  and  scientifically  untrue,  and  thousand  candle  Mazda  could  suffer  in 
if  in  the  interests  of  religion,  if  in  order  comparison  with  the  bright  flame  of  a 
to  retain  the  confidence  of  intelligent  gas  jet?  No  more  can  the  masterly  teach- 
and  truth-loving  men  in  the  Bible  as  in  ings  of  Jesus  suffer  in  comparison  with 
any  sense  the  Word  of  God,  it  becomes  the  profoundest  precepts  ever  uttered  by 
necessary  to  revise  such  teaching,  His  any  of  the  founders  of  these  various 
authority  as  a  prophet  of  God  must  at  earth-made  religions, 
once  be  relinquished.  (c)    It  ;s  substantiated  thirdly  by  the 

But  we  have  found  ourselves  asking  if  wonderful  works  He  performed.  Jesus 
this  can  be  true  of  Him  to  whom  "the  said,  "The  works  that  I  do  bear  witness  of 
Spirit  of  God  was  given  without  meas-  me,  that  the  Father  hath  sent  me."  Look 
ure,"  "Who  spake  as  never  man  spake,"  at  His  miracles  and  like  Nicodemus  you 
who  was  "with  the  Father  from  the  be-  will  have  to  say  that  God  was  incarnate 
ginning"  and  whom  we  call  Lord  and  in  the  man  who  did  such  wonderful 
Master;      and    we    have    found   ourselves      things. 

wondering    if    there    is    not    some    other  An  infidel   tells  me   that  Jesus  was  a 

answer  to  the  question  of  the  value  of  medium  and  that  we  have  mediums  who 
Christ's  testimony  that  will  bring  to  us  a  have  done  equally  wonderful  things  and 
satisfying  degree  of  assurance  that  what  are  doing  them  today.  Well,  that  does 
Jesus  said  must  have  been  true,  and  is  to  remind  me  that  I  have  heard  something 
be  accepted  by  us  today  as  the  one  great  about  an  Oujia  Board,  and  something 
ground  and  reason  for  our  faith.  about    so-called   slate-writing   and   table- 

The  other,  and  the  only  other  answer  tipping  and  certain  other  ghostlv  stunts. 
to  the  question  as  to  the  value  of 
Christ's  testimony,  must  therefore 
be  found  in  the  fact  of  His  divine 
personality.  If  He  were  the  only 
begotten  Son  of  God,  then  He 
knew  whereof  He  spoke  and  had 
the  full  right  and  authority  of 
God  Himself  to  so  speak,  and  His 
testimony  must  therefore  be  re- 
ceived as  worthy  of  the  most 
complete  and  unqualified  accept- 
ance. 

That  the  writers  of  the  Bible 
attributed  such  divine  distinction 
to  Christ  and  that  Christ  claimed 
it  for  Himself,  there  is  absolutely 
no  doubt  whatever,  and  this  claim 
is  surely  substantiated  by  cre- 
dentials sufficiently  strong  to 
satisfy  any  reasonable  and  fair- 
minded  man. 

(a)  It  is  substantiated  first  by 
the  wonderful  life  that  He  lived. 
You  can  search  the  whole  world 
through  for  all  the  uncounted 
years  it  has  stood  and  you  will 
never  be  able  to  find  another  life 
like  His;  never  be  able  to  find 
any  other  man  who  could  say, 
"Which    one    of    you    convinceth 


lhe    Hungry    Multitude 


It  may  be,  however,  that  I  am  not  well 
informed,  but  I  have  never  heard  of  any 
of  these  professional  mediums  quieting 
the  waves  and  stopping  a  storm  at  sea, 
or  of  giving  a  public  dinner  to  a  hungry 
crowd  of  5,000  and  getting  the  whole 
thing  out  of  five  small  loaves  and  two 
little   fishes. 

Of  course,  I  know,  too,  that  some  peo- 
ple don't  believe  this.  Jesus,  like  some 
preachers,  they  would  have  us  believe,  had 
gone  over  His  time  limit.  Some  people  are 
woefully  deficient  in  terminal  facilities. 
Much  like  the  preacher  I  heard  of  who 
prayed  for  the  healing  of  a  sick  woman. 
The  woman  got  well  of  her  disease  but 
died  from  old  age  before  he  got  through 
praying.  Or  much  like  the  man  who 
prayed  for  twenty  minutes  and  asked  God 
to  forgive  his  shortcomings. 

And  the  disciples  said,  "Jesus,  you  have 
preached  these  people  out  of  their  supper; 
there's  nothing  to  eat  out  here  in  the 
desert."  And  Jesus  said,  "Well,  there  are 
a  lot  of  us  here  who  have  some  lunch; 
let  us  divide  up  as  far  as  it  goes." 

And  when  an  old  Jew  saw  Him  start- 
ing in,  he  said,  "Well,  that's  the  first 
preacher  I  ever  saw  who  practiced  what  he 
preached,"  and  shamed  by  His  example 
he  brought  out  his  lunch  basket,  and  this 
inspired  another  Jew,  and  this  another, 
and  so  on  until  the  whole  crowd  brought 
out  their  lunch  and  they  had  a  basket 
picnic  right  on  the  spot.  Something  like 
that  we  got  from  one  of  our  pulpits 
sometime  ago.  There's  no  trouble  for  an 
inventive  genius  like  that  to  explain  any- 
thing on  natural  grounds. 

There  always  has  been  a  tendency  to 
doubt  the  miraculous,  to  accom- 
modate our  theology  to  what  is 
called  the  scientific  spirit.  Some 
preachers  and  some  professors 
must  be  modern  or  nothing. 

There  are  professors  even  in 
some  of  our  Theological  Seminaries 
who  today  seem  to  have  forgotten, 
if  they  ever  knew,  the  truth  of 
what  Henry  Drummond  said; 
namely,  that  "a  religion  without 
miracle  is  an  absurdity."  But 
when  such  intellectual  giants  as 
Strauss  and  Renan  and  Harper  and 
President  Eliot  have  brought  to 
bear  against  the  supernatural  in 
the  Word  of  God  all  the  strength 
of  their  brilliant  genius,  and  ut- 
terly failed  to  make  out  their 
case,  these  lesser  intellectual  lights 
can  well  afford  to  leave  the  sub- 
ject alone. 

The  miracles  of  Jesus  are  in- 
vulnerable to  attack.  You  might 
as  well  shoot  boiled  peas  against 
the  Rock  of  Gibralter  and  expect 
to  see  it  crumble  down  as  to  ex- 
pect to  see  the  miracles  of  Jesus 
fall  under  the  fire  of  infidel  crit- 
( Continued  on  page  31) 
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The   Bible  the   Best  Book 

The  Bible  is  indeed  the  best  Book  in 
all  the  world.  It  is  unique,  and  stands 
in  a  class  all  by  itself.  It  is  among  books 
like  a  man  among  animals,  among  them, 
but  not  of  them. 

The  Bible  is  all  true. 

The  Bible  is  the  Word  of  God  and  is 
marvelous  in  its  make-up  and  contents. 

It  is  Divine  in  its  authorship  and  au- 
thority. 

It  is  Deep  in  its  contents. 

It  is  Distinct  in  its  declarations. 

It   is   Definite  in  its  utterances. 

It   is   Powerful   in  its  influence. 

It  is   Decisive  in  its   claims. 

It  is  Enduring  in  its  texture. 

It  is  Holy  in  its  nature  and  character. 

It  is  Perfect  in  its  revelation. 

It   is  Complete  in  its  order. 

It  is  Sound  in  its  testimony. 

The  Bible  is  the  infallible  Word  of 
the  Living  God,  whose  power  and  wis- 
dom are  unlimited. 

Study  it  to  be  wise,  believe  it  to  be 
safe,  and  obey  it  to  be  happy. 

Outgrowing   the   Bible 

How  do  we  view  this  theme?  Does 
the  possibility  of  such  a  state  shock  us? 
Are  we  of  those  who  say  the  Bible  has 
been  outgrown  already?  What  is  to  be 
the  attitude  toward  this  matter?  Evident- 
ly we  have  to  take  a  stand  about  it. 
There  is  no  use  in  dodging  the  question. 
There  are  foes  of  the  Bible  who  claim 
that  it  has  nothing  for  them,  that  they 
have   gone   beyond   what  it  teaches. 

Our  problem  is  not  found  in  out- 
growing the  Bible  but  in  growing  up  to 
the  Bible.  That  Book  has  a  destinctive 
life  that  rests  back  on  the  solid  experi- 
ences of  men  who  have  taken  it  as  God's 
message.  In  the  past,  as  now,  the  Bible 
has  produced  the  stalwart  souls  that  have 
trudged  through  the  world  giving  out 
the  constraining  and  compelling  influ- 
ences that  have  steadied  humanity.  From 
its  pages  comes  the  truth  by  which  men 
are  led  to  forsake  sin  and  cultivate 
righteousness,  as  they  glimpse  the  meaning 
of  the  Christ  for  themselves.  If  there  is 
anybody  who  has  moral  or  religious 
shortcomings,  it  is  because  he  has  not  yet 
grown  up  to  the  Bible,  not  because  he 
has  outgrown  it.  No  educational  process, 
no  matter  how  skillful,  can  ignore  the 
Bible  and  produce  a  symmetrically  edu- 
cated scholar.  No  theory  of  society  can 
be   practical   unless  it   has  embodied   the 


Bible's  tested  principles  about  society. 
No  religious  proposals  can  be  sound  and 
safe  unless  they  square  with  the  law  and 
order  of  God  as  revealed  in  the  Bible. 
No  individual  can  become  his  best  if  he 
ignores  the  Bible. 

Archaeology   Proves   Bible 

Archaeological  discoveries,  recently 
made  by  an  expedition  from  the  Uni- 
versity of  Pennsylvania,  show  that  events 
concerning  Belshazzar  and  the  handwrit- 
ing on  the  wall  in  the  fifth  chapter  of 
Daniel   actually  took  place. 

The  Sunday  Oregonian  of  April  5  in 
its  magazine  section  devoted  one  whole 
page  to  relating  this  marvelous  discovery. 
The  authenticity  of  the  Book  of  Daniel 
in  the  eyes  of  doubters  is  now  more  fully 
established. 

But  how  grand  for  us  Christians  who 
believe  God's  Word  without  collateral 
evidence.  In  fact,  we  know  that  God's 
Word  is  all  true.  We  have  proved  multi- 
plied promises  and  have  "inside  informa- 
tion," yes,  we  know  by  the  transforma- 
tion of  our  lives  that  salvation  is  a 
reality. 

Millions  spent  in  excavations  simply 
disclose  facts  already  recorded  in  the 
Bible. 

The  handwriting  of  God  upon  the 
wall  ought  to  be  a  warning  to  every 
sinner,  reminding  him  that  God's  records 
of  the  deeds  done  in  the  body  will  some 
time  be  revealed.  This  will  be  at  the 
judgment  bar  of  God. 

Can  You   Send   Us  A   Bible? 

One  day  the  Denver  district  office  of 
the  American  Bible  Society  received  a 
letter  written  in  pencil  on  a  scrap  of 
paper  by  an  Indian  widow  from  one  of 
the  reservations.  It  read,  "I  want  to 
know  how  I  can  get  a  Bible  free.  I  have 
six  sons  and  two  daughters  but  no  money. 
A  missionary  gave  us  a  little  piece  of 
the  Bible  called  John,  but  we  have  read 
it  so  much  it  is  all  worn  out.  I  want 
all  my  children  to  be  good  Christians. 
Can  you  send  us  a  Bible?"  The  Bible  was 
sent  promptly. — Neiv  Century  Leader. 

Bible   From  the  Dumps 

Not  all  hotel  managers  like  to  have 
Bibles  in  their  rooms.  For  example,  when 
a  hotel  in  western  Canada  changed  own- 
ership, the  new  proprietor  had  all  the 
Gideon  Bibles  thrown  out  on  the  dump. 
Later,  a  poor  girl  went  to  the  dump  hop- 


ing to  find  something  of  value  that  she 
could  sell.  Noticing  the  books,  she  picked 
up  one  and  took  it  home.  Through  read- 
ing it  she  found  Christ,  and  this  led  to  the 
formation  of  a  Sunday  School  class, 
whose  members  also  went  to  the  dump 
and  provided  themselves  with  Bibles,  so 
that  not  one  copy  was  left  unappropriat- 
ed.— Sunday    School    Times. 

A  Japanese  Youth's  Experience 

(From  "The  Light  Shineth  in  Darkness" 
by   the   American   Bible   Society) 

The  Book  itself,  without  the  living 
voice,  is  a  preacher  which  can  convey 
its  own  soul-changing  message.  Toward 
the  end  of  the  last  century  there  was 
living  in  Japan  a  young  man,  the  son  of 
a  noble  family  of  the  Samurai.  He  was  a 
student  in  the  University  of  Tokyo,  and 
on  a  certain  street  he  used  to  pass  a  simple 
old  colporteur  who  sold  copies  of  the  New 
Testament.  This  young  student  had  a 
contemptuous  hostility  for  anything 
which  had  to  do  with  Christianity,  since 
this  to  him  was  the  religion  of  the  "for- 
eign devils."  But  one  day  the  old  col- 
porteur piqued  his  interest.  He  asked  him 
whether  as  a  student  he  had  a  right  to 
condemn  something  which  he  had  never 
investigated.  The  lad  was  struck  by  that. 
He  took  a  New  Testament  and  carried  it 
off. 

When  he  got  to  his  room,  half  curious- 
ly and  half  reluctantly  he  opened  the 
New  Testament.  It  opened  to  the  Gospel 
of  St.  John.  He  began  to  read.  The 
strange  new  message  fascinated  him.  He 
read  more.  Not  long  after  that  he  made 
up  his  mind   to  become  a  Christian. 

When  his  family  heard  that  they  were 
outraged.  He  was  abandoning  the  religion 
of  his  fathers.  To  their  thought,  he  was 
a  disgrace  to  his  ancestral  name.  One 
night  as  he  came  into  his  room  he  found, 
lying  naked  by  his  bed,  the  hara-kiri 
sword. 

He  knew  perfectly  well  what  it  meant. 
He  was  regarded  as  having  besmirched 
the  honor  of  the  family,  and  he  should 
kill  himself  by  his  own  hand.  He  took 
up  the  sword  and  made  ready  very  coolly 
to  do  what  his  Japanese  training  had 
made  him   quite   prepared   to   do. 

He  knelt  down  first  for  a  moment  of 
prayer.  As  he  did  so,  it  was  as  though  a 
message  flashed  upon  him,  swift  as  light. 
"Your  earthly  father  has  cast  you  off; 
commit  yourself  to  your  heavenly 
Father."  He  rose  from  his  knees  and  put 
the  sword  back  into  its  sheath. 

He  left  home  and  made  his  way  to 
America.  He  had  no  friends  and,  by  this 
time,  no  money.  He  had  come  as  far  as 
New  York,  and  he  slept  on  benches  in 
the  parks.  At  length  by  answering  an 
advertisement  he  became  a  servant  in  the 
house  of  a  family  in  New  York,  one  of 
whose  sons  went  to  one  of  the  great 
(Continued  on  page  34) 
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Putting  Others  First 

ALICE  MONETTE 


"Even     Christ     pleased     not     himself. 

Even  Christ "  The  words  kept  going 

through  Audrey's  mind.  Try  as  hard  as 
she  could,  it  seemed  impossible  to  forget 
them.  Yet,  while  they  troubled  her,  she 
wasn't  sure  that  she  really  wanted  to 
forget  them,  and  each  time  the  words 
came  to  her,  they  gave  her  an  unusual 
feeling    of    awe    and    reverence. 

The  first  time  the  words  had  come  to 
her  so  forcefully  had  been  at  the  close 
of  a  very  busy  day.  She  had  gone  to 
school  after  rising  early  and  helping  her 
mother.  Then  after  school  she  had  at- 
tended a  committee  meeting  of  her  Sun- 
day School  class;  had  practiced  her 
music  lesson  on  the  piano;  helped  with 
the  evening  meal;  mended  some  of  her 
clothes  and  studied  her  lessons  for  the 
next  day.  Tired  and  somewhat  heartsick, 
she   was   preparing   for   bed. 

"I  never  get  time  to  do  anything  I 
really  like,"  she  thought  crossly.  "I  have 
to  work  every  spare  minute.  I  love  to 
read,  to  embroider,  to  paint,  and  to  play 
tennis,  but  I  never  get  time.  What  pleas- 
ure am  I  getting  out  of  life,  anyway?" 

It  was  then  that  the  words  came  sud- 
denly and  forcefully,  "Even  Christ  pleased 
not    himself." 

"I  can't  seem  to  get  away  from  that 
passage,"  she  reflected  several  days  later 
as  she  sat  alone.  "God  must  have  a  special 
meaning  in  it  for  me,  and  since  I  want 
to  serve  Him  to  the  best  of  my  ability, 
I  think  I'll  take  that  for  a  motto  and 
try   to   please   others   instead   of   myself." 

"If  you  live  all  the  time  for  others, 
you'll  never  get  any  more  enjoyment  out 
of  life,"  whispered  the  tempter.  "You'll 
just  be  an  uninteresting  drudge  and 
people  won't  like  you.  Always  serve 
yourself  first,  don't  let  others  impose  on 
you,  and  you  will  get  more  out  of  life." 

"If  Christ,  the  Son  of  God,  could  for- 
get self  and  live  for  others,  I  can  do  it 
also  with  His  help.  I'll  have  to,  or  back 
down  on  my  consecration,  and  I  wouldn't 
do  that  for  anything." 

She  closed  her  eyes.  "Dear  Father  in 
heaven,"  she  prayed,  "Thou  who  know- 
est  all  things,  and  doeth  all  things  well, 
please  help  me  to  forget  self  and  try  to 
be  more  like  my  blessed  Master,  whose 
delight  was  to  do  Thy  will.  Please  forgive 
me  for  my  rebellious  attitude  and  guide 
me  in  all  things  for  Jesus'  sake." 

The  next  morning  Audrey  was  up 
earlier  than  usual  and  had  breakfast  al- 
most ready  when  her  mother  entered  the 
kitchen.  The  depression  of  the  last  few 
days    was    gone;    she    was    bubbling   over 


with  spiritual  energy  now  that  she  had 
made  her  decision  and  her  soul  was  at 
rest. 

"Good  morning,  Mother,"  she  called 
cheerily  as  her  mother  entered  the  kitch- 
en. "You  don't  need  to  get  up  till  break- 
fast  is   ready." 

Her  mother  seemed  to  derive  new 
strength  as  she  looked  at  her  daughter's 
shining  face.  "That's  so  good  of  you, 
dear,"  she  answered  gratefully.  "But  I 
don't  want  you  to  do  too  much.  "When 
my  health  gets  better,  I  hope  you  will 
have  more  time  for  other  things  than  to 
have  so  much  housework   to  do." 

"Don't  worry  about  me,  Mother,"  said 
Audrey.  "I  guess  I  need  to  help  you 
more    than    anything   else." 

The  rest  of  the  morning  housework 
seemed  to  fly — so  quickly  was  it  done. 
School  was  unusually  pleasant  and  Au- 
drey  hurried   home   happily. 

"Now,  perhaps  I  can  work  on  my 
painting,"  she  thought  as  her  mother 
assured  her  that  there  was  nothing  to  be 
done  just  then.  As  she  started  for  her 
painting  materials,  two-year-old  Ronald 
caught  her  hand. 

"Please  play  blocks  with  me,"  he 
begged. 

Audrey  frowned  and  drew  her  hand 
away.  "Can't  now,"  she  said,  and  then, 
"Even  Christ  pleased  not  himself"  flashed 
through   her   mind. 

She  smiled  down  into  the  eager  little 
face.  "Surely,  I  will,"  she  cried  gaily. 
"Let's  see  how  big  a  tower  we  can  make." 

"So  good  of  you,  Audrey,"  said  her 
mother  as  Ronald  went  gleefully  for  his 
blocks.  "He  has  a  cold,  so  I've  kept 
him  at  home  all  day.  He  has  been  looking 
forward  all  afternoon  for  you  to  come 
home." 

Audrey  felt  quick  tears  in  her  eyes. 
"What  a  blessing  I'd  have  missed,"  she 
thought  as  she  played  happily  with  Ron- 
ald for  an  hour,  "if  I'd  tried  this  time  to 
please  only  myself." 

After  the  dishes  were  washed  that 
evening,  Audrey  turned  on  the  radio  and 
was  listening  contentedly  to  her  favorite 
musical  program. 

"Oh,  Audrey!"  exclaimed  her  brother 
Milton,  "I  especially  wanted  to  hear  a 
message  from  the  national  president  of 
the  Boy  Scouts.  Would  you  care  if  I 
turned  to  that  now?" 

Audrey  did  care,  but  only  for  an  in- 
stant. Putting  others  first  was  becoming 
second  nature  to  her. 

"Of  course,  you  must  hear  the  mes- 
sage,"   she    responded    cordially.    "I    can 


hear    this    program    almost   every    night." 

A  few  days  later  her  grandmother  was 
visiting  them.  Audrey  went  to  the  piano 
and  began  to  play  some  classical  music 
that  her  teacher  had  assigned  her  for 
practice. 

"Please,  Audrey,"  asked  her  grand- 
mother, "won't  you  play  'Rock  of  Ages' 
and  'Jesus,  Lover  of  My  Soul'  for  me? 
It  has  beeen  a  long  time  since  I  heard 
anyone  play  my  favorite  hymns  as  well 
as  you  do." 

Audrey  glanced  at  the  clock  and 
thought  of  how  little  time  she  had  to 
practice.  But  "even  Christ  pleased  not 
himself."  The  words  seemed  to  be  a  part 
of  her  now. 

"I  certainly  will,"  she  replied  gracious- 
ly.  "I'm  glad   you  enjoy  my  playing." 

As  the  days  passed,  opportunities  for 
service  multiplied  and  Audrey  was  busier 
than  she  had  ever  been  before.  Yet  she 
was  not  at  all  discontented,  for  the  satis- 
faction she  found  in  serving  others  more 
than  compensated  her  for  giving  up  her 
own  plans. 

"I  certainly  am  thankful  for  my  help- 
ful daughter,"  said  her  father  one  day. 
"How  about  getting  those  painting  les- 
sons you've  been  wanting,  to  help  keep 
you  pleasantly  occupied  during  the  vaca- 
tion?" 

"Audrey  is  the  most  dependable  teacher 
I  have,"  said  the  Sunday  school  super- 
intendent. "Her  class  of  Junior  girls 
adore  her,  and  as  a  result  of  her  fine 
example  of  efficient  teaching,  is  the 
most  loyal  and  devoted  class  in  the 
school." 

"I've  got  the  best  sister  a  boy  ever 
had,"  Milton  often  told  others.  "She  sure 
treats  a  fellow  right,  and  is  very  un- 
selfish. I'm  going  to  stand  by  her  in  every 
way  I  can." 

"Audrey  has  lifted  the  burden  of  the 
housework  from  my  shoulders,"  said  her 
mother.  "My  health  is  much  better  and 
by  next  fall  when  school  starts  again, 
I'll  be  able  to  do  most  of  the  work  and 
she  can  have  more  time  for  other  things." 

"You  have  an  unusually  fine  daugh- 
ter," several  of  Audrey's  teachers  said  to 
her  parents.  "Her  helpful  personality  is 
an  inspiration  to  all  of  her  schoolmates. 
She  has  more  real  friends  than  anyone 
in   school." 

"If  all  the  Christian  young  people  lived 
their  religion  as  Audrey  does,"  said  her 
pastor,  "the  church  would  have  a  far 
greater    influence." 

And  while  Audrey  was  pleased  to  find 
that  others  appreciated  her  efforts,  her 
greatest  satisfaction  was  in  pleasing  her 
Savior,  and  looking  forward  to  a  life 
spent  in  His  service. — Light  and  Life 
Evangel. 

Submission  is  the  ladder  that  takes  a 
humble  soul  up  to  God  and  down  to  man, 
or  keeps  us  connected  with  both. 
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The   Promise 

Mary  F.  Shannon 

Rose  Moran,  special  nurse,  paused  out- 
side the  door  of  room  number  nine.  She 
readjusted  her  already  faultlessly  arranged 
cap  with  its  band  of  black.  She  smoothed 
the  immaculate  uniform  before  she  noise- 
lessly pushed  the  door  open  and  entered. 

The  blinds  were  drawn  so  that  the 
room  was  shadowed.  The  bowls  and 
baskets  of  exquisite  flowers  that  filled 
the  room  and  the  stack  of  messages  on 
the  narrow  table  denoted  the  patient  to 
be  highly  esteemed. 

Miss  Moran  stopped  at  the  regulation 
hospital  bed  and  gazed  down 
at  the  beautiful  face  of  her  — 

patient  temporarily  at  peace 
in  sleep.  She  was  the  famous 
artist,  Faith  Haverly,  who 
had  been  in  a  serious  auto 
accident  two  days  before. 
Her  husband  and  little 
:hree-year-old  child  had  been 
instantly  killed,  but  she  had 
been  thrown  clear  of  the  car 
ind,  with  the  exception  of 
shock  and  bruises,  was  free 
from   injury. 

Miss  Moran  was  about  to 
noiselessly  leave  the  room 
when  the  patient  stirred  and 
a  frightened  murmur  left 
her  lips.  The  nurse  stepped 
back  to  the  bed  and  laid 
her  cool  hand  against  the 
woman's  hot  forehead. 

"Oh!"  she  moaned  half 
hysterically,  "it  was  awful!" 

"Just  relax  and  don't 
think  about  anything  for  a 
while,"    the    girl   urged. 

"It  was  so  terrible,  Jerry 
lost  control  of  the  car, 
the  road  was  so  slippery  and 
then  the  crash.  Jerry  with 
such  a  bright  future,  and 
Dur  beautiful  little  girl.  Why 
did  it   have  to  happen?" 

"I  guess  that's  a  question 
we  all  sometimes  ask  God, 
'Why  did  it  happen?'  We 
only  know  that  He  told  us 
that  all  things  work  together 
for  good  if  we  love  Him." 

"But  I  feel  so  lost,  so 
alone  and  forsaken." 

The  little  nurse's  pretty 
face  was  thoughtful.  Here 
was  a  chance  to  comfort  and 
if  possible  give  new  ambition 
for  life  to  this  woman.  Her 


promise.'' 
forsake 


fingers  gently  enfolded  those  of  the 
older  girl  and  her  voice  soothed  as  she 
spoke. 

"Don't  you  remember  His 
'I  will  never  leave  thee  nor 
thee.'  " 

"Sometimes  it's  hard  to  remember  but 
it's    true,    isn't    it?" 

"Yes,  it  certainly  is,  but  I  suppose 
there  are  times  in  every  life  when  it's 
hard  to  understand.  I  loved  my  grand- 
mother so  much  and  she  died  when  I  was 
only  thirteen.  I  couldn't  comprehend  why 
it    happened. 

"The  minister's  wife  of  our  church 
came  over.  She  insisted  on  my  going  home 


TAKE  THOU  MY  HAND 

Laura  Adrene  Sanders 

Take  Thou  my  hand,  dear  Savior, 
The  way  ahead  is  not  clear, 
But  light  shall  pierce  my  darkness 
When  Thou,  my  Jesus,  art  near. 

Stay  Thou  close  by,  dear  Jesus, 
I'm  leaving  this  world  of  sin, 
Until   life's   gate    swings   open, 
Lead  me,  then  welcome  me  in. 

Life   is  worthless  without  you, 
The  stones  keep  bruising  my  feet, 
So  take  my  hand,  dear  Jesus, 
I  need  Thy  fellowship  sweet. 

Loved  ones  are  passing,  dear  Jesus, 
Leaving  me  here  all  alone, 
Take  Thou  my  hand,  dear  Jesus, 
Lead  me  each  step  to  my  home. 


with  her.  When  she  tried  to  comfort  me 
I  said,  'Why  did  it  have  to  be  granny? 
She  wasn't  nearly  as  old  as  some  people 
live   to  be.' 

"She  told  me,  'Rose,  there  was  a  special 
place  in  heaven  for  your  grandmother, 
and  the  time  has  come  for  her  to  fill  it. 
Don't  you  think  that  your  life  is  selfish 
if  you  would  wish  her  to  stay?' 

"I  tearfully  agreed  that  maybe  it  was. 
And  I  believe  that  the  same  thing  is  true 
in  your  case,  that  there  are  special  places 
in  heaven  for  your  husband  and  little 
girl.  And  you  couldn't  wish  them  to 
remain  vacant.  We  will  just  have  to  con- 
tinue to  live  Christian  lives,  and  wait 
until  our  'special  place'  is 
—      ready." 

Miss  Moran  ceased  speak- 
ing. She  gracefully  moved 
about  the  room  putting 
things  in  order.  The  blinds 
were  raised  the  proper 
length  and  the  sun  shade 
made  cheerful  patterns  of 
light  on  the  floor  and  furni- 
ture. She  deftly  straightened 
bed  clothes  and  fluffed  the 
pillows. 

The  door  opened  and  one 
of  the  floor  nurses  entered 
with  a  large  bouquet  of 
chrysanthemums. 

"What  gorgeous  flowers," 
Rose  spoke  as  she  reached 
for  them. 

"I  will  get  you  a  con- 
tainer for  them,"  the  girl 
promised. 

"Bring  two,  please,  one 
large  and  one  small  one," 
Mrs.  Haverly  requested. 

She  explained  to  Rose 
when  the  other  girl  left, 
"They  are  so  beautiful  that 
I  wish  to  send  the  majority 
of  them  into  the  children's 
ward.  They  say  that  some 
never  have  a  flower  sent 
them." 

Faith  Haverly  and  Rose 
Moran,  artist  and  nurse, 
spent  the  few  minutes  in 
meditation,  each  asking  for 
the  strength,  both  mentally 
and  physically,  to  carry  out 
their  chosen  careers  to  the 
best  of  their  ability. 

The  other  nurse  returned 

with  the  vases,  one  large  one 

and     the     other     just     big 

enough  to  hold  three  of  the 

(Continued  on  page  34) 
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IN  A  FURNACE  OF  AFFLICTION 

BY  ROBERT  F.  COOK, 

Missionary  To  India 

(How  a  high  caste  Hindu  girl  came  to 

know  the  Lord.) 

In  a  village  about  four  miles  from  our 
headquarters  lived  a  girl  of  high  caste, 
named  Lakshmiainma.  From  a  child  she 
was  very  religious  and  had  been  seeking 
after  God,  but  found  no  satisfaction  in 
going  to  the  Hindu  temple.  She  had  often 
listened  to  the  open  air  services  held  near 
her  home  and  longed  to  go  to  the  chapel 
in  the  vicinity,  but  she  was  not  allowed. 

One  of  our  workers,  Brother  Daniel, 
who  was  a  neighbor,  often  spoke  to  her 
about  the  Lord  and  the  full  gospel  way. 
She  came  secretly  to  visit  us  and  expressed 
her  desire  to  come  and  stay  at  the  Mission 
House.  One  day  she  was  stricken  with 
typhoid  fever.  She  refused  all  medicine 
because  she  said  that  Jesus  could  heal  her. 
Her  mother  and  brothers  angrily  told 
her  that  the  typhoid  came  as  a  result  of 
her  visiting  us.  However,  the  Lord  hon- 
ored her  faith  by  healing  her.  This  drove 
her  to  a  greater  conviction  that  she  should 
be  baptized  in  water. 

On  her  second  visit,  also  a  secret  one, 
she  told  us  her  request,  but  said  that  she 
must  put  it  off  because  trouble  would 
come  to  her  family  and  they  might  be 
put  out  of  their  caste.  She  also  related 
how  that  for  some  time  she  had  been 
secretly  reading  the  New  Testament  that 
had  been  given  her,  and  then  she  had  to 
hide  it  in  her  box  (wooden  trunk).  When 
the  secret  was  disclosed,  her  mother  and 
elder  brothers  threatened  to  break  open 
the  box  and  burn  the  Testament. 

The  Lord  spoke  to  her  by  dreams  and 
visions  and  therefore  she  decided  to  leave 
her  people  at  any  cost.  Early  one  morning, 
a  little  over  a  year  after  her  second  visit 
to  us,  she  appeared,  telling  us  she  had 
come  to  stay,  having  made  her  brothers 
believe  that  she  was  coming  to  us  to  learn 
sewing.  We  told  her  that  this  would  not 
do,  but  she  must  tell  her  people  plainly 
that  she  wanted  to  be  a  Christian.  She  re- 
turned home  and  told  her  mother  this  but 
the  mother  asked  her  to  wait  until  after 
her  death.  Besides,  she  must  get  the  broth- 
ers' permission.  However,  not  waiting  for 
them  to  return  home,  she  came  back  to 
us. 

The  next  day  two  of  her  brothers  came 
to  persuade  her  to  come  away,  but  she 
fearlessly  told  them  that  she  was  of  age 
and  that  she  intended  to  step  out  as  a 
Christian.  The  following  day,  Sunday, 
in  the  evening,  as  we  were  returning 
from  a  meeting,  some  young  men  asked  us 
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to  stop  our  car.  On  asking  what  was 
wanted  they  replied  in  English,  "One  of 
our  ladies  is  missing."  Knowing  their 
motive,  I  told  them  that  I  would  talk 
with  them  at  the  Mission  House  if  they 
would  come  there  that  night.  Fearing 
trouble,  we  stopped  at  the  Police  In- 
spector's to  see  what  should  be  done. 
Just  then  these  men  came  along  in  a 
motor  car,  so  the  Police  Inspector  stopped 
them  and  told  them  that  they  need  not 
go  further,  but  he  would  take  up  the 
case  the  next  morning.  He  would  have 
the  young  lady  appear  before  him,  when 
she  was  to  make  her  decision  in  the 
presence   of   her   mother. 

On  our  return  home,  we  told  Lakshmi- 
amma  all,  and  although  she  was  fright- 
ened, she  said  bravely,  "Although  they 
may  cut  me  in  pieces,  I  shall  never  return 
to  Hinduism."  We  had  a  long  season  of 
prayer  that  night;  through  sobs  and  tears 
the  Lord  was  entreated  to  guide  and 
protect  us. 

The  next  morning,  before  going  to 
the  Police  Court,  upon  advice,  we  went 
to  a  lawyer  before  whom  Lakshmiamma 
was  to  make  a  confirmed  statement  as 
to  her  convictions.  We  had  not  been  long 
in  the  lawyer's  office  when  a  great  mob 
of  Hindus  surrounded  the  place,  threat- 
ening to  bind  and  carry  the  girl  away 
bodily.  So  I  went  to  the  police  station 
and  demanded  protection.  With  reluc- 
tance, they  sent  four  policemen,  who 
advised  that  she  had  better  walk  to  the 
D.  S.  P's  (District  Superintendent  of 
Police's)  office,  under  their  escort.  Sur- 
rounded by  this  furious  mob,  who  were 
cursing  and  calling  the  girl  many  bad 
names,  she  meekly,  as  a  lamb,  walked 
down  the  road,  yea,  like  a  martyr  going 
to  the  stake.  Now  and  then  she  would 
receive  a  cuff  from  some  spectator  as 
she  passed  in  the  way. 

Since  I  could  do  nothing  along  the 
route,  I  speedily  drove  in  advance  to  the 
D.  S.  P's  office.  As  I  entered  the  office, 
two  prominent  Hindu  lawyers  also  en- 
tered. They  remonstrated  with'  me,  one 
said  that  I  had  kindled  a  fire  which  would 
not  so  easily  be  quenched.  Another  said, 
"You  do  not  know  the  danger  of  med- 
dling in  our  community.  None  of  our 
people  have  become  Christians  yet.  You 
should  have  been  warned  by  your  native 
workers.  You  must  note  how  the  other 
missionaries  are  not  meddling  with  us," 
etc. 

The  noise  outside  indicated  that  Lak- 
shmiamma and  the  police  had  arrived, 
also  the  crowd.  Our  daughter,  Blossom, 
who  was  sitting  in  the  car,  told  us  after- 
wards that  the  Hindus  angrily  shouted, 


"We  had  better  sharpen  our  knives;  we 
have  not  killed  a  Sahib  yet;  let  this  be 
the   first,"  etc. 

Though  there  were  many  Christian 
sympathizers,  they  stood  afar  off,  as  they 
were  scared.  After  the  D.  S.  P.  (who 
also  is  a  Hindu  of  this  caste)  read  the 
statement,  he  asked  Lakshmiamma  her 
age  and  then  questioned  her  as  to  whether 
she  really  meant  to  become  a  Christian. 
She  replied,  "I  am  already  one  at  heart." 
Though  the  D.  S.  P.  knew  that  she  had 
a  right  to  freedom  then  and  there,  fear- 
ing the  prominent  Hindus,  he  did  not 
liberate  her,  but  said  that  she  should  be 
under  probation  for  a  week,  to  prove 
whether  she  had  been  enticed  or  not.  If 
after  that  time,  she  was  willing  to  em- 
brace   Christianity,    well    and    good. 

After  getting  the  D.  S.  P's  promise  to 
protect  her,  we  left,  convinced  that  we 
had  done  all  we  could,  and  if  the  girl 
was  sincere,  the  Lord  would  bring  her 
through. 

However,  a  day  later  we  heard  that  in 
a  subtle  way,  Lakshmiamma  was  taken 
to  the  house  of  one  of  the  prominent 
lawyers  by  her  brother,  and  afterwards 
to  the  temple  to  worship  before  a  god, 
but  she  refused,  repeating,  "I  know  no 
God  save  Jesus."  Later  she  was  taken  to 
her  brother's  house;  here  she  would  neither 
eat  nor  drink,  fearing  they  might  poison 
her.  They  did  try  witchcraft,  but  she 
continued  pleading  the  blood  and  singing, 
which  made  her  brother  wild.  The  house 
too  was  guarded  by  her  brother  who  was 
armed  with  a  native  chopping  knife, 
threatening  that  no  Christian  should 
come   near. 

Much  prayer  was  made  by  all  the  saints 
within  the  vicinity.  There  was  also  much 
criticism  from  within.  Some  thought  that 
I  should  file  a  case  on  behalf  of  the  girl; 
others  said  I  should  do  this  and  do  that; 
however,  after  spending  time  and  gaso- 
line, we  were  convinced  that  our  only 
alternative  was  prayer.  Then,  too,  we 
felt  that  this  trial  of  Lakshmiamma's 
was  for  a  purpose  which  would  be  evident 
in  God's  own  time. 

One  night  when  we  thought  Lakshmi- 
amma was  going  through  a  severe  test, 
before  she  was  taken  to  Trivandrum, 
seventy-two  miles  away,  we  held  on  in 
prayer  till  after  midnight.  Matthew,  one 
of  our  orphan  boys,  told  us  that  he  had 
a  vision  of  Lakshmiamma  standing  before 
a  shrine  and  a  small  brass  lamp  was  placed 
in  her  hand  and  she  was  told  that  as  soon 
as  it  was  lit,  she  was  to  acclaim  the  name 
of  the  goddess,  but  she  in  return  seemed 
to  have  said,  "I  know  no  name  except 
Jesus." 

After  ascertaining  the  place  where 
Lakshmiamma  was  kept  a  prisoner,  we  on 
two  occasions  sent  a  woman  to  try  in 
some  way  to  get  word  to  her  that  we 
were  praying  for  her  and  thinking  about 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison  and  Lighted  Path- 
way Readers: 

This  morning,  from  the  depths  of  my 
heart,  praise  rises  to  my  Redeemer.  I'm 
so  glad  to  know  that  the  Comforter 
abides   with  me. 

I  promised  the  Lord  about  a  year  ago 
if  He  would  protect  and  help  us  through 
some  serious  problems  which  we  were 
facing,  I  would  praise  Him  by  writing 
to  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  Evangel. 
Readers  everywhere,  look  to  Jesus  who  is 
able    to   help   you    through   everything. 

While  on  our  way  to  the  Assembly 
last  year  we  had  a  terrible  wreck.  Truly 
today  I'm  praising  God  for  the  way  He 
blessed  us  throueh  it  all.  He  was  so  near 
to  comfort  and  bless.  He,  too,  was  with 
those   who   were   more   seriously   injured. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  praise  the  Lord  for 
you  and  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  have 
been  a  reader  of  the  paper  for  about  seven 
years  or  longer   and  like   it   fine. 

I  know  you'll  be  glad  to  know  that 
in  the  last  month  a  number  of  young 
people  have  been  saved,  sanctified  and 
filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost  in  our  church. 

May  God  bless  you  and  your  wonderful 
work  is  my  prayer. — Dorothv  Dunn, 
W.  T.   S.,  Hazard,  Ky. 

Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

For  me  to  fail  to  let  you  know  some- 
thing of  how  much  I  appreciate  you  and 
your  work  this  morning  would  seem  to 
me   to  be   disobeying   God. 

I  am  a  voung  minister  and  have  many 
problems.  I  have  a  family  of  three  lovely 
girls  and  wife,  for  which  I  must  provide, 
and  many  times  I  am  financially  pressed. 

This  morning  old  Satan  showed  me 
how  much  better  off  I  would  have  been 
should  I  not  have  quit  my  job  at  last 
Assembly,  and  suggested  that  I  go  back 
to  work. 

Going  through  the  house,  I  picked  up 
the  Lighted  Pathway  and  went  to  the 
porch  and  began  to  read  "Work  For  the 
Night  Cometh,"  by  Joseph  Terlizzi,  Jr. 

By  the  time  I  had  finished  reading  this, 
my  eyes  were  washed  with  tears  and  I 
could  look  out  upon  the  great  harvest 
fields  and  say,  "I  must  labor  for  Him 
who  loved  me  and  gave  Himself  for  me." 

Then  I  read  "Love  the  Conqueror," 
by  Alice  Lyons  Dyer,  and  again  my  eyes 
were  filled  with  tears  of  joy  as  I  took 
courage  and  began  to  count  the  souls  I 
had  led  to  Christ  since  quitting  my  job. 

When  I  began  to  think  of  what  a 
blessing  the  Lighted  Pathway  was  to  me, 
something  within  seemed  to  say,  "If  it 
has    helped    you,    why    not    write    Sister 


Harrison  and  tell  her  about  it?" 

I  enjoy  the  Editor's  message  very 
much  and  I  am  always  anxious  to  read 
"Class  Evangelism."  I  think  your  idea 
of  this  item  is  a  wonderful  and  interest- 
ing way  of  getting  the  gospel  to  the 
young  people. 

I  also  like  "Biblical  Eye-Openers, "  and, 
in  fact,  I  enjoy  the  entire  contents  of 
the    paper. 

May  God's  richest  blessings  rest  upon 
you  and  your  fine  work  is  our  sincere 
prayer. — B.    J.    Pharr,   Dunlap,    Tenn. 

Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

I  don't  have  words  to  express  what  the 
Lighted  Pathway  has  meant  to  me  since 
I  have  been  sick  much  of  the  time  and 
not  able  to  do  anything  except  read  and 
pray. 

I  have  had  sinus  trouble  for  a  number 
of  years  and  the  doctor  told  me  three 
years  ago  I  couldn't  get  well,  that  my 
system  was  poisoned  and  my  heart  was 
affected.  Although  I  have  been  in  such 
bad  health  and  unable  to  work,  the  Lord 
has  been  good  to  me  and  lets  me  attend 
most  of  the  services  at  the  church  and 
I  praise  Him  for  that.  I  want  you  and 
every  child  of  God  who  reads  this  to 
pray  for  me.  I  would  like  to  get  well  if 
it's  the  Lord's  will;  if  not,  pray  that  I 
will  be  in  the  center  of  His  will  and  His 
will  be  done  in  my  life. — Mrs.  W.  P. 
Cline,   Statesville,   N.   C. 

Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

I  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  is  a 
great  blessing  to  me  and  our  family.  We 
all   scramble   to   get   one    first. 

I  am  only  seventeen  years  of  age  but 
I  received  the  Holy  Ghost  when  I  was 
eleven.  He  is  still  real  to  me.  Of  course, 
there  are  trials,  but  then  the  thought 
comes  to  me  to  get  the  Lighted  Pathway 
and  read  a  certain  topic  in  there  and  it 
always  works. 

Pray  for  me. — Colleen  Huff,  Lindale, 
Ga. 

Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

We  are  here  in  Greenville,  S.  C,  in  a 
revival  and  God  is  blessing  so  wonder- 
fully. So  often  I  think  of  writing  to  you 
and  trying  to  express  my  sincere  appre- 
ciation of  your  service  and  devotion  for 
the   young   people. 

I  always  enjoy  your  editorials  in  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  I  think  your  messages 
are  just  what  our  young  people  need.  In 
fact,  I  enjoy  the  entire  paper. 

While  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway  on 
a  bus  a  few  weeks  ago,  a  lady  sitting  near 
me  said,  "You  are  a  reader  of  the  Light- 


ed Pathway,  too?"  I  said,  "Yes,  and  do 
you  take  it?"  She  told  me  she  would  not 
do  without  it.  I  was  not  acquainted  with 
this  lady,  but  I  found  out  she  lived  near 
Greenwood,  S.  C,  and  was  a  member  of 
the  Baptist  church;  but  she  was  a  reader 
of  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  would  not 
do   without   it    in   her   home. 

Sister  Harrison,  you  are  doing  a  great 
work  for  the  Lord.  May  the  dear  Lord 
bless  you  is  my  prayer. — Pauline  Jack- 
son,   evangelist,    Walhalla,    S.    C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  just  thank  God  for  the  privilege  that 
I  have  of  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I 
know  the  Lord  is  with  you. 

I  enjoy  reading  it  so  much.  It  makes  me 
want  to  live  closer  to  the  Lord  each  day 
and  always  want  to  do  His  will. 

We  don't  have  a  Y.  P.  E.  in  our  com- 
munity, but  oh,  how  I  wish  we  could 
have,  because  I  know  souls  would  be 
saved  as  a  result  of  Y.  P.  E.  meetings. 

May  God's  blessings  be  upon  you  each 
and  every  day  is  my  prayer. — Miss  June 
Marlow,  Vasper,  Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  precious  name.  I 
trust  you  are  still  enjoying  God's  rich 
blessings  for  the  great  work  you  are  do- 
ing. 

We  truly  thank  the  Lord  for  our  Y.  P. 
E.  It  is  through  the  help  of  God  that  we 
have  such  faithful  officers  and  members 
of  the  Y.  P.  E.  here  in  Whitmire.  We  are 
praising  Him  for  each  one  of  them  and 
for  our  pastor  and  his  wife  who  are  so 
willing  to  cooperate  with  us  in  our  work. 

God  is  surely  blessing  our  Y.  P.  E. 
services  on  Saturday  night. 

At  our  last  service  the  Holy  Ghost 
took  the  service  and  blessed  in  a  great 
way.  That's  what  we  want.  Pray  for  our 
Y.  P.  E.  here  in  Whitmire  that  we  may 
be  a  shining  light  to  others  along  the  way. 
— Jessie  Mae  Tankersley,  Whitmire,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way for  several  years.  Although  not  a 
member  of  the  Church  of  God  I  am  a 
regular  attendant,  and  I  love  the  mem- 
bers and  the  church  very  much.  I  think 
the  pastor,  Brother  John  L.  Stephens,  is 
one  of  the  finest  men  I  ever  met.  He  has 
a  fine  family.  I  enjoy  the  Y.  P.  E.  very 
much  and  always  feel  at  home  there. 

I  belong  to  the  Methodist  church  and 
love  it  very  much. 

The  Church  of  God  here  has  made 
wonderful  progress.  The  church  is  very 
pretty  and  is  well  cared  for.  It  has  a  beau- 
tiful lawn. 

There  are  a  number  of  young  people 
who  work  very  faithfully.  Miss  Beatrice 
Dodson  has  made  a  wonderful  president 
(Continued  on  page   19) 
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Along  Life's  Road 

A  young  man  went  down  a  dusty  road, 
Thinking  not  of  his  heavy  load, 

But  enjoying  the  things  as  he  went  by, 
The  things  that  caught  his  wistful  eye. 

He   noticed    the   flowers   and   the   trees, 
The  beautiful  birds  and  the  humming 
bees, 

He  watched  the  leaves  as  they  fell, 
Of  such  beauty  he  could  never  tell. 

He  noticed  a  pine  tree  on  a  hill, 
It  was  not  gloomy  and  still, 

But    waving   its   branches   in    the   wind, 
As   farther  on — He  descends. 

The  road  was  dusty  and  hard  to  trod, 
But  still  the  man  looked  up  to  God, 

And    thanked    Him      for    the    beautiful 
things 
Along  life's  road  that  nature  brings. 

An  old  man  came  along  the  road, 
Burdened  with  a  heavy  load, 

He  kept  his  eyes  upon  the  ground, 
And  took  no  time  to  look  around. 

He   saw  not  the   beauty  there, 

And  had  no  one  his  sorrows  to  share, 

But  he  kept  pressing  on  and  on, 
'Til  almost  every  hope  was  gone. 

A  little  farther  down  the  road. 
Someone  helped  to  share  his  load, 

And  pointed  out  the  beauty  there, 

And  they,  together,  the  joys  did  share. 

So  let  us  cheer  some  burdened  soul, 
And  point  him  to  bright  heaven's  goal. 

And  help  him  bear  his  heavy  load, 
As  we  go  "along  life's  road." 

— Walter   Martin 

Something    to   Do 

While  on  this  earth  we  live  our  life, 
Let's  praise  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ. 
He  left  His  home  in  heaven,  you  see, 
To  die  that  we  might  be  set   free. 
Now  to  His  hand  we  all  may  cling, 
And  praises  to  Him  ever  sing. 

He  will  save  and  sanctify, 
And  give  us  a  home  up  in  the  sky. 
To  be  with  Him  forevermore, 
Up  on  that  happy  golden  shore. 

Our  friends  and  loved  ones  have  gone  on, 
But  we'll  meet  them  in  that  happy  home. 
We'll  praise  the  Lord  from  day  to  day, 
For  this  good  clean  holiness  way, 
And  tell  His  love  to  sinner  friends 
Until  our  journey  here  shall  end. 

Now  read  your   Bible,   watch  and   pray, 
Be  ready  to  go  each  hour  of  the  day; 
For  an  unexpected  time   'twill  be, 


When  He  shall  call  for  you  and  me. 

If   you    are    unprepared   right    now, 
At   His  dear  feet   just  humbly  bow. 
Confess   to   Him   your  every   sin, 
He'll   give  you  peace  and  joy  within. 

— W.   O.  Boheler. 


Who  Is  the  One? 

Mrs.    Grace   Conner 
Who  is  the  One   who   followed  me 

From  youth   to  latter  years, 
And   showed   me    the   beauty  of   serving 
God, 
With    many    trials    and    tears? 

He  dealt  with  me  when  just  a  child, 
But  somehow  I   did  not  see 

Just  what  it  was  to  serve  the  Lord, 
Until   holiness   dawned   on  me. 

But  when  His  Word  was  brought  to  me, 
Somehow    my   heart    did   long 

For  an  experience  that  I  could  have, 
To   live    a    life    from    wrong. 

Peoce 

Benlah    L.    Carter 

Peace    within    your   heart    and    soul 

Is   joy   beyond   compare, 
Peace  more   precious   than   all  gold, 

Peace  the  world  cannot  share. 

Peace  not  brought  about  by  man, 
But  peace  that's  wrought  with  love, 

Peace  the  world  can't  understand, 
For  this  peace  came  from  above. 

Peace    while   battlefields   do   rage, 

Peace  while   the  ages  roll, 
Peace  the  world  cannot  take  away, 

Is  the  peace  within  your  soul. 

I'll  Wear  a  Smile 

What   will  I   do 
When    everything    goes    wrong, 
When   friends  prove  to  be  untrue 
Or  I  have  to  stay  at  home? 

When   troubles  press  me  sore 
After  I've  done  my  best; 
When  I  can  think  of  nothing  more, 
I   feel  in   deep   distress? 

But  can  I  afford  to  cry 
And  say  I'm  going  to  quit, 
Just  because  of  something  I  tried 
And  didn't  succeed  in  it? 

No,  I  will  wear  a  smile 

And  try  and   try  again; 

No  matter  how  hard  the  battle, 

That's  the  only  way  to  win. 

— Grace  Churchman,  Iowa  Park,  Texas. 


Consolation 

Sometimes   I   feel   so   lonely 

I   almost    want   to   cry, 
I'm    oftentimes    discouraged, 

Then  Jesus  speaks   from  on  high. 

"Cheer  up,  dear  child  of  God,"  He  says, 
"Your  burdens  down  here  are  light, 

Just    think   of    the    hardships   I   suffered 
there, 
Then  think  of  that  home  so  bright. 

"Now    please    don't    be    discouraged 
Because  you're  sad  and  blue, 

Just  look  up  to  me,  dear  Martha, 
And  I  will  see  you  through." 

— Martha   F.   Robinson,   Rome,   Ga. 

Have  Faith  in  Me 

Today    I    called    upon    my   God, 
For  help  to  trudge  life's  way, 

Within  my  heart  a  still  small  voice 
In  gentle   tones  did  say; 

"Have  faith  in  me,  have  faith  in  me, 
Oh    trust    in    me    this    hour, 

The   Rock   of   Ages   cares   for   thee, 
Oh  come  to  me  in  prayer." 

I    praise    His    name    forevermore, 
Though   days   are   dark   and   dreary, 

He  never  forsakes  His  children  here, 
Though  they  be  weak  and  weary. 

No   good   thing   will  He  withhold 
From  us  who  trust  His  grace, 

If  we  live  true  while  here  on  earth, 
In   Heaven  we'll   see  His  face. 

"Delight  yourself  in  me,"  said  He, 
"The    desires    of    your    heart    shall    be 
given; 

The  best  in  life  while  here  on  earth, 
At   last — a  home   in  heaven." 

I'll   trust   you  evermore,   dear   God, 

For   you   are   all   to   me, 
I  want  to  live  a  life  that's  pure, 

And   sinners   win   to   Thee. 

Lucille  Lee,  Townsend,  Tennessee. 

Joy   Awaits   in    Heaven    for   You 

Mrs.  F.  M.  Renner 
When    you    feel    alone,    forsaken, 
And  you're  weary,  tired,  and  blue, 
When    the    tempter    says,    "Quit    trying, 
You  can  never  make  it  through," 
Just  remember  Christ  was  tempted, 
Tried  and  tested  e'en  as  we, 
And   for  us  He's  interceding 
That  from  sin  we  might  be  free. 

He  has  said   that  if  we  suffer 
We  shall  also  reign  with  Him, 
If  we  bear  our  crosses  daily, 
Though   the  light  of  hope  be  dim, 
When  before  Him,  in  His  likeness, 
We  appear  on  that  great  day, 
We'll  receive  a  crown  of  glory 
That  will  never  fade   away. 

Just  a  few  more  days  to  labor, 
(Continued  on  page  19) 
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Mrs.  H.:  "Hello,  everybody.  Come 
right  in.  I'm  so  glad  to  see  you.  I'm  hop- 
ing you  came  with  many  new  questions 
and  some  thoughts  to  give  to  others.  First, 
let  us  all  bow  our  heads  and  sing  softly: 
Have  Thine  own  way,  Lord!  Have  Thine 
own  way! 

Thou  art  the  Potter:  I  am  the  clay. 
Mould  me  and  make  me  after  Thy  will, 

While  I  am  waiting,  yielded  and  still. 

"Of  course,  we  are  anxious  to  have 
the  Holy  Ghost  to  have  His  way  always, 
because  without  His  help  our  gathering 
would  be  useless,  and  now  since  our  song 
was  a  prayer  we  will  hasten  into  our 
discussion.  I  have  chosen  a  subject  which 
I  think  will  be  very  beneficial.  I  want 
you  to  ask  questions  in  regard  to  Y.P.E. 
work.  Perhaps  you  have  many  problems 
you  need  help  to  solve.  I  may  be  able  to 
help  you." 

James:  Oh  good,  I  have  just  been 
elected  president  of  our  Y.P.E.  It  is  my 
first  time  to  serve  as  president  and  I 
want   to  do  right." 

Mrs.  H.:  "The  president  has  a  big  job 
and  his  biggest  job  is  to  get  others  to 
work   and  not  do  it   all   himself." 

James:  "Just  what  part  should  he  take 
in   the  regular  meetings?" 

Martha:  "I'm  glad  you  asked  that.  In 
our  church  the  president  and  vice-presi- 
dent lead  all  the  meetings." 

Mrs.  H.:  "That  is  not  a  good  idea,  for 
all  young  people  need  to  have  the  ex- 
perience of  leading.  Some  of  them  will 
be  very  timid,  but  the  president  should 
sit  by  them  and  tell  them  what  to  do. 
The  president  should  be  ready  to  help 
the  inexperienced  but  should  not  lead 
the  meetings.  The  appointed  leader  should 
take  part  from  the  very  beginning.  The 
president  should  be  ready  to  take  charge 
of  any  business  that  might  come  up.  I 
know  one  Y.P.E.  where  very  few  of  the 
members  ever  lead.  A  table  should  be 
used.  The  leader  should  sit  at  the  side 
facing  the  crowd,  the  president  at  one 
end  of  the  table  and  the  secretary  at  the 
other  end.  The  leader  should  rise  as  he 
or  she  calls  off  the  program.  This  ar- 
rangement will  enable  the  president  to  be 
near  the  leader  if  he  or  she  is  needed." 

Martha:  "I  am  secretary  of  our  Y.P.E. 
I  wish  you  would  tell  me  just  what  I 
should  do." 

Mrs.  H.:  "I  have  just  explained  that 
you  should  take  your  place  with  the 
president  and  the  leader.  A  secretary 
should  be  one  who  is  well  acquainted 
with  the  young  people  and  who  knows 


when  new  people  come  in  and  one  who 
will  go  to  them  after  the  service,  take 
their  names  and  give  it  to  the  Friendly 
Committee  and  they  should  visit  them 
the  next  week  and  get  acquainted  and 
invite  them  back  again.  He  should  keep 
a  record  of  attendance  and  also  the 
number  of  visitors.  Of  course,  all  young 
people  should  speak  to  strangers  when 
they  come  to  your  services.  This  is  very 
important.  Many  can  be  won  by  giving 
them  some  attention.  You  see  by  the 
secretary  sitting  facing  the  audience  he 
or  she  can  be  a  great  help  in  this  way. 
The  secretary  should  be  as  quiet  as  possi- 
ble in  taking  his  notes  so  as  not  to  detract 
from  the  regular  meeting.  The  roll  should 
not  be  called  in  the  regular  services,  but 
the  secretary  should  have  the  roll  before 

Inner  Circle  Pledge  Cards  For 
Intermediate  Y.P.E. 

We  are  especially  interested  just  now 
in  our  Intermediate  Y.  P.  E.  This  is  made 
up  of  our  boys  and  girls  between  the  ages 
of  13  and  17.  We  are  having  some  beau- 
tiful pledge  cards  made.  They  will  be  in 
two  colors,  with  envelopes  to  match.  Send 
three  cents  for  a  sample  copy.  Watch  for 
information  about  the  Intermediate  work 
in  our  Class  Evangelism  in  March  Issue. 

Thanks  for  the  good  letters  expressing 
appreciation  of  the  "Class  Evangelism" 
page.  You  can  attend  this  class  by  send- 
ing in  your  question  or  problem  to  be  dis- 
cussed.— Editor. 

him  and  should  quietly  mark  the  ab- 
sentees." 

John:  "Should  each  Y.P.E.  have  a 
separate    business    meeting?" 

Mrs.  H.:  "If  a  Y.P.E.  is  prosperous 
it  will  have  plenty  of  business,  but  this 
should  not  be  attended  to  in  a  regular 
service.  Once  each  month  a  business 
meeting  should  be  held,  together  with  a 
nice  well-planned  social.  The  pastor  and 
his  wife  or  some  good  steady  older  people, 
who  have  not  forgotten  their  youth, 
should  be  asked  to  sponsor  these  affairs 
and  it  should  be  held  in  some  home  but 
not  in  the  church.  Of  course,  this  is  just 
my   opinion." 

Mary:  "I  wish  you  would  tell  me  some- 
thing   about    organizing." 

Mrs.  H.:  "The  little  book  on  "How 
To  Organize"  has  some  suggestions  you 


might  like  to  follow.  It  can  be  changed 
to  suit  your  group  of  young  people.  You 
can  get  this  booklet  from  the  Church  of 
God  Publishing  House,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 
Price    1  Oc. 

"First,  a  president  should  be  elected. 
Be  sure  to  choose  a  good  consecrated 
young  man  or  woman  for  this  place. 
Don't  choose  someone  just  because  you 
like  him  best,  but  choose  the  one  who 
you  think  is  consecrated  enough  to  sacri- 
fice in  order  to  make  the  work  a  success. 
A  secretary  should  then  be  elected,  a 
pianist  and  a  chorister.  The  pianist  and 
chorister  should  work  hand  in  hand  with 
the  music  and  should  not  be  interested  in 
just  making  a  show  of  their  talents  but 
should  have  an  interest  in  training  others, 
and  if  they  are  not,  when  they  are  elected, 
they  should  pray  and  consecrate  until 
God  makes  them  able  to  do  what  they 
are  called  upon  to  do.  It  is  wonderful 
to  know  what  God  can  do  with  those 
who  turn  their  lives  over  to  Him  un- 
reservedly. 

"Young  people  need  training  in  all 
kinds  of  work,  so  committees  should  be 
appointed  for  this  purpose.  A  Good  Cheer 
Committee  for  visiting  the  sick,  the  aged 
or  the  poor  and  praying  with  and  singing 
for  them.  A  Friendly  Committee  for 
meeting  strangers  at  the  services  and 
visiting   them    in   the   homes. 

"At  your  business  meetings  each  com- 
mittee should  report  its  work  for  the 
past  month  and  it  should  strive  to  have 
a  good  report.  But  I  hear  you  say,  I'm 
too  busy.  As  long  as  you  are  too  busy  or 
too  careless  to  carry  out  a  system  of 
training,  then  do  not  expect  God  to 
prosper  your  Y.P.E.,  for  He  has  no  time 
for  drones,  but  wants  real  live,  wide 
awake  boys  and  girls.  That  is  what  the 
Y.P.E.  is  for.  It  was  organized  about 
eleven  years  ago  to  train  you  to  take 
our  places  when  we  cease  from  our  la- 
bors." 

James:  "Should  there  be  a  Program 
Committee?" 

Mrs.  H.:  "A  few  months  ago  I  would 
have  said  yes,  but  I  think  I  have  changed 
my  mind.  I  am  beginning  to  think  that 
the  one  who  is  to  lead  should  be  responsi- 
ble for  his  or  her  meeting.  He  can  get 
all  the  help  he  needs  from  other  people. 
There  are  always  people  who  are  ready  to 
help.  This  gives  him  training  along  that 
line  also.  It  makes  him  feel  the  responsi- 
bility and  he  should  pray  much  for  God's 
help  and  guidance." 

Jane:  "Who  should  appoint  the  lead- 
ers?" 

Mrs.  H.:  "The  president  should  appoint 
the  leaders  and  they  should  be  chosen  for 
at  least  one  month  in  advance  of  their 
meeting.  The  names  of  these  leaders 
should  be  announced  and  then  posted 
somewhere  in  the  church  so  that  each 
(Continued  on  page  19) 
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Why  Study? 

A  boy  entered  college  and  selected  the 
classical  course,  studied  a  year,  and  con- 
cluded he  wanted  to  change.  Next  year 
he  began  the  scientific  course,  but  after 
a  year  he  gave  that  up.  The  third  year  he 
studied  the  English  course.  The  fourth  he 
changed  to  the  business  course  and  never 
finished  it.  At  the  end  of  four  years  he 
had  only  a  smattering  of  four  courses  and 
no  real  education.  Others  who  kept  on 
with  their  original  courses  completed 
them,  graduated  and  started  their  life- 
work,  while  he  was  prepared  for  nothing 
in  particular. 

Perhaps  it  was  because  of  his  inability 
to  overcome  hardship.  When  he  met  dif- 
ficulty he  gave  up  too  easily.  Perhaps  it 
was  because  he  saw  only  the  pleasant 
features  of  some  other  course.  Any  course 
of  study  seems  pleasant  when  viewed  from 
the  outside.  Perhaps  it  was  because  he  was 
just  naturally  lazy.  Every  .  definite, 
worthwhile  course  of  study,  which  really 
trains  the  mind  and  gives  you  a  compre- 
hensive knowledge  of  a  branch  of  learn- 
ing, makes  heavy  demands  on  your  brain 
power. 

If  you  really  want  an  education,  there 
are  three  great  urges  to  attain  it.  Your 
interest  will  start  you  and  keep  you  at 
work  for  some  time.  Every  course  of 
study,  whether  in  college  or  taken  up  by 
yourself,  will  at  first  so  open  a  new  world 
and  introduce  you  to  so  many  unknown 
fact9  that  it  will  give  you  pleasure  and 
keep  your  mind  alert. 

But  there  will  come  a  time  when  your 
mind  will  go  stale.  You  will  sigh  for  fresh 
pastures.  You  will  think  you've  had 
enough  of  it,  or  it  isn't  what  you  ex- 
pected, or  it's  not  profitable.  Then  you 
need  to  bring  into  play  the  second  urge 
to  work — the  determination  to  finish 
what  you  have  begun.  The  deepest  satis- 
factions come  when  you  study,  not  be- 
cause the  study  is  fascinating,  but  because 
you  want  to  know,  to  learn,  to  conquer, 
to  finish.  When  your  interest  lags,  dig 
deeper.  You  have  to  dig  for  gold  or  sil- 
ver or  oil.  The  richer  veins  are  usually  far 
below  the  surface. 

There  is  another  urge  to  do  your  very 
best  in  your  studies  which  you  will  come 
to  feel  more  and  more — the  desire  to  use 
your  knowledge  and  ability  for  the  bene- 
fit of  your  fellows.  At  the  beginning  of 
a  course  of  study  you  may  feel  this,  but  it 
will  increase  as  you  go  farther  into  that 
particular   department    of    learning.    This 
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urge  keeps  inventors  at  work,  and  makes 
leaders  of  great  industries  refuse  to  stop 
work  and  take  their  ease.  The  knowledge 
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that  you  are  to  use  your  education  for  the 
benefit  of  others  gives  the  greatest  sat- 
isfaction, and  will  hold  you  true  to  your 
course  when  all  other  motives  fail.  Think 
of  your  studies  as  a  preparation  for  serv- 
ice, learn  how  you  can  use  them  in  the 
work  of  the  world,  and  they  will  grow  in 
importance  and  you  will  find  increasing 
pleasure  in  them. 


FOR   YOUNG   PEOPLE 
Talks   to   Girls,   by   Helen  Welshimer. 

Price,   5  0c 

Fanny  Crosby,  by  J.  Reginald  Casswell. 

Price,   75c 


Frances  Ridley  Havergal.  Esther  E. 
Enock.  Price,  75c 

Girl's  Stories  of  Great  Women,  by  Elsie 
E.  Egermeier.  Price,   $1.00 

A  Christian  Girl's  Problems,  by  Mary 
S.  Wood.  Price,  5  0c 

The  Modern  Girl  Decides,  by  Mary  S. 
Wood.  Price,  5  0c 

The  Sermon  in  the  Kitchen,  by  Mary 
S.  Wood.  Price,   5  0c 

Twelve  Brave  Boys,  by  Esther  E. 
Enock.  Price,  75c 

Twelve  Wonderful  Women,  by  E.  H. 
Farrance.  Price,  75c 

Questing  Youth,  by  Frederick  P.  Wood. 
Price,    50c 

We  Speak  a  Piece,  by  Edna  Everett. 
Price,    40c 

Light  On  the  Child's  Pathway,  by  Wm. 
A.  Bixler.  Price,   50c 

Kindergarten  Outline  Pictures,  by  Lil- 
lie  A.   Faris.  Price,   3  5c 

Friends  of  God,  by  J.  E.  Potzeger  and 
H.  A.  Mertz.  Price,  2  5c 

Lighted  Pathway  Rating 

Sold  for 

January  Total 

Alabama                              1,000  2,886 

Arizona                        .....       28  56 

Arkansas  .— . 148  569 

California  130  326 

Colorado  -   14  42 

Delaware                                28  110 

Foreign  _                             3  36  1,062 

Florida                             3,097  7,610 

Georgia    ..                     .3,301  8,962 

Iowa                            --      42  126 

Idaho                            --      70  182 

Illinois    604  2,257 

Indiana  183  491 

Kansas    91  206 

Kentucky  1,264  3,341 

Louisiana 327  694 

Maine   _      70  154 

Maryland    286  846 

Minnesota  ...—    128  170 

Michigan    252  784 

Mississippi     412  1,294 

Missouri    308  1,029 

Montana  56  238 

Nebraska    28  56 

New  Jersey    70  246 

New  Mexico  116  418 

North  Carolina 2,22  5  6,552 

North  Dakota  ..    140  420 

New  York  14 

Ohio  --    605  1,766 

Oklahoma......           __    301  83  5 

Oregon    56  120 

Pennsylvania    706  1,920 

South  Carolina  4,809  14,475 

South  Dakota  112  337 

Tennessee   2,793  7,384 

Texas  593  1,5  52 

Virginia    75  8  2,032 

Washington  29  130 

Washington,  D.  C.  ......       14  42 

West   Virginia  1,117  3,446 

Wyoming  14  5  6 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


A  Promise  That  Did  Not  Fail 


ADA  VAN  RENSSELAER 


Helen  Davis  closed  her  notebook  and 
gave  a  little  sigh  of  relief  as  she  glanced 
out  of  the  window.  It  was  a  hot  summer 
day  and  she  was  eager  to  be  out  of  the 
sultry  heat  of  the  classroom.  It  seemed  tc 
her  that  Professor  Drake's  lecture  this 
afternoon  had  been  unusually  long. 

Her  mother  had  begged  her  to  stop 
school  for  the  hot  summer  months  and 
get  rested  before  she  tried  to  get  a  much- 
needed  job.  But  Helen  was  determined  to 
finish  as  quickly  as  possible  and  get  some- 
thing to  do  to  help  lift  the  burden  that 
lay  heavily  on  her  mother  since  her  fath- 
er's sudden  illness  had  left  them  almost 
penniless. 

As  she  sat  there  her  thoughts  turned  to 
her  father  sitting  patiently  day  after 
day,  hoping  and  praying  for  returning 
health.  At  times  Helen's  heart  grew  bit- 
ter and  resentful  as  she  watched  her  fath- 
er and  mother  struggle  patiently  along. 

"How  can  they  really  believe  God  cares 
for  us?"  she  would  find  herself  saying. 
"If  God  really  cares  how  could  He  let 
this  happen  when  mother  and  father  have 
always  been  so  good?" 

Then  in  remorse  for  the  lack  of  trust 
in  her  own  heart,  Helen  would  drop  to 
her  knees  in  her  little  room  and  pray  for 
faith  to  trust  every  situation  to  God. 
Not  to  no  purpose  had  she  knelt  one 
night  in  a  little  mission  church  that  her 
father  and  mother  attended  and  given  her 
life  unreservedly  to  the  Christ.  Certainly 
if  He  could  save  her  and  make  such  a 
change  in  her  heart,  He  could  care  for 
the  temporal  things. 

"Of  course,  young  people,  we  realize 
that  there  is  much  greater  need  of  law  en- 
forcement since  people  have  become  bec- 
ter  educated.  A  few  generations  ago,  peo- 
ple believed  in  a  God  who  demanded  jus- 
tice, and  they  believed  that  they  would  bi' 
punished  in  some  dim  afterworld;  but  to- 
day we  realize  that  that  idea  was  mere 
folklore  and  we  therefore  have  to  use 
corporal  punishment  to  a  much  greater 
extent,  due  to  our  increase  of  criminals." 

With  a  start,  Helen  realized  what  the 
professor  had  just  said  and  she  gave  a  lit- 
tle gasp  of  astonishment.  The  students 
next  her  glanced  at  her  curiously  and 
smiled.  Helen's  heart  sank.  Surely  she 
couldn't  let  such  rank  untruth  pass  by 
unnoticed  and  unchallenged,  but  how 
could  she  face  that  roomful  of  curious, 
indifferent  students? 

Quickly  she  breathed  a  little  prayer  and 
then  rose  to  her  feet.  Professor  Drake 
looked  at  her  in  surprise. 

"I  wonder,  Professor  Drake,  if  I  might 
just  say  a  word?"  Helen  scarcely  recog- 
nized her  own  voice. 


"I  think  I  understood  you  to  say  that 
people  no  longer  believe  in  a  personal  God 
who  demands  that  people  live  good  lives. 
May  I  express  my  opinion  in  the  matter? 
As  for  me,  I  not  only  believe  in  such  a 
living  God;  but  I  know  Him  for  my  per- 
sonal Savior  and  I  know  that  He  is  just 
the  same  today  as  He  was  generations 
ago." 

Quietly  Helen  sank  into  her  seat  and 
realized  for  the  first  time  that  her  knees 
were  trembling  and  that  she  was  more 
scared  than  she  had  ever  been  in  her  life. 

A  titter  of  amused  laughter  ran  around 


"By  the  way,  I  wonder  if  you  would  like 
this  little  book." 

the  room  and  Helen  felt  her  cheeks  flam- 
ing and  her  eyes  filling  with  tears.  Out  in 
the  hallway,  a  bell  sounded  and  the  class 
rose  and  hurriedly  dispersed.  Helen  re- 
mained in  her  seat,  dreading  to  face  the 
ridicule  that  she  felt  certain  would  fol- 
low her  remarks. 

Professor  Drake  waited  until  the  last 
of  the  pupils  had  gone  and  then,  scarce- 
ly giving  Helen  a  glance,  went  out,  bang- 
ing the  classroom  door. 

Wearily  Helen  gathered  up  her  own 
books  and  left  the  room.  The  job  that 
she  had  so  hopefully  dreamed  of  seemed 
miles  away  now.  All  her  efforts  to  prove 
her  own  efficiency  and  ability  in  the  hope 
of  getting  a  good  job  as  soon  as  possible 
seemed  futile.  Professor  Drake  would  nev- 


er forgive  her  for  contradicting  his  word 
and  would  likely  take  it  as  a  personal  in- 
sult. She  would  stand  little  chance  of  get- 
ting a   job  without  his  recommendation. 

As  she  stopped  in  the  cloakroom  for 
her  hat,  she  met  a  girl  coming  out.  The 
girl  was  a  new  student  just  starting  and 
Helen  hardly  knew  her.  The  gir!  smiled 
shyly. 

"I  hope  you  won't  mind  my  saying  it, 
but  I  think  you  were  awfully  brave  this 
afternoon.  How  did  you  ever  dare  to 
stand  up  to  Professor  Drake?  He  looked 
cross  enough  to  eat  you  up  when  he 
went  out." 

"I  don't  know!"  Helen  said,  with  a 
sigh.  "I  think  God  just  gave  me  courage. 
I  never  thought  I  would  dare  do  it, 
either." 

"Do  you  know,"  the  girl  looked  at 
Helen  curiously,  "I  never  heard  any  one 
talk  about  God  as  if  they  knew  Him.  I  al- 
ways thought  He  was  just  a  myth  or 
character  out  of  a  book.  Do  you  really  be- 
lieve there  is  a  God?  Of  course  you  do  or 
you  wouldn't  have  been  able  to  stand  up 
the  way  you  did  this  afternoon." 

Helen  looked  at  the  other  girl  in  as- 
tonishment for  a  minute. 

"Do  you  mean  that  you  have  never 
heard  about  God,  and  this  is  the  first 
time  that  you  have  ever  talked  to  a 
Christian?" 

"Yes!"  The  girl  hesitated  for  a  minute. 
"You  see,  my  father  doesn't  believe  in 
anything  and  he  has  never  wanted  to  talk 
about  such  things.  When  I  was  small, 
mother  died  and  father  said  if  there  had 
been  a  God  it  wouldn't  have  happened.  So 
he  brought  me  up  without  any  thought 
of  God." 

"Oh!"  Helen  looked  at  the  other  girl 
for  a  minute.  "That  must  be  terrible.  God 
is  so  wonderful  and  kind,  I  wouldn't 
want  to  live  if  I  thought  there  was  no 
God." 

"I'll  have  to  go  now.  Perhaps  I'll  see 
you  tomorrow.  I'd  like  to.  I'd  like  to 
know  if  there  is  a  God — I  think  I'd  like 
to  know  Him." 

"Wait!"  Helen  caught  the  other  girl  by 
the  arm.  "You  haven't  told  me  your 
name." 

"I'm  Paula  Baker.  We  live  on  Crescent 
Avenue.  Perhaps  you  could  come  and  see 
us  some  time.  I  think  if  father  knew  you 
he  might  feel  differently   toward  God." 

"I'd  love  to  come,  and  you  must  come 
to  see  me.  You'd  love  my  mother  and 
father.  You  would  surely  want  to  be  a 
Christian  if  you  knew  them.  By  the  way, 
I  wonder  if  you  would  like  this  little 
book.  It  will  tell  you  about  God."  Helen 
reached  into  her  purse  and  took  out  her 
pocket  testament  and  handed  it  to  the 
other  girl. 

"I  don't  know.  I'm  afraid  father  would 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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Contributions  by  Young  Writers 


Life 

Mrs.  Sylvia  Meers 

Life!  different  pictures  have  been 
drawn  compared  as  a  mountain  railroad, 
a  pathway,  a  river,  a  sea,  a  highway;  a 
stage  on  which  actors  come  and  go; 
a  moment  of  time  between  two  eternities, 
a  song  that  is  sung,  a  talc  that  is  told. 

Life  also  is  a  corridor  in  which  we  find 
ourselves,  a  great  hallway  of  life  with 
many   adjoining   rooms. 

At  the  entrance  stands  the  keeper. 
John  14:6,  "Jesus  saith  unto  him,  I  am 
the  way,  the  truth,  and  the  life:  no  man 
cometh  unto  the  Father,  but  by  me." 
And  He  offers  the  masterkcy.  Once 
having  passed  the  threshold  of  birth's 
door  in  this  great  hall,  one  must  move 
forward;  there  are  many  closed  doors 
along  this  hall:  room  of  education  which, 
once  entered,  adds  enjoyment  and  under- 
standing to  all  the  rest;  the  room  of 
friendship  is  lighted  with  a  soft  glow 
which  seems  to  linger  with  all  who  enter; 
room  of  love  and  affection  provides 
strength  for  the  traveler  and  rest  for 
the  world's  weary;  rooms  of  endeavor  and 
self-discipline;  room  from  whose  balconies 
we  may  catch  undreamed-of  views.  In 
each  the  rarest  beauties  are  hidden  behind 
doors  which  are  unlocked  only  by  the 
masterkey.  There  are  rooms  which,  if 
ignored  or  neglected,  we  cannot  retrace 
our  steps.  Many  of  these  opportunities, 
if  missed,  influence  the  future  and  close 
other  doors.  As  we  walk  this  great  hall 
of  life  we  never  know  when  we  shall 
stand  before  the  exit,  and  be  required 
to  pass  beyond.  Away  in  the  distance 
these  exits  stand  scarcely  visible  until  we 
reach  the  end,  the  door  to  the  left  stands 
open;  beyond  the  threshold  it  is  dark. 
The  door  to  the  right  is  locked,  its  lock 
is  last  which  yields  to  the  masterkey. 
As  we  approach  the  end,  this  door  some- 
times stands  ajar  for  a  moment  as  a  friend 
passes  through  and  we  seem  to  catch  a 
gleam  of  light  or  the  fragrance  of  flow- 
ers  from   the   garden   beyond. 

For  us  life  has  its  failures  and  success- 
es, its  sorrow  and  happiness.  Tomorrow 
we  do  not  know,  yet  we  may  pass  down 
the  great  hall  unafraid,  courageous  and 
happy.  We  may  be  filled  with  confidence, 
born  of  assurance  if  we  have  met  the 
Keeper  of  the  corridor,  if  we  have  laid 
hold  on  eternal  life,  if  we  hold  in  our  hand 
the  masterkey. 

Mine    Own    Vineyard    Have    I    Nor 
Kept 

Mrs.    Mary    Smith 
Scripture  Text:  Song  of  Solomon  1:6. 
Our  attention  is  here  drawn  to  a  danger 


which  is  pre-eminently  one  of  this  day, 
the  intense  activity  of  our  times  may 
lead  to  zeal  in  service;  to  the  neglect  of 
prayer,  and  personal  communion  with 
Jesus;  but  such  neglect  will  not  only 
lessen  the  value  of  our  service,  but  tends 
to  incapacitate  us  for  the  highest  service. 

Nothing  humbles  the  soul  like  sacred 
and  intimate  communion  with  Him 
whom  our  soul  adores  and  yet  there  is  a 
sweet  joy  in  feeling  that  He  knows  all, 
and  notwithstanding  loves  us  still.  "I 
am  my  beloved's,  and  his  desire  is  toward 
me."  Song  of   Sol.   7:10. 

This  is  a  fast  age  in  which  we  are 
living;  everyone  seems  to  be  in  a  hurry. 
Satan  tries  to  see  to  it  that  Christians 
have  so  much  to  do  that  they  do  not 
have  time  to  pray,  or  read  and  meditate 
on  God's  Word.  The  one  great  concern 
of  the  devil  is  to  keep  Christians  from 
praying.  He  fears  nothing  from  prayer- 
less  studies,  prayerless  work  and  prayer- 
less  religion;  he  laughs  at  our  toil, 
mocks  at  our  wisdom,  but  he  trembles 
when  we  pray. 

The  church  that  lost  its  Christ  was 
full  of  good  works.  Sometimes  Satan  will 
suggest  good  things  for  you  to  do  while 
you  are  praying.  He  will  tell  you  that  you 
have  too  much  to  do  to  waste  your  time 
on  your  knees  and  suggests  that  you  get 
up  and  go  visit  someone  who  is  sick,  or 
read  a  good  book  or  even  go  to  church, 
anything  to  keep  you  from  praying. 
"They  made  me  keeper  of  the  vineyard, 
but  mine  own  vineyard  have  I  not  kept." 
Of  course,  we  should  visit  the  sick  and 
go  to  service  and  do  everything  we  can 
to  be  a  blessing  to  others,  but  the  para- 
mount need  is  to  keep  our  own  vineyards 
first;  find  time  to  pray,  time  to  meditate, 
time  to  win  souls,  and  time  to  wait  upon 
the  Lord  that  our  strength  might  be  re- 
newed. 

It  may  be  well  to  remember  if  it  was 
necessary  for  Jesus  to  spend  whole  nights 
in  prayer  to  overcome  the  world,  we 
must  spend  much  time  in  prayer  also, 
and  tarry  before  God  until  our  lives  are 
empowered  for  service.  "He  who  holds 
nearest  communion  with  heaven  can  best 
discharge   the  duties  of  everyday   life." 

Souls  may  be  lost  in  good  works  as 
surely  as  in  evil  ways.  We  read  of  a  class 
of  people  who  came  up  before  the  Lord 
and  began  to  tell  of  their  good  works. 
"We  have  eaten  and  drunk  in  thy  pres- 
ence and  thou  hast  taught  in  our  streets." 
And  let  us  imagine  we  hear  those  soul- 
disturbing  words  of  our  Lord  as  He  says, 
"Depart  from  me  ...  I  never  knew  you." 
They  could  have  well  said,  "Mine  own 
vineyard  have  I  not  kept."  Nothing  short 


of  the  precious  blood  of  Jesus  applied  to 
our  hearts,  and  personal  communion  with 
Him  will  get  us  through  the  gates  into 
the  city. 

Very  often  we  see  church  members 
who  are  overanxious  for  every  one  else 
to  live  the  life,  and  they  are  critically 
watching  every  move  others  make,  while 
their  own  salvation  and  that  of  their 
household  is  sadly  neglected.  This  is  an- 
other case  where  it  might  well  be  said, 
"Mine  own  vineyard  have  I  not  kept." 
I  believe  God  would  be  pleased  to  have 
us  all  obey  the  scripture  that  says,  "Study 
to  be  quiet  and  do  your  own  business." 

Let  us  think  just  for  a  moment  on  the 
words  of  Daniel  as  he  looked  down 
through  the  ages  and  said,  "Many  shall 
run  to  and  fro  and  knowledge  shall  be 
increased."  1  am  reminded  of  this  almost 
every  day  as  I  see  people  rushing  head- 
long into  eternity  with  no  time  to  go 
to  church,  no  time  to  pray,  with  no 
thought  for  God  or  the  welfare  of  their 
souls.  The  prayer  goes  out  from  my 
heart,  "O  God,  give  me  perfect  quietness 
of  heart;  help  me  to  be  calm  before 
Thee;  help  me  to  live  just  for  today  and 
appreciate  your  blessings  moment  by 
moment.  Bless  me  and  make  me  a  bless- 
ing to  others."  And  may  God  help  me 
to  so  live  that  when  I  come  to  the  end 
of  the  way,  I  will  not  have  to  sadly  say, 
"They  made  me  keeper  of  the  vineyards, 
but  mine  own  vineyard  have  I  not  kept." 

We  Are  the  Lights  of  the  World 

Mrs.   ]oJjn   Warren 

"Let  your  light  so  shine  before  men, 
that  they  may  see  your  good  works,  and 
glorify  your  Father  which  is  in  heaven," 
Matt.  5:16.  If  there  ever  was  a  time  in 
which  we  need  to  let  our  light  shine  it 
is  today.  Every  day  someone  is  looking 
at  our  life  to  see  if  there  is  a  reality  in 
serving  God  or  not.  We  need  to  live  a 
life  without  blame  and  pleasing  to  God. 
There  are  many  ways  in  which  we  can 
let  our   light   shine. 

First,  live  a  life  clean  and  pure  so  that 
others   may   see  Jesus  in  you. 

Second,  let  your  conversation  be  holy 
with  those  with  whom  you  associate. 

Third,  be  careful  about  the  way  you 
act  in  your  everyday  life,  that  you  may 
not  partake  of  the  things  of  the  world. 

Fourth,  live  a  humble  and  consecrated 
life  and  witness  for  Jesus  everywhere 
you  go. 

Fifth,  visit  the  sick  and  help  the  needy, 
tell   them  of  Jesus  and  His  love. 

There  are  many  other  ways  to  let  our 
light  shine,  but  space  does  not  permit 
our   mentioning   more. 

Phil.  2:14,  15  says,  "Do  all  things 
without  murmurings  and  disputings: 
That  ye  may  be  blameless  and  harmless, 
the  sons  of  God,  without  rebuke,  in  the 
midst  of  a  crooked  and  perverse  nation, 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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Class    Evangelism 

(Continued  from  page  15) 
one  could  know  just  when  he  is  to  lead. 
This  gives  them  plenty  of  time  to  choose 
their  speakers.  Songs  should  be  chosen 
in  line  with  your  subject.  Special  singers 
should  know  what  your  subject  is  to  be 
and  should  make  an  effort  at  least  to 
choose  appropriate  songs." 

Mable:  "I  am  here  for  the  first  time. 
I  came  over  from  another  church  just 
to  be  in  this  meeting.  Our  problem  is, 
we  can't  depend  on  our  young  people. 
They  will  take  the  part  you  give  them 
and  then  get  frightened  the  last  minute 
and  do  not  come  or  else  refuse  to  take 
their  part.  This  is  so  discouraging  to 
the  leader." 

Mrs.  H.:  "Oh,  dear  child,  I  know  what 
you  are  talking  about  and  I  don't  know 
just  what  advice  to  give  you.  It  is  a 
hard  problem  to  deal  with.  I  would  say 
to  those  who  are  not  dependable,  if  you 
are  a  professed  Christian,  you  should 
make  a  deeper  consecration.  God  bless  the 
boy  or  girl  who  will  say: 
"  'I'll  go  where  yon  want  me  to  go,  dear 
Lord, 

Over  -mountain  or  plain  or  sea; 
I'll  say  what  you  want  me  to  say,  dear 
Lord, 

I'll  be  what  you  want  me  to  be.' 
"Work  patiently  on,  dear  ones,  until  the 
last  one  of  your  young  people  can  sing 
this  song  from  tta  heart.  It  means  a  lot 
to  be  willing  to  try.  Even  though  it  may 
seem  a  failure  to  you,  it  will  not  be  a 
failure  in  God's  sight.  Here  is  a  little 
verse   for  you, 

"He  seemed   to   be   a   feeble  lad 

And,  yet,  he  used  the  strength  he  had. 

He  said,  'I  can't  lift  what  I  should!' 

But  bravely   lifted  what   he  could. 

Feeble  he  was,  but  every  eye 

Could  see  he  had  the  strength  to  try." 

Ja-mes:  "It's  about  time  for  us  to  ad- 
journ, I  think.  Some  of  us  are  in  high 
school  and  we  must  get  back  home  and 
study  some.  I  feel  that  we've  been  greatly 
helped   by   this    meeting." 

Ruth:  "Yes,  I'm  going  to  try  to  make 
our  Y.P.E.  better.  We  are  falling  far 
short  of  the  standard." 

Mrs.  H.:  "All  right,  let  us  rise  and 
sing  softly 

"Jesus,  keep  me  near  the  cross. 
There  a  precious  fountain; 

Free  to  all,  a  healing  stream, 

Flowed   from    Calv'ry's   mountain. 

"Now  let  us  have  the  Mizpah  bene- 
diction, 'The  Lord  watch  between  me 
and  thee,  when  we  are  absent  one  from 
another,'   Gen.    31:49." 

Y.   P.   E.   Poets 

(Continued  from  page  14) 
just   a  few  more  days  to  pray, 
Just  a  few  more  cares  and  heartaches 
Then  we'll  hear  our  Savior  say, 


"Come,  my  children,  come  up  higher, 
Faithful    thou   hast   been   and   true, 
Life    abundant,    joy    eternal, 
Now  await  in  heaven  for  you." 

Exchange   Page 

(Continued  from  page  13) 
of  the  Y.  P.  E.  Miss  Mary  Ruth  Dixon 
always  has  a  Lighted  Pathway  for  me 
each  month  and  I  prize  it  very  highly.  A 
great  work  is  being  done  in  Greensboro. 
Pray  for  me  and  mine  when  you  pray. 
— Mrs.  C.  R.  Morphis,  Greensboro,  N.  C. 

January  Prize 

RUSSELL  FOWLER 
Cleveland,  Tenn.,  is  the  happy  winner 
of  the  cash  prize  of  $5.00  for  selling  the 
most  papers  and  having  the  money  in  on 
time. 


Honor  Roll 

Verner  Harvey,  Honea  Path,  S.  C. 
Harry  Henderson,  Lindale,  Ga. 
Mrs.  Ollie  Hill,  Riverside,  Ga. 
T.  J.  Collins,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 
Mary  E.  Blackwood,  Nashville,  Tenn. 
Olen  Peele,  Dillon,  S.  C. 

PLAYS 


HOME  SCENES 
By  the  Editor 


THE  UNBROKEN  CIRCLE 
By  E.  E.  Coleman 


A  SEARCH  IN  VAIN 
By  Verlene  McCay 
Order  from  Lighted  Pathway,  Cleve- 
land, Tenn.   Price  25c  each. 
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Why  I  Tithe 

I  tithe  because  I  believe  that  the  Bible 
teaches  this  method  of  giving.  To  be  sure, 
it  was  the  plan  used  in  the  Old  Testa- 
ment times.  There  it  is  emphatically  de- 
clared that  "the  tithes  is  holy  unto  the 
Lord."  Abraham,  as  well  as  his  grandson, 
Jacob,  adopted  this  method.  When  Israel 
failed  to  honor  God  with  the  tithe,  com- 
plaint was  made  against  them  that  they 
were  robbing  God. 

Another  reason  why  I  tithe  is  because 
of  the  blessings  promised  to  others.  I  be- 
lieve that  as  God  contracted  with  His 
people  in  olden  times  that  if  they  would 
bring  their  tithes  He  would  pour  upon 
them  heavenly  blessings,  He  offers  the 
same  bargains  to  us  today.  The  unani- 
mous testimony  of  tithers  seems  to  be 
that  God  always  keeps  His  part  of  the 
contract. 

I  tithe  because  it  is  a  fair  method. 
Those  who  have  only  a  little  tithe  accord- 
ingly, while  those  who  have  much  give  in 
the  same  ratio.  It  means,  "much  from 
some,    but    something    from   all." 

I  tithe  because  it  puts  a  business  ele- 
ment in  my  religious  program.  I  know 
exactly  how  much  I  can  give.  It  also 
seems  to  make  the  other  nine-tenths  do 
more. 

I  tithe  because  of  my  gratitude  to  the 
Church.  It  was  through  the  church's  in- 
fluence that  I  found  myself,  for  which 
I  am  grateful  enough  to  support  the  king- 
dom of  God  with  my  tithe.  "And  of  all 
thou  shalt  give  me,  I  will  surely  give  the 
tenth  unto  thee." — N.  T.  S.,  in  Christian 
Observer. 

Thoughts  for  the  Ministry 

Text:   2  Tim.  2:15. 
D.  H.  Delk 
To  begin  with,  I  want  to  say  I  am  not 


posing  as  a  teacher  or  as  an  adviser  to 
preachers,  but  I  for  one  always  appreciate 
advice  to  the  ministry.  Also,  I  wish  to 
say,  God  bless  our  ministry.  There  is  a 
deep  joy  and  a  peculiar  comfort  inex- 
plainable  about  being  with  or  meeting  my 
brother  preacher. 

First,  the  text  says  "study,"  which 
means  to  apply  our  minds  continually  to 
God's  Word  and  other  good  books;  to 
meditate,  musing  kindles  the  fire,  Psa.  39: 
3.  Then  you  can  speak  with  something  to 
say — something  with  fire  in  it.  See  Jer. 
20:9. 

Someone  said  that  their  new  preacher's 
sermon  wasn't  very  big  after  he  got  the 
wrapping  off.  Suppose  we  take  the  wrap- 
ping off  before  we  go  in  the  pulpit.  A 
preacher  is  judged  by  what  he  doesn't  say 
as  well  as  by  what  he  does  say.  So  we 
must  study  much  so  we  will  know  what 
to  leave  out  of  our  sermons.  Then  it's 
better  to  have  one  can  of  condensed  milk 
than  a  gallon  of  skimmed  "blue  John."  A 
good  way  is  to  get  a  good  starting  point, 
then  a  good  closing  point,  and  keep  them 
as  close  together  as  possible. 

The  merciful  preacher's  sermon  is 
short,  sharp,  straight,  encouraging  and 
to  the  point;  but  the  unmerciful's  sermon 
is  long,  dry,  rambling  and  uninteresting. 
No  preacher  has  to  preach  long,  dry  ser- 
mons. They  may  be  dry  but  we  can  make 
them  short.  And  the  one  who  makes  his 
sermons  short  is  more  likely  to  be  called 
on  again. 

They  should  study  for  something  new 
to  say;  a  new  sermon  with  new  illustra- 
tions. An  instructed  man  can  bring  forth 
both  old  and  new,  Matt.  13:52.  Peas  are 
good,  but  it  is  best  to  change  to  beans  or 
cabbage  after  while. 

Sometimes   it   may   be   easy  to  preach, 


but  it  is  never  easy  to  preach  right. 

A  famous  doctor  says,  by  experience, 
he  finds  it  cheers  his  patients  up  to 
change  the  dish  (or  ware)  on  which  their 
meals  arc  served — one  day  on  chinaware 
of  a  beautiful  design,  next  on  glassware 
of  different  color,  etc. 

One  preacher  said  he  always  roared 
when  he  had  nothing  to  say. 

My  daily  prayer  is,  O  Lord,  give  me 
something  to  say  quick  and  something 
new  to  say. 

Five    Reasons   for   Going    to  Church 

Because  the  church  is  the  only  organi- 
zation whose  avowed  purpose  is  to  help 
us  find  God.  And  we  all  need  God. 

Because  the  best  people  in  the  com- 
munity are  found  in  the  church,  and  that 
is  the  kind  of  people  with  whom  we  want 
to  associate.  This  does  not  mean  that  the 
folks  in  the  church  are  perfect.  They  do 
not  claim  to  be.  But,  with  only  a  very  oc- 
casional exception,  they  do  stand  for  per- 
sonal and  civic  decency  and  righteousness. 

Because  the  church  is  one  of  the  few 
enduring  things  in  this  world.  It  has 
within  it  perennial  life.  Nations  have  ris- 
en and  fallen,  but  the  church  has  stood. 

Because  the  church  has  done  great 
things  that  make  it  worthy  of  our  sup- 
port. It  has  built  hospitals,  founded 
schools,  brought  comfort  to  millions,  and 
help  and  courage  to  many  more  millions. 
It  has  sent  missionaries- into  all  fields  and 
relieved  human  misery  wherever  found.  It 
has  helped  foreigners  who  come  to  our 
shores  to  become  real  Americans. 

Because  we  would  not  want  to  live  in  a 
community  where  there  was  no  church. 
This  being  true,  we  owe  the  church  our 
support  for  purely  personal  reasons. — 
The  New  Century  Leader. 

Nowhere  yet  have  the  people  reached 
the  point  where  they  want  to  live  with- 
out churches  but  most  of  them  have 
reached  the  point  of  not  going  to  the 
churches.  There  is  no  open  assault  in  this 
country  upon  Christianity  except  in  the 
mode  of  life  that  most  people  are  living, 
but  there  is  an  indirect  and  more  deadly 
assault  upon  Christianity  by  ignoring  it  as 
far  as  possible  and  a  failure  to  follow  the 
new  commandment  that  Jesus  gave  to  His 
disciples,  "Love  one  another  as  I  have 
loved  you." — Elizabethton  News. 

Thanks 

We  thank  our  friends  for  the  many 
beautiful  Christmas  cards  we  received.  It 
was  so  gratifying  to  know  that  you 
thought  of  us  amidst  all  the  busy  rush  of 
Christmas.  We  wish  we  had  time  to 
thank  each  one  of  you  personally.  We  had 
a  wonderful  Christmas  and  God  was  good 
to  us.  Thanks  again  and  God  bless  you. 
— Sincerely,  A  Ida  B.  Harrison.  Editor. 
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Christianity  Today 

Many  Christians  today  are  asking  the 
question,  "How  can  I  help  spread  the 
gospel  of  Christ?"  or  "What  can  I  do  to 
help  the  Church?"  North  America  has  a 
population  of  140  million  people  with 
only  75  million  Protestant  Christians. 
South  America  has  80  million  people  with 
only  900,000  Protestant  Christians.  Of 
Europe's  462  million  people  only  115 
million  are  Protestants.  Of  920  million 
of  Asia  only  1,150,000  inhabitants  are 
Protestants.  143  million  people  are  living 
in  Africa,  and  only  3  million  are  Protes- 
tant Christians.  Seventy  per  cent  of  In- 
dia's vast  population  of  3  52,987,000  are 
Hindus  and  twenty-two  per  cent  are 
Mohammedans.  China  has  a  population  of 
486,933,373  and  only  618,650  native 
Protestants.  Even  in  "Christian  America" 
there  are  5  0  million  people  who  are 
not  Christians  and  14  million  young 
people  who  have  never  been  to  Sunday 
School.  Does  this  record  look  like  the 
Christians  are  obeying  the  commandment 
Christ  gave  in  Mark  16:15,  "Go  ye  into 
all  the  world  and  preach  the  gospel  to 
every  creature"?  You  may  say,  "We 
cannot  help  it  if  the  heathens  reject 
Christ."  Perhaps  that's  true,  but  most  of 
the  heathens  have  not  rejected  Christ! 
They  have  not  heard  of  Christ;  they 
cannot  refuse  something  they  do  not 
know  anything  about.  "How  then  shall 
they  call  on  him  in  whom  they  have  not 
believed?  and  how  shall  they  believe  in 
him  of  whom  they  have  not  heard?  and 
how  shall  they  hear  without  a  preacher?" 
Rom.    10:14. 

It  is  true  that  we  have  loyal  ministers 
and  missionaries  who  are  laboring  faith- 
fully to  get  the  gospel  of  Christ  to  the 
lost,  and  they  should  be  commended  for 
their  splendid  work,  but  we  need  more, 
and  sometimes  these  warriors  are  going  to 
be  forced  by  the  process  of  nature  to 
lay  down  the  armor.  Much  of  this  work 
will  be  lost  unless  we  have  someone  who 
is  adequately  equipped  and  efficiently 
prepared  to  take  up  their  work.  We  have 
many  young  people  who  are  not  only 
willing,  but  eager  to  follow  the  Lord  in 
His  work.  In  our  Bible  School  this  term 
we  have  seventy  who  have  a  definite  call 
to  the  ministry  and  sixteen  who  have 
been  called  to  some  foreign  country.  The 
Church  of  God  needs  a  junior  college 
to  train  these  and  other  young  people  to 
work  for  God.  Do  you  want  a  pastor, 
when  the  present  competent  ministers 
have  "finished  their  course,"  who  does 
not  have  the  ability  to  pastor?  Your 
future  pastor  is  preparing  somewhere, 
maybe  in  our  Bible  School.  You  can  help 


him  by  making  it  a  junior  college.  Feb- 
ruary 9-16  is  to  be  a  National  Book  Week 
and  every  Church  of  God  member  is 
asked  to  make  a  donation  for  the  B.  T.  S. 
Library.  We  must  have  thousands  of 
dollars  worth  of  books  to  have  a  junior 
college!  Pastors,  will  you  put  this  before 
your  church  and  ask  them  to  help?  We 
should  get   5,000  books  this  week. 

If  you  are  going  to  buy  books,  it  will 
be  better  to  let  the  school  get  them  for 
you  because  it  can  get  them  cheaper. 
Books  may  be  sent  cheaper  by  mail  marked 
"book  rate."  Send  all  donations  to:  The 
B.  T.  S.  Library  Club,  Sevierville,  Tenn. 
— Clyde   Case,   president. 

***********************  ***** 

MORE  ABOUT  OUR  BIBLE  SCHOOL 

LIBRARY 

Plans  Changed — invite  Cooperation 

of  All 

Sister  Harrison  had  promised  Brother 
Tharp  that  she  would  run  a  list  of  the 
books  needed  for  the  library  of  our  Bible 
School  in  the  Lighted  Pathway;  but  when 
the  list  came,  it  was  such  an  enormous  one 
that  it  was  decided  by  all  that  it  would 
be  far  better,  instead  of  running  the  list 
of  books  in  the  Lighted  Pathway  (which 
would  take  several  issues,  taking  up 
valuable  space),  to  offer  another  plan. 

The  plan  is  this:  Raise  all  the  money 
you  can  in  your  Y.  P.  E.  to  go  for  the 
school  library.  For  every  dollar  you  raise, 
we  will  give  you  credit  in  the  contest  for 
one  book.  The  books,  however,  will  cost 
much  more  than  this;  but  we  felt  that 
this  would  be  possibly  the  best  way  to 
count  it.  Since  it  will  take  thousands  and 
thousands  of  dollars,  please,  everyone, 
help  us  all  you  can  in  this  great  work. 
May  we  ask  all  state  superintendents  and 
all  local  presidents  to  put  this  before 
your  people  and  help  us  in  this  important 
drive. 

May  God  bless  every  one  of  you. — 
Sincerely  yours,  J.  H.  Walker,  General 
Overseer. 

**************************** 
Dear  Lighted  Pathway  Readers: 

As  I  sit  here  gazing  out  the  window 
at  the  beauty  of  the  earth  and  feeling 
thankful  for  the  bright  sunrays  shining 
into  the  room,  my  mind  goes  back  to  the 
days  when  I  dreamed  of  going  to  Bible 
School  and  felt  the  longing  in  my  heart 
to  fit  myself  for  God's  service  so  that  I 
could  be  approved  unto  God,  a  workman 
that  needeth  not  to  be  ashamed.  Now  it 
is  a  dream  that  has  come  true  and  I  find 
myself  in  good  ole  B.  T.  S.  Thanks  for 
the   backing   of  my   mother,   father   and 


the  church  at  Naples,  Fla. 

I  had  read  about  the  Bible  School,  as 
different  students  would  try  to  describe 
the  beauty  and  the  worth  of  it,  yet  the 
picture  could  never  be  painted  plain 
enough  in  words  for  you  who  have  never 
been,  to  grasp  the  greatness  of  the  school. 

I  would  like  to  try  to  draw  a  word 
picture  of  the  school  also,  as  I  stand  on 
the  highway  in  front  of  the  school.  I 
see  three  buildings  situated  on  two  small 
hills  with  hills  on  either  side  and  in  the 
background  the  Smoky  Mountains  loom 
up  before  us.  When  evening  begins  to 
draw  its  curtain,  and  the  sun  sinks  behind 
the  mountain  tops,  it  is  then  that  God's 
handiwork  presents  itself  to  us  in  all  its 
beauty.  The  beautiful  sunset  gives  us  in- 
spiration to  study  our  lessons  and  prepare 
for  the  following  day,  which  we  look  for 
eagerly.  We  almost  begrudge  the  hours 
that  we  have  to  spend  in  dreamland. 
When  study  period  is  over,  prayers  can 
be  heard  from  almost  every  room  in  the 
buildings  which  is  the  ending  of  a  happy 
day. 

If  you  ever  have  the  opportunity  to 
attend  this  school,  you  will  never  regret 
it,  even  if  you  have  to  make  a  sacrifice, 
for  this  is  the  most  heavenly  place  on 
earth.  It  is  a  place  of  refuge  in  time  of 
storm  and  the  best  place  on  earth  to  rest 
your  mind  from  the  worries  and  cares 
of  life.  Everyone  who  reads  this  please 
pray  that  I  will  be  capable  of  filling 
whatever  place  the  Lord  has  for  me. — 
Lochie   Byrd   Whitener,   Naples,   Fla. 

Dear  Lighted  Pathway  Readers: 

I  am  indeed  thankful  for  the  oppor- 
tunity I  have  of  being  in  Bible  School 
this  term. 

I,  as  many  other  young  people,  have 
felt  the  need  of  greater  preparation  for 
the  work  of  the  Lord,  and  where  could 
you  find  a  place  better  than  the  Church 
of  God  Bible  School  for  this  training? 
To  be  in  this  heavenly  atmosphere  and 
associate  with  a  group  of  young  people 
who  enjoy  serving  the  Lord,  is  a  won- 
derful blessing.  The  past  three  months 
have  been  the  happiest  of  my  life  and  the 
Lord  has  been  sweeter  to  me  than  ever 
before. 

While  I  was  home  Christmas  so  many 
expressed  their  desire  to  attend  school, 
that  I  realized  more  than  ever  what  a 
golden  opportunity  I  have.  I  want  to 
make  every  moment  of  this  next  three 
months  count,  so  I  can  be  a  greater  bless- 
ing when  I  get  on  the  battlefield  for 
Jesus. 

Pray  for  me  that  I  will  be  a  true 
soldier  for  Jesus  and  that  my  little  candle 
may  send  a  ray  of  light  to  some  soul  in 
sin   and   darkness. 

May  I  keep  my  light  burning  and  let 
God  place  it  where  He  will. — Virginia 
Green,  Georgia. 
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Brother  and  Sister  Carl  }.  Hughes  and 
Sister  Mary  L.  Henson,  missionaries  to 
the   Bahamas. 


Miss  Betty  Mae  Daniel,  our  little  mission- 
ary to  Mexico,  who  is  with  her  uncle  and 
aunt,  Rev.  and  Sister  J.  W.  Archer, 
Mexico  City. 

Editor's  Message 

( Continued   from   page   2 ) 
mi; — if   it     had   been      the   invention   of 
man,    the   invention      would      have    been 
greater  than  the  greatest  heroes." 

Charles  A.  Dana,  American  journalist, 
"Of  all  books,  the  most  indispensable  and 
the  most  useful,  the  one  whose  knowl- 
edge is  the  most  effective  is  the  Bible. 
There  is  no  book  like  the  Bible.  In  every 
controversy  the  Bible  contains   the   right 


Here  is  Miss  Edith  Roberson,  age  nine, 
little  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Carlos 
Roberson,  Cleveland,  Term.  Edith  broke 
the  record  in  selling  Lighted  Pathways  in 
Cleveland  (January  issue).  Her  sales 
were  mostly  to  people  outside  the  Church 
of  God.  She  sold  eighty-eight  papers. 


answer  and  pleads  for  the  right  policy." 

David  J.  Brewer,  U.  S.  Supreme  Court, 
"This  American  nation  from  its  first 
settlement  at  Jamestown  to  this  hour  is 
based  on  and  permeated  by  the  principles 
of  the  Bible." 

Spurgeon:  "The  Bible  is  a  vein  of  pure 
gold,  unalloyed  by  quartz,  or  any  earth- 
ly substance.  It  is  a  star  without  a  speck; 
a  sun  without  darkness;  a  moon  without 
its  paleness;  a  glory  without  a  dimness.  O 
Bible!  it  cannot  be  said  of  any  other  book 
that  it  is  perfect  and  pure,  but  of  thee  we 
can  declare  all  wisdom  is  gathered  up  in 
thee,  without  a  particle  of  folly.  This  is 
the  judge  that  ends  the  strife,  where  wit 
and  reason  fail.  This  is  the  Book  untainted 
by  any  error,  but  is  pure,  unalloyed,  per- 
fect truth." 

I  want  to  call  back  and  tell  you  some 
things  from  my  own  experience. 

First,  let  us  turn  to  Heb.  12:1 
and  read,  "Wherefore  seeing  we  also  are 
compassed  about  with  so  great  a  cloud  of 
witnesses,  let  us  lay  aside  every  weight, 
and  the  sin  which  doth  so  easily  beset  us, 
and  let  us  run  with  patience  the  race  that 
is  set  before  us." 

Why  should  any  one  go  on  doubting? 
Men  of  high  position,  men  of  culture  and 
education,  speak  words  of  commendation 
of  the  inspired  Word  of  God.  It  is  not 
just  weak-minded  men  and  women  who 
believe  the  Bible.  I  remember  very  well 
the  time,  early  in  life,  when  conviction 
seized  me  and  I  wanted  more  than  any- 
thing in  all  the  world  to  find  God.  It 
was  through  the  words  in  this  wonderful 
Book  that  I  found  Him  precious  to  my 
soul.  He  spoke  to  me  and  said,  "Ye  must 
be  born  again,"  John  3:7b.  "And  him 
that  cometh  unto  me  I  will  in  no  wise 
cast  out,"  John  6:37b. 

That  time  when  I  was  going  through 


a  great  testing,  He  spoke  to  me  and  said, 
"Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled:  ye  be- 
lieve in  God,  believe  also  in  me.  In  my 
Father's  house  arc  many  mansions:  if  it 
were  not  so,  I  would  have  told  you.  I  go 
to  prepare  a  place  for  you.  And  if  I  go  and 
prepare  a  place  for  you,  I  will  come  again, 
and  receive  you  unto  myself;  that  where 
I  am,  there  ye  may  be  also." 

Isn't  it  wonderful  to  have  a  book  to 
tell  you  that  this  life  does  not  end  all? 
Oh,  how  sad  it  would  be  to  think  when 
we  looked  into  the  face  of  that  loved 
one  for  the  last  time  in  this  world  that 
there  was  no  hope  of  ever  meeting  him 
again. 

Then  after  I  read  that  there  is  a  place 
I  wonder  just  what  it  is  like  and  I  turn 
over  to  Rev.  21  and  22  and  there  find 
a  picture  of  the  place. 

In  this  Book  I  find  just  how  to  live 
so  that  I  may  get  there.  I  find  that  God 
will  give  us  grace  to  go  through  this 
world  and  sin  and  sorrow  and  come  out 
victorious.  It  tells  us  that  there  is  a  hell 
to  shun  as  well  as  a  heaven  to  win. 

Dear  friends,  where  are  you  going? 
You  are  just  as  sure  on  your  way  to  one 
of  these  places  as  you  are  drawing  your 
breath  right  now.  Your  destination  may 
be  only  a  few  steps  ahead.  Why  not  search 
the  scriptures  to  see  where  you  are  go- 
ing? God  help  you  boys  and  girls  to  wake 
up  and  find  the  wonderful  truths  laid 
down  in  this  Book  and  live  them. 

Don't  fail  to  read  the  Inner  Circle  page 
in  each  issue  of  the  paper;  it  is  one  of  the 
greatest  books  written  on  the  Bible  I  have 
ever  read. 

Again  God  bless  you. 

MY   LIFE'S   GREATEST  THRILL 

The  greatest  thrill  I  have  ever  known 
was  when  I  came  to  Christ  a  sinner  and 
went  away  a  "born-again"  creature.  It 
stands  forth  as  an  experience  of  the  most 
glorious  happiness  and  sublimest  peace 
that  ever  came  into  my  life.  A  reminis- 
cence of  that  night  is  borne  to  me  on 
the  wings  of  memory.  It  has  come  to  me 
a  thousand  times.  I  had  listened  attentive- 
ly to  several  testimonies,  which  were 
followed  by  one  of  the  most  dynamic 
spiritual  sermons  that  ever  emanated  from 
the  soul  of  a  Christian  minister.  I  was 
drawn  forcibly  by  an  invitation  for 
prayer.  For  a  moment  I  hesitated.  I  stood 
in  the  "valley  of  decision,"  and  at  the 
crossroads  of  life.  Doubts  swept  over  me; 
uncertainties  baffled  me;  procrastination 
bound  me;  then,  suddenly  faith  seized 
me.  I  bowed  before  Christ  in  surrender, 
and  my  self-will  was  broken  as  bitter 
tears  of  repentance  coursed  their  way 
down   my  cheeks. 

I  arose  to  live  and  to  walk  in  a  ne\v 
world.  That  night  a  light  shone  about  me, 
while  a  joy  filled  me,  and  a  power 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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PROGRAM  OUTLINE 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo 
merits  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
•cripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  .0  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let   us   bear   this  in    mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son   Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
•  •nless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
Tf  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  cr  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris 
tians  who  can  always  be  depended  on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
they  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
nave  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come   to   the   altar  of   prayer  and    accept   Christ. 

**************************** 

Topic:  The  Bible 
By  Esther  Holland 
So  often  it  is  easy  for  the  child  of 
God  to  forget  that  the  necessary  food 
for  his  soul  is  partly  provided  by  the 
Word  of  God.  And  this  New  Year  is 
another  good  time  for  us  to  begin  to  live 
by  the  Bible  more  than  we  have  in  the 
past.  It  is  easy  to  break  resolutions,  but 
this  should  be  one  that  will  become  a 
habit  with  us,  in  such  a  measure,  that 
without  a  Bible  reading  each  day  we  will 
feel  that  something  has  been  missed.  And 
truly  it  has  been  if  we  can  only  realize 
it.  We  sometimes  hear  someone  say  some- 
thing about  what  should  be  done  under 
various  circumstances  and  in  certain  con- 
ditions that  arise  from  time  to  time.  In 
this  study  we  wish  to  learn  something 
different,  as  it  were,  and  look  into  our 
Bibles  with  a  different  view  of  its  con- 
tents. If  we  can  realize  it  to  be  the  Holy 
Word  of  a  holy  God,  sent  to  us  for  a  holy 
purpose  I  believe  it  will  help  us  to  better 
understand  the  contents. 

The  Guide  of  Life 

Gal.  6:16 
If  we  start  on  a  trip  across  the  United 
States,  one  of  the  first  things  we  do  is 
to  obtain  a  road  map  and  study  the 
routes,  make  inquiries  about  any  detours 
that  may  be  on  the  road.  Yet,  many 
Christians  start  out  on  the  life  road  from 
earth    to    heaven    and    fail    to    read    the 


guidebook,  the  Bible,  and  when  they  be- 
come discouraged  because  of  detours,  or 
broken  bridges,  or  washouts,  or  other 
things  of  that  nature,  they  want  to  turn 
back  and  get  on  the  other  road  immed- 
iately. Now,  if  that  child  of  God  will 
just  take  time  to  look  at  the  Bible  long 
enough  and  run  the  references  as  to  the 
walk  of  a  Christian,  surely  there  will  be 
no  turning  back,  but  there  are  so  many 
promises  there  that  will  guide  us  in  the 
right  way  we  cannot  miss  it.  More  than 
that,  we  not  only  have  the  promises  of 
making  it  through,  but  we  have  the 
promise  in  Psalm  34:7  that  the  angels 
of  God  will  encamp  round  about  us  and 
protect  us  from  evil  while  we  are  on  this 
road.  When  we  walk  according  to  the 
rule  He  has  given  in  the  Word  of  God, 
there  is  no  danger  of  going  wrong,  He 
watches  over  us,  His  angel  goes  before 
us,  and  His  presence  within  us,  therefore, 
we  have  all  we  could  desire. 
The  Sword  of  Life 
Eph.  6:10-18 
In  these  last  days  there  are  so  many 
wars,  so  many  countries  which  are  suffer- 
ing the  results  of  war,  and  our  country 
is  being  threatened  also;  our  young  men 
are  now  in  training  and  the  country  will 
be  calling  more  within  a  few  months, 
and  everyone  seems  to  be  burdened  be- 
cause of  the  terrible  conflict  which  we 
feel  is  just  ahead  of  us,  there  seems  to 
that  it  is  almost  inexplainable.  Yet,  these 
things  are  prophesied  and  Jesus  said  they 
must  come  to  pass,  and  we  know  that 
His  words  are  being  fulfilled  thereby. 
But  on  the  other  hand,  there  is  a  greater 
be  such  an  unrest  and  distrust  in  people 
war  on  than  the  war  with  Germany,  that 
is  with  the  devil.  In  these  verses  we  find 
just  how  to  win  that  war,  how  we  shall 
arm  ourselves  and  with  this  armor  and 
faith  in  our  Great  Commander,  we  will 
never  lose  a  battle,  but  He  is  our  victor 
each  and  every  time.  Child  of  God,  let 
us  put  on  the  whole  armor  of  God;  we 
will  then  be  so  protected  that  the  enemy 
can't  touch  us.  The  Word  of  God  within 
our  hearts  will  put  the  enemy  of  our 
souls  to  rout  at  all  times. 

The  Shield  of  Life 

Psalm  91:4 
When  we  read  of  the  story  of  David 
and  Goliath,  we  often  wonder  about  the 
shield  of  Goliath  in  which  he  trusted  so 
fully,  but  in  this  scripture  we  have  a 
shield  which  will  not  cover  just  a  portion 
of  our  bodies,  but  all,  and  when  we  trust 
in  this  shield  nothing  can  harm  us  what- 
soever— a  shield  from  temptation,  from 
evil  thoughts,  gossiping,  doubts,  fears, 
and  whatsoever  is  not  of  God.  If  we 
would  cherish  the  Word  and  keep  it 
planted  within  our  hearts  as  God   com- 


manded the  children  of  Israel,  there  would 
never  be  a  time  when  we  would  be  over- 
come by  the  enemy,  for  His  promise 
goes  with  us  when  we  trust  wholly  in 
Him,  and  Jesus  said  if  His  Word  abide 
in  us  we  shall  ask  what  we  will  and  it 
shall  be  done  unto  us.  Others  may  trust 
in  their  riches,  still  others  in  their  an- 
cestors, others  in  fame,  etc.,  but  let  me 
trust  wholly  in  God,  in  His  Word,  for 
it  is  sure  and  certain  and  will  never  fail. 
The  Light  of  Life 
Psalm    119:105 

There  may  be  times  when  our  pachway 
grows  dim,  our  view  may  become  shaded 
by  reason  of  doubts  or  misunderstandings, 
but  His  Word  is  a  light  that  will  shine 
and  make  us  to  see  clearly  the  way  He 
would  have  us  go,  and  make  us  to  under- 
stand His  will  concerning  our  lives.  Even 
when  the  dark  clouds  of  sorrow  hang 
low,  and  our  loved  ones  are  buried  'neath 
the  sod,  there  is  a  light  that  shines 
through  and  tells  us  of  the  sunshine  land 
in  the  world  to  come,  it  gives  us  hope 
that  we  can  meet  again  on  the  other 
shore.  When  we,  ourselves,  come  down 
to  the  river  of  Jordan,  and  the  lights  of 
this  world  cease  to  shine,  there  is  a 
heavenly  light  that  comes  to  light  the 
way  across  and  we  can  feel  the  hand 
divine  as  Pie  guides  us  safely  across  to 
the  shore  that  knows  no  darkness,  to  the 
land  of  everlasting  light,  to  the  place 
where  all  tears  are  wiped  away  from  our 
eyes,  a  place  where  we  can  see  our  Savior 
face  to  face,  we  can  see  the  nail-scars 
in  His  hands,  we  can  fall  at  His  feet 
and  place  our  crowns  there  in  thanks- 
giving for  His  wonderful  and  unlimited 
love  that  gives  us  such  a  glorious  oppor- 
tunity! Won't  that  be  a  grand  time!  God 
hasten  the  day  when  we  shall  be  taken 
up   to   be   forever   with   Him. 

The  Bible 
This   Book    unfolds    Jehovah's   mind, 
This   Voice  salutes  in  accents   kind. 
This  Fountain  has  its  source  on  high, 
This  Friend  will  all  your  needs  supply. 
This  Mine  affords  us  boundless  wealth. 
This  Good  Physician  gives  us  health. 
This  Sun  renews  and  warms  the  soul. 
This  Sword  both  wounds  and  makes  us 

whole. 
This  Letter  shows  our  sins  forgiven, 
This  Guide  conducts  us  safe  to  heaven. 
This  Charter  has  been  sealed  with  blood, 
This  Volume  is  the  Word  of  God. 

Topic:  Fruit  of  the  Spirit 

Hope  Goodman 
Scripture  Lesson:  Gal.  5:22,  23 
Leader's  Thoughts 
This  scripture  alone  shows  the  believ- 
er   and    the   unbeliever   just   where    they 
stand  in  their  spiritual  lives.  To  the  be- 
liever, after  taking  inventory  of  his  life, 
it    shows   where   victory   is   greatest   and 
where  prayer  is  most  needed  in  his  be- 
half. To  the  unbeliever  it  proves  that  his 
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spiritual   life   is  a   dark   veil   which  is  in 
need  of  each  of  the  characteristics  which 
is  mentioned  in  the  scripture. 
Love,  Joy,  Peace 

No  greater  love  can  we  find  than  God's 
love  when  He  gave  His  only  Son,  Jesus, 
for  us  and  when  Jesus  died  on  the  cross 
that  we  may  have  eternal  life.  It  is  cer- 
tain that  love  was  justified  in  being  first 
mentioned  as  one  of  the  fruits  of  the 
Spirit,  for  if  the  love  of  God  is  shed 
abroad  in  our  hearts  we  love,  first  of  all, 
God.  Therefore,  we  will  serve  Him.  Then 
we  shall  love  our  friends,  and  enemies  too, 
and  all  of  the  other  characters  of  this 
scripture  will  naturally  come  in  our  lives. 

It  is  simple  to  understand  that  when 
we  love  God  and  all  our  fellow  men  we 
have  joy.  We  are  glad  of  God's  redeem- 
ing grace  and  we  have  bright  beams  of 
joy  in  our  life.  No  longer  are  we  the  once 
discontented  pleasure-seekers,  but  now 
we  are  peaceful — rejoicing  over  the  eter- 
nal hope  in  our  hearts — free  from  the 
troubles  and  cares  of  this  world.  Praise 
God  for  His  love,  joy  and  peace. 
Longsuffering 

Although  Christians  are  joyful  and 
peaceful,  there  are  also  in  the  lives  of 
Christians  burdens,  trials  and  tempta- 
tions. As  the  expression  goes,  "It's  not 
all  a  flowery  bed  of  ease."  The  enemy  is 
constantly  putting  stumbling  blocks  in 
our  paths.  We  have  heavy  hearts  because 
of  the  wicked  ways  of  sinners  going  on 
unconcerned  about  their  souls.  Sometimes 
trouble  comes  in  the  church.  Perhaps  a 
weak  brother  gets  offended  and  many 
other  things  could  be  mentioned  which 
cause  the  Christian's  cross  to  grow  some- 
what heavy.  But,  praise  God,  He  said  if 
we  suffer  with  Him  we  would  reign 
with  Him.  Let  us  not  faint  but  follow 
our  great  example,  Jesus,  who  suffered 
the  agonizing  death  on  calvary  for  us — 
me,  you,  and  whosoever  will  accept  Him. 
Gentleness,  Goodness,  Faith 

Though  we  must  suffer  for  Jesus,  let 
us  not  allow  the  devil  to  make  us  feel 
sorry  for  ourselves  because  of  tempta- 
tions, thereby  being  rude  and  harsh. 
However,  let  us  keep  a  refined  disposi- 
tion, being  gentle  and  kind.  Speak  words 
of  encouragement.  Keep  in  mind  the  value 
of  one  soul.  Be  full  of  goodness,  perform- 
ing deeds  of  goodness,  such  as  visiting 
the  sick,  helping  the  poor,  etc. 

Faith,  a  fruit  of  the  Spirit,  is  believ- 
ing. Our  faith  should  always  be  in  God. 
If  we  ask  of  God  in  faith,  nothing  waver- 
ing, we  have  the  promise  that  our  prayer 
shall  be  answered,  if  it  is  His  will. 
Meekness   and   Temperance 

Meekness  and  temperance  are  two  char- 
acteristics in  the  lives  of  Christians  which 
have  ofttimes  won  souls  to  Christ.  The 
majority  of  sinners  wish  to  have  their 
way  even  if  someone  else  may  have  a 
more  advisable  plan.  They  are  participants 


in  worldly  pleasures.  Upon  watching  a 
Christian  you  will  find  he  never  takes 
part  in  any  worldly  amusements  and  that 
he  devotes  his  time  to  God,  doing  church 
work  and  such  after  he  has  performed 
the  required  duties  of  life;  even  when  he 
works  and  so  on,  you  will  find  him  con- 
tinually praising  and  magnifying  God. 
He  yields  to  government  and  humbly 
obeys  those  who  have  rule  over  him.  You 
will  also  find  him  humbly  accepting  each 
need  God  supplies,  not  grumbling  and 
complaining,  lusting  for  something  else. 
You  will  find,  in  simple  words,  that  he 
is  truly  a  consecrated  Christian  and  is 
yielding  his  life  to  God,  heaven  being 
his  goal. 

Conclusion 
In  conclusion  of  this  subject,  let  us  all 
stop  for  awhile  and  ponder  over  this 
scripture  used.  Gal.  5:22,  23.  Does  your 
life  and  mine  bear  the  fruit  mentioned  in 
our  scripture  lesson?  If  not,  come  to  the 
pleading  voice  of  Jesus  who  gave  His 
life  for  you.  However,  if  your  life  con- 
sists of  such  a  fruitful  spirit,  rejoice  and 
be  exceedingly  glad.  Amen. 

Topic:  How  to  Get  the  Most  Out  of 
Life 

Grace  Churchman 
Leader's  Thoughts 

In  God's  Word,  Matt.  6:33,  we  find 
that  Jesus  says,  "Seek  ye  first  the  king- 
dom of  God,  and  his  righteousness;  and 
all  these  things  shall  be  added  unto  you." 
So  we  are  made  to  realize  that  if  we  are 
to  get  the  most  out  of  life  we  must  serve 
the  Lord.  But  what  are  some  of  the  things 
we  must  do,  after  we  have  repented  of  our 
sins  and  have  accepted  Christ,  to  get  the 
most  happiness  and  success  out  of  life? 
We  shall  discuss  a  few  of  these  essentials 
tonight. 

Live  in  Peace 
Rom.   12:18 

"If  it  be  possible,  as  much  as  lieth  in 
you,    live    peaceably    with    all    men." 

Herein  we  are  commanded  to  live 
peaceably  with  all  men,  and  I  would  like 
to  ask,  how  do  most  quarrels  and  con- 
fusions arise?  Is  it  not  usually  something 
which  someone  said?  Yes  it  is,  and  so  if 
we  are  to  live  a  peaceful  life,  we  must 
control  our  tongues.  You  have  heard  the 
idiom,  "Control  your  temper,  or  it  will 
control  you."  But  I  say,  If  you  are  to 
live  in  peace,   control  your  tongue. 

In  1  Pet.  3:1-11  we  find  that  if  we 
love  life  and  wish  to  see  good  days,  we 
must  refrain  our  tongues  from  evil.  What 
grief,  what  sorrow  and  what  woe  are 
caused  by  words  which  we  utter. 

Seemingly,  the  tongue  is  a  small  mem- 
ber of  the  body,  yet  therein  lies  most  of 
the  happiness  or  the  sorrow  of  our  lives. 
We  can  utter  words  of  beauty  and  kind- 
ness, or  we  can  utter  words  of  cruelty 
and  sorrow.  If  we  are  to  live  in  peace, 
we    must    control    our    tongues. 


Honor  Thy  Father  and  Mother 
Eph.  6:2,  3 
This  is  t.^e  first  commandment  with 
promise.  If  we  honor  our  parents,  our 
days  will  be  long  on  the  earth.  Think 
how  short  the  average  life  now  is.  Thirty- 
two  years!  Surely  this  is  the  day  in  which 
children  do  not  honor  their  parents.  Cer- 
tainly there  are  Christian  young  people 
whose  parents  are  everything  that  God 
hates.  But  yet  those  same  young  people 
can  honor  their  parents  by  being  nice  and 
affectionate  to  them.  We  cannot  let  our 
parents  come  between  us  and  God,  but 
we  must  love  and  honor  them.  In  a  few 
short  years,  at  the  most,  they  will  be 
gone  and  then  we  will  realize  how  much 
they  really  meant  to  us.  Next  to  God's 
love,  mother's  love  is  supreme.  And  next 
to  mother's  love  there  is  the  love  of  our 
father.  We  need  to  remember  that  if  we 
are  to  get  the  most  out  of  life  we  must 
honor  our  fathers   and  mothers. 

Be  Not  Anxious  or  Do  Not  Worry 

Matt.  6:25 
Did  you  know  worry  burns  more 
energy  than  work?  Notice  the  person 
who  is  always  worrying.  He  usually  has 
deep  lines,  almost  a  frown,  on  his  face. 
Then  notice  the  ones  who,  regardless  of 
what  happens,  keep  their  chins  up  and  a 
smile  on  their  faces,  yes,  even  if  there 
are  tears  in  their  eyes.  Unknowingly  that 
person  draws  the  attention  of  those  around 
and  somehow  imparts  faith  into  their 
lives.  I  do  not  say  that  people  should  not 
be  serious.  Seriousness  is  not  worry,  neither 
is  worry  seriousness.  Things  may  come 
which  almost  break  our  hearts,  but  worry 
will  not  help.  We  must  look  up  to  heaven, 
for  there  lies  our  help  and  our  strength 
and  He  will  help  us  to  live  so  that  we 
might  impart  to  those  with  whom  we 
come  in  contact  a  smile  instead  of  a 
worried  frown. 

Live  by  the  Golden   Rule 

Matt.    7:12 

What  a  wonderful  place  this  world 
would  be  if  everyone  abided  by  the 
Golden  Rule — "Do  unto  others  as  you 
would  have  them  do  unto  you." — But 
since  everyone  doesn't  adhere  to  this  rule, 
think  how  much  better  and  happier  we 
would  be  if  every  Christian  would  abide 
thereby.  The  human  nature  is  rather 
selfish.  We  want  everything  for  self.  But 
if  we  would  put  ourself  in  the  other 
person's  place,  we  would  usually  be  more 
considerate.  And,  too,  I  am  sure  we  would 
be  more  Christ-like  and  could  lead  more 
people  to  God. 

God  has  given  us  this  rule  to  live  by 
and  if  we  fail  to  walk  therein  we  are  in 
a  terrible  position,  because  unto  him  who 
knows  to  do  good  and  doeth  it  not  to 
him  it  is  a  sin. 

Closing  Thoughts 

Although  we  might  add  numerous 
things  to  this  list,  if  we  will  live  by  these 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


God    will    help    us    to    recall    the    others 
and  will  bless  our  lives. 

Topic:   A  Victorious   Life 

By  Alma  Keedei' 

Scripture    lesson:         1    John    5:1-10 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

It  should  be  the  desire  of  everyone 
who  starts  on  this  road  which  leads  to 
glory  to  live  a  victorious  life.  Surely  we 
had  rather  enjoy  God's  blessings  as  we 
go  along  this  road,  than  to  suffer  dis- 
appointment and  defeat  on  every  hand. 
Many  fail  to  lead  a  life  of  influence  and 
happiness  in  the  Lord  and  there  are 
reasons  for  it.  Our  lesson  gives  us  six 
secrets  of  victory,  usefulness  and  growth. 
Pray  Always 
Eph.    6:18 

Paul  exhorts  us  to  "pray  always  with 
all  prayer  and  supplication  in  the  Spirit." 
We  notice  he  said,  "in  the  Spirit,"  not 
just  say  a  prayer  with  the  lips,  but  let  it 
come  from  the  heart.  In  1  Thess.  5:17 
Paul  says,  "Pray  without  ceasing."  It  is 
true  that  we  cannot  utter  a  prayer  all 
the  time,  but  we  can  maintain  a  prayerful 
attitude  in  our  heart  at  all  times.  Prayer 
is  the  desire  of  the  heart  and  God  will 
hear  us  when  we  pray  from  the  heart. 
We  notice  in  Luke  6:12  where  the  Son 
of  God  continued  all  night  in  prayer.  If 
the  Son  of  God  needed  to  pray,  don't  we 
need  to  pray? 

Think    Right 
Phil.  4:8 

Paul  told  the  Philippians  what  to  think 
on.  It  would  be  good  for  us  to  take  his 
advice,  for  the  enemy  works  through  our 
mind.  If  the  enemy  can  get  us  to  thinking 
about  some  evil,  the  next  thing  we  know 
he  will  have  us  doing  it.  We  are  to  think 
on  things  that  are  of  a  good  report.  If 
we  allow  evil  thoughts  to  stay  on  our 
mind,  our  heart  will  become  evil  too.  We 
can't  talk  right  when  our  heart  is  evil, 
for  in  Luke  6:45  we  notice  Christ  said, 
"for  of  the  abundance  of  the  heart  the 
mouth   speaketh." 

Be  Careful  What  You  Say 
Col.   4:6 

We  are  to  be  careful  what  we  say.  We 
can  say  one  word  at  the  wrong  time 
that  ten  thousand  words  won't  take  back. 
We  notice  in  James  3:5,  "Even  so  the 
tongue  is  a  little  member,  and  boasteth 
great  things.  Behold,  how  great  a  matter 
a  little  fire  kindleth!  Words  spoken  are 
like  chaff  thrown  in  the  wind.  It  is  easy 
done,  but  can  never  be  taken  back.  We 
don't  only  destroy  our  own  salvation  and 
peace  by  harsh  words  but  we  kill  the 
happiness  in  others'  lives.  God  created  us 
for  His  own  glory  and  we  must  talk  right 
if  He  gets  glory  out  of  our  life. 
We  Are  to  Be  Careful  Where  We  Go 
2    Cor.    6:15-16 

We  are  to  be  careful  where  we  go. 
We  are  the  temple  of  God  and  are  not 
to  take   this  temple  of  ours  where  God 


isn't  pleased  with  our  going.  We  are  not 
to  go  where  the  world  will  lose  confidence 
in  us,  for  we  are  the  light  of  the  world, 
and  if  we  don't  let  our  lights  shine  the 
world   will   be  in   darkness. 

I  once  asked  a  sinner  if  he  thought  it 
was  a  sin  to  go  to  the  show.  He  said  he 
didn't  know.  He  said  he  was  in  a  theatre 
once  and  a  preacher  came  in  and  sat  down 
in  front  of  him  and  he  never  had  any 
more  confidence  in  him.  So,  brothers  and 
sisters,  watch  where  you   go. 

We  Must  Obey  God's  Word 

John  14:23 
If  we  love  God,  we  will  keep  His 
commandments,  and  His  commandments 
are  not  grievous.  We  must  walk  in  the 
light  as  He  shines  it  on  our  pathway,  and 
by  so  doing  we  will  live  a  victorious  life. 
We  Must  Go  to  Church 

Heb.  10:25 
We  should  count  it  a  great  privilege 
that  we  are  here  in  America  where  we 
can  go  to  church  and  worship  God  as 
we  desire  and  we  had  better  make  use 
of  it  while  we  have  this  opportunity 
because  we  may  not  have  this  privilege 
long.  It  seems  that  the  people  can  find 
time  to  go  everywhere  else  but  to  church. 
If  we  don't  take  time  to  go  to  church, 
we  will  see  where  we  lost  out  when  we 
stand  before  God. 

Conclusion 

Ecc.  12:13 
We  notice  when  Solomon  was  finishing 
writing  Ecclesiastes  that  he  wrote  this 
wonderful  verse,  "Let  us  hear  the  con- 
clusion of  the  whole  matter:  Fear  God, 
and  keep  his  commandments:  for  this  is 
the  whole  duty  of  man."  I  think  this  is 
a  wonderful  verse.  If  we  will  obey  this 
verse  we  will  live  a  victorious  life. 

A  Promise  That  Did   Not  Fail 

(Continued  from  page   17) 

be  angry  if  he  found  me  reading  it,  but 
I  will  take  it.  Thank  you  so  much." 

As  Helen  hurried  homeward  she 
breathed  a  little  prayer  for  the  new  friend 
she  had  just  found.  Somehow  she  didn't 
feel  quite  so  bad  about  the  incident  of 
the  afternoon.  Perhaps  God  had  meant  it 
as  a  way  for  her  to  help  at  least  one  stu- 
dent of  Hadley  Business  School. 

A  few  minutes  later,  Helen  walked 
slowly  up  the  path  to  her  shabby  little 
home  with  dragging  feet  and  heavy  heart. 
It  was  a  great  contrast  to  the  home  where 
she  had  spent  her  childhood.  Now,  since 
her  father's  sickness,  it  was  all  they  could 
afford  to  pay  the  rent  of  this  tiny  house 
in  the  suburbs. 

How  could  she  tell  father  of  this  after- 
noon's events?  she  thought  as  she  opened 
the  door.  Certain  she  was  that  he  would 
approve  of  her  action;  but  it  would  wor- 
ry him  and  he  had  enough  to  think  of 
without  her  troubles. 

Her  father  was  waiting  for  her  eager- 


ly. Days  were  long  for  Maxwell  Davis 
with  his  wife  working  in  a  department 
store  and  his  daughter  away  all  day.  Lit- 
tle lines  of  worry  were  etched  against  the 
whiteness  of  his  face;  but  there  was  a 
certain  fine  patience  in  his  eyes  that 
comes  only  with  suffering. 

"Hello,  Daddy,"  Helen  dropped  her 
books  on  the  table  and  stooped  to  lay  her 
rosy  cheek  against  his  white  one. 

"Isn't  mother  home  yet?  I'm  going  to 
run  and  make  you  a  nice  cold  drink  and 
we  can  talk  awhile  before  time  to  get 
supper." 

Maxwell  Davis  watched  his  daughter 
as  she  deftly  cleared  a  place  on  the  stand 
by  his  chair  and  placed  the  tray  of  cook- 
ies and  lemonade  by  his  side. 

"You  look  tired,  dear!"  He  searched 
her  face  anxiously.  "I'm  afraid  you  are 
working  too  hard.  I  never  thought  I 
would  come  to  the  place  where  I  would 
have  to  sit  by  and  let  your  mother  and 
you  carry  all  the  burden." 

"Oh,  no  ,  Daddy!  I'm  really  not  tired. 
It's  just  that  it  has  been  very  warm  to- 
day." 

"I  wish  I  could  take  care  of  you  and 
mother,  my  dear.  If  it  weren't  that  I  am 
trusting  the  heavenly  Father,  I  don't 
know  how  I  could  bear  to  let  the  two  of 
you  do  the  work  that  I  should  do." 

"Hush,  Daddy.  You  musn't  talk  like 
that.  I  know  how  hard  it  is  for  you,  but 
somehow  we  must  believe  it's  for  the 
best.  You  know  that  mother  and  I  love  to 
do  things  for  you.  I  only  wish  I  could  do 
more." 

"I  believe  that's  your  mother  now." 

"My!  It's  certainly  been  a  warm  day." 
Mrs.  Davis  pulled  off  her  hat  and  gloves 
and  bent  down  to  kiss  her  husband. 

Helen's  heart  ached  as  she  noticed  how 
tired  her  mother  looked.  If  only  she  could 
get  a  good  job.  Something  steady  that 
would  pay  the  debts  and  tide  them  over 
until  her  father  could  go  back  to  work. 

"Do  sit  down,  Mother,  and  let  me  give 
you  a  nice  cold  drink." 

"Thank  you,  dear."  She  gave  Helen  a 
smile  of  appreciation  as  she  took  the  glass 
of  lemonade  and  helped  herself  to  one 
of  the  cookies. 

"And  how  have  you  been  today, 
Max?" 

"I  think  I  feel  a  bit  better  today,  dear. 
If  only  I  weren't  so  tired." 

"It  will  take  time.  You  know  the  doc- 
tor said  you  must  rest." 

Supper  over  and  the  dishes  put  away, 
Helen  went  upstairs  to  study,  but  could 
not  get  her  mind  on  the  lessons  she  was 
trying  to  prepare.  Her  mind  kept  wan- 
dering back  to  the  events  of  the  after- 
noon. Certainly  Professor  Drake  would 
be  very  angry  and  no  doubt  refuse  to  give 
her  the  excellent  recommendation  she 
had  been  working  so  hard  to  earn.  What 
would  happen  if  her  father's  illness  should 
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be  prolonged?  The  operation  had  taken 
most  of  their  savings  and  she  had  counted 
so  much  on  being  able  to  get  a  job  as 
soon  as  she  finished  her  course. 

Suddenly  a  verse  from  the  Sunday 
School  lesson  came  back  to  her.  "All 
things  work  together  for  good  to  them 
that  love  God,  to  them  who  are  called 
according  to  His  purpose." 

Surely  that  verse  was  true.  Why 
couldn't  she  accept  it  and  rest  her  case  in 
the  hands  of  God? 

With  a  little  sob,  Helen  slipped  to  her 
knees  and  lifted  her  heart  to  the  Father's 
throne.  For  a  long  time  she  knelt  quietly 
by  her  chair  and  at  last  she  arose. 
Strangely  her  burden  was  lifted  and  she 
wondered  how  she  could  ever  have  doubt- 
ed even  for  a  minute. 

The  next  few  days  were  difficult  for 
Helen.  The  students'  attitude  was  not 
always  kind.  Some  seemed  merely  amused, 
others  indifferent  and  some  outwardly 
antagonistic. 

One  morning  as  Helen  took  her  seat  a 
few  minutes  before  the  bell  rang,  a  group 
gathered  near  her  and  a  bit  of  friendly 
banter  began. 

"Hello  there,  Grandma!"  one  boy 
called  and  sauntered  over  to  her  desk. 
"What  relation  are  you  to  Jonah?  Did  he 
take  any  pictures  during  his  visit  to  the 
whale?  Or  maybe  you  don't  believe  that 
fish  story?" 

Helen's  cheeks  crimsoned,  but  she  stood 
her  ground. 

"I  certainly  do  believe  it.  I  believe  ev- 
erything in  the  Bible." 

"Well!  Listen  to  that,  fellows.  Here's 
a  girl  who  still  believes  everything  in  the 
Bible." 

Helen  was  relieved  when  the  bell  rang 
and  the  crowd  scattered,  but  not  without 
many  curious  glances  at  Helen  and  sun- 
dry remarks. 

Helen  caught  only  glimpses  of  Paula 
during  those  days;  but  whenever  she  saw 
her  they  exchanged  friendly  glances  and 
both  girls  felt  that  they  had  gained  a 
friend. 

Busy  as  she  was  studying  for  her  final 
examinations,  Helen  worried  about  her 
father.  The  heat  was  unbearable,  and  the 
little  house  where  he  was  forced  to  spend 
long,  lonely  days  was  like  an  oven.  In 
spite  of  her  determination  to  trust  God, 
she  couldn't  help  wondering  whether  or 
not  she  would  get  work. 

Many  a  night  she  knelt  long  by  the 
window  of  her  stuffy  little  bedroom, 
wrestling  with  her  doubts  and  uncertain- 
ties until  some  promise  of  scripture  swept 
away  every  fear  and  she  rose  with  peace 
restored. 

Even  in  her  own  dark  places,  she  re- 
membered Paula  and  her  words,  "I'd  like 
to  know  if  there  is  a  God — I  think  I'd 
like  to  know  Him." 

Earnestly  Helen  prayed  that  the  other 
girl's  prayer  might  be  granted,  and  that 


she,  too,  might  come  to  know  the  Christ 
and  His  transforming  love. 

One  morning  she  was  surprised  to  see 
Paula  waiting  for  her  in  the  cloakroom — 
a  strangely  transformed  Paula  with  a  new 
light  in  her  eyes  and  a  radiant  smile  on 
her  face. 

"Oh,  Helen!  I've  found  Him!  I  could 
hardly  wait  to  tell  you." 

"Whom  have  you  found?"  Helen 
looked  puzzled. 

"Your  God,  Helen.  I  didn't  know  I 
could  be  so  happy.  Last  night  I  went  to 
a  little  church  on  our  street.  I  was  go- 
ing by  and  I  heard  the  singing.  It 
sounded  so  inviting  I  went  in.  A  man  was 
talking,  and  it  sounded  so  simple.  Then 
they  sang  a  song. 

Jesus  paid  it  all. 

All  to  Him  I  owe; 

Sin  had  left  a  crimson  stain; 

He  washed  it  white  as  snow. 

I  went  up  to  the  front  when  they  sang 
the  second  verse  and  suddenly  it  hap- 
pened. Do  you  know,  it  looked  like  a  new 
world  when  I  came  out.  The  stars  seemed 
brighter  and  the  moon  looked  bigger  and 
today  even  the  birds  sing  sweeter." 

"Oh,  I'm  so  glad."  Helen's  eyes  filled 
with  happy  tears. 

"And,"  Paula  added,  "it's  all  because 
you  weren't  ashamed  to  stand  tip  for 
what  you  believed.  And  that  isn't  all, 
Helen.  I  told  father  all  about  it  and  he 
said  he  wanted  me  to  be  happy  and  he 
guessed  his  way  was  wrong.  When  I  told 
him  about  you,  he  said  he  needed  just  such 
a  girl  to  help  him  with  his  new  book.  He 
has  the  material  all  gathered  and  wants 
to  begin  it  as  soon  as  he  can  get  a  good 
typist.  Do  you  think  you  would  like  the 
job?" 

"Would  I  like  it?"  Helen's  voice 
caught  in  a  little  sob.  "Oh,  Paula,  if  you 
only  knew  how  much  I'd  like  it." — Light 
and  Life  Evangel. 

My  Life's  Greatest  Thrill 

(Continued  from  page  22) 
indescribable  seized  my  life  and 
changed  its  course.  I  had  always  had 
an  inner  longing  for  peace;  at  last  I  had 
found  it.  A  feeling  of  emptiness  within 
had  haunted  me;  at  last  it  was  filled.  I 
had  heard  weird  stories  of  the  dangers  of 
religious  emotionalism,  but  these  no  long- 
er troubled  me  since  I  had  tested  the 
truth  of  conversion.  The  reality  of  my 
experience  in  the  years  that  have  followed 
has  convinced  me  that  there  is  a  bridge- 
less  chasm  between  sheer  emotionalism 
and  the  divine  touch  of  spiritual  power. 
This  reality  has  transformed  my  life,  and 
has  so  elevated  my  aspirations  that  I  have 
a  goal  to  live  and  die  for.  It  is  my  life's 
greatest   thrill — and  more. 

APOLOGY:  I  do  not  know  whether 
such  a  religious  theme  is  considered  ac- 
ceptable, but  I  assume  that  you  intended 


for  this  theme  to  be  realistic.  If  I  am  to 
write  on  my  life's  most  thrilling  ex- 
perience, and  if  I  am  to  be  true  to  realism 
this  is   the  inevitable  result. 

Professor's  comment:  Most  acceptable! 
The  subject  is  extremely  interesting  from 
the  standpoint  of  content  and  execution. 
It  is  a  subject  about  which  mortal  man 
has,  unfortunately,  ceased  to  be  concerned 
intensely.  But,  none  the  less  signifi- 
cant! You  have  done  an  excellent  bit  of 
composition;  the  sentences  are  good;  the 
transition  is  facile;  the  sequence  and  unity 
are  felicitous. 

Ed.  Note:  Recently  one  of  our  young 
men,  who  is  in  a  certain  university,  was 
asked  to  write  an  account  of  the  most 
thrilling  experience  of  his  life.  The  above 
is  the  article  submitted  and  the  Profes- 
sor's comment.  This  is  being  bold  for 
Christ,  isn't  it,  boys  and  girls? 

Riverside  Church,  Atlanta,  Ga  ,  Has 
High  Aims  For  This  Year 

The  Lord  has  so  wonderfully  blessed  us 
at  Riverside  and  the  Word  says,  "Freely 
ye  have  received,  freely  give,"  so  we  want 
to  help  others  to  know  about  and  receive 
this  wonderful  salvation  too.  We  are  ask- 
ing the  Lord  for  a  thousand  souls  this 
year.  Will  you  please  pray  with  us  for 
them?  Jesus  said,  "If  you  ask  anything 
in  my  name,  I  will  do  it."  I  believe  the 
Lord  wants  us  to  ask  largely  of  Him.  He 
gets  more  glory  out  of  doing  great  things 
for  us. 

If  you  would  want  some  tracts  or  lit- 
tle gospels  to  give  out  to  those  who 
don't  have  the  Bible  in  their  homes  in 
your  community,  or  if  you  want  our 
prayers  that  you  will  be  one  of  the  thou- 
sand souls  we  are  asking  the  Lord  for,. 
put  your  name  and  address  below  and 
mail  to:  Rev.  and  Mrs.  G.  R.  Watson, 
3  91  14th  St.,  S.  W.,  Atlanta,  Ga. 

Name   

Address  


We  Are  the  Lights  of  the  World 

(Continued  from  page  18) 
among  whom  ye  shine  as  lights  in  the 
world."  We  should  never  murmur  nor 
complain  in  the  service  of  the  Lord.  Be 
always  ready  to  do  that  which  He  com- 
mands. Love  your  enemies,  do  good  to 
them  which  hate  you.  Bless  them  that 
curse  you  and  pray  for  them  which  de- 
spitefully  use  you.  Always  return  good 
for  evil.  We  must  let  our  lights  shine  in 
order  that  we  might  win  men  and  women 
for  God  and  after  we  have  finished  our 
course  here  then  we  will  go  home  to  be 
with  Jesus  and  see  the  ones  we  have 
helped  win  to  Christ  by  letting  our  lights 
shine. 
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Alas!  And   Did   My  Savior   Bleed 

Isaac  Wafts,  1674-1748 

Entitled,  "Godly  Sorrow  Arising  From 
the  Sufferings  of  Christ,"  and  first  pub- 
lished in  the  first  edition  of  Hymns  and 
Spiritual  Songs  in  1707.  This  hymn  has  in 
the  intervening  two  centuries  been  the 
means  of  leading  many  a  wandering  sin- 
ner in  repentance  to  the  foot  of  the 
cross.  The  great  evangelist,  E.  P.  Ham- 
mond, when  a  boy  of  seventeen  years,  in 
Southington,  Connecticut,  was  converted 
through  the  singing  of  these  lines,  al- 
though it  was  not  during  any  special 
evangelistic  meetings,  such  as  he  himself 
conducted  so  successfully  in  the  years 
that    followed. 

The  blind  hymn-writer,  Fanny  Crosby, 
tells  of  her  conversion  in  the  old  Thirti- 
eth Street  Methodist  Episcopal  Church, 
New  York  City,  in  November,  1850: 
"After  a  prayer  was  offered,  they  began 
to  sing  the  grand  old  consecration  hymn, 
'Alas!  And  Did  My  Savior  Bleed'  and 
when  they  reached  the  third  line  of  the 
fifth  stanza,  'Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself 
away,'  my  very  soul  flooded  with  celestial 
light." 

Doctor  C.  S.  Robinson  in  his  Annota- 
tions Upon  Popular  Hymns  has  made  this 
comment    on    the    hymn: 

"In  the  third  stanza  there  has  always 
been  one  line  which  the  Christians  on 
both  sides  of  the  ocean,  and  of  every 
denomination,  have  been  reluctant  to  re- 
ceive. Doctor  Watts  wrote  it  thus:  'When 
God,  the  Mighty  Maker,  died.'  Now  when 
we  remember  that  this  revered  author 
has  been  violently  accused  of  being  so 
Unitarian  in  sentiment  that  Scottish 
Presbyterians  cannot  sing  his  versions  of 
the  Psalms,  even  at  Pan-Presbyterian 
councils,  it  is  refreshing  to  hear  him  assert 
such  doctrinal  extravagance  in  his  zeal 
to  be  orthodox." 

I  Think,  When   I   Read  Thar  Sweet 
Story    of    Old 

Jemima  Luke,  1813-1906 
Jemima  Thompson,  who  afterward 
married  the  Rev.  Samuel  Luke,  wrote  this 
hymn  in  1841.  Like  many  hymns,  it  was 
partly  inspired  by  a  tune — in  this  case  a 
Greek  melody — the  pathos  of  which 
stirred  the  author's  fancy  as  she  read  it 
at  the  Normal  Infant  School  at  Gray's 
Inn  Road.  She  once  wrote:  "I  went  one 
day  on  some  missionary  business  to  the 
little  town  of  Wellington,  five  miles  from 
Faunton,  in  a  stagecoach.  It  was  a  beauti- 
ful spring  morning;  it  was  an  hour's  ride 
and  there  was  no  other  inside  passenger. 
On  the  back  of  an  old  envelope  I  wrote 
in  pencil  the  first  two  of  the  verses  now 


so  well  known.  .  .  The  third  verse  was 
added  afterward  to  make  it  a  missionary 
hymn." 

One  day  a  newsboy  in  New  York 
entered  a  bank  with  a  bundle  of  papers 
under  his  arm  and  asked  two  gentlemen 
sitting  before  a  fire:  "Papers,  sirs?  Three 
more  banks  down!"  "No,"  replied  one  of 
them,  "we  don't  want  any.  But,  stop! 
If  you  will  sing  us  a  song  we  will  buy 
one."  The  boy  agreed;  and,  expecting  to 
hear  a  jovial  song,  they  placed  the  little 
ten-year-old  on  a  table.  But  he  surprised 
them  by  singing,  "I  Think,  When  I  Read 
That  Sweet  Story  of  Old."  Soon  they 
were  both  in  tears.  They  bought  his  paper 
and  took  his  name  and  address;  and  the 
song  of  the  Sunday  School  lad  turned 
their  thoughts  to  the  olden  story,  "When 
Jesus    was    here    among    men." 

The  Sands  of  Time  Are  Sinking 

Anne  Ross  Cousin,  1824-1906 

Because  of  his  deep  piety  and  the  tri- 
umphant spirit  with  which  he  bore  his 
many  persecutions,  Samuel  Rutherford 
(1600-1661)  is  remembered  as  one  of 
the  Christian  martyrs  of  Scotland.  Dean 
Stanley  called  him  "the  true  saint  of  the 
Covenant."  Based  upon  his  words,  and 
especially  those  uttered  upon  his  death- 
bed, this  hymn  was  written  by  the  wife 
of  a  Presbyterian  minister  after  an  ap- 
preciative study  of  Rutherford's  life. 

Rutherford  was  a  learned  professor  of 
theology  and  a  minister  of  the  gospel, 
beginning  his  pastoral  work  at  Anworth 
in  1627.  Ten  years  later  he  wrote  to  John 
Gordon:  "My  worthy  and  dear  brother, 
misspend  not  your  short  sandglass  which 
runneth  very  fast;  seek  your  Lord  in 
time."  These  words  form  the  theme  of 
the   opening   lines   of   the   hymn. 

He  was  so  steadfast  in  beliefs  that 
conflicted  with  the  orthodoxy  of  his  time 
that  in  1636  he  was  brought  before  the 
High  Commission  Court,  removed  from 
his  church,  and  banished  to  Aberdeen. 
Later  his  books  were  burned  under  his 
windows  at  Saint  Andrews,  and  finally 
after  the  Restoration  he  was  summoned 
for  high  treason  before  Parliament.  But 
the  approach  of  death  intervened  and  he 
wrote  in  reply:  "I  am  summoned  before 
a  higher  Judge  and  judicatory,  .  .  .  and 
ere  a  few  days  arrive  I  shall  be  where 
few   kinds   and  great   folks  come." 

In  reply  to  the  question,  "What  think 
ye  now  of  Christ?"  his  dying  words  were: 
"I  shall  live  and  adore  Him.  Glory,  glory 
to  my  Creator  and  Redeemer  forever. 
Glory  shineth  on  Immanuel's  land."  These 
and  others  of  his  utterances  Mrs.  Cousin 
wove   into   a    poem   of   nineteen   stanzas, 


from  which  this  hymn  and  also  that  be- 
ginning, "Oh,  Christ,  He  is  the  fountain," 
were  taken. 

Faith    of   Our    Fathers!    Living    Still 

Frederick    William    Faber,    1814-1863 

The  singing  of  hymns  to  the  "Lord 
and  Master  of  us  all"  is  the  greatest  bond 
between  Christians  of  different  forms 
of  faith.  Evangelical  churches  sing  hymns 
by  the  Unitarian  poets,  such  as  Sir  John 
Bowring's  "In  the  Cross  of  Christ  I 
Glory,"  and  Sarah  Flower  Adam's  "Near- 
er, My  God,  to  Thee,"  and  the  Roman 
Catholic  hymns  of  Father  Faber,  and  Car- 
dinal Newman's  "Lead,  Kindly  Light": 
while  Charles  Wesley's  "Jesus,  Lover  of 
Soul,"  and  "Onward,  Christian  Soldiers," 
by  Sabine  Baring-Gould,  are  sung  with 
fervor  by  Romanists. 

It  is  curious  that  just  as  Faber,  once 
a  priest  in  the  Church  of  England,  in 
sympathy  with  the  Oxford  Movement, 
followed  Newman  in  1846  into  the 
Roman  Catholic  Church,  his  hymn, 
"Faith  of  Our  Fathers,"  has  traveled  in 
the  opposite  direction,  and  bv  an  editorial 
modification  of  its  theological  teaching 
has  been  changed  from  an  expression  of 
Romanist  faith  into  one  of  the  great  war- 
songs  of  modern  Protestantism  Faber 
wrote,  having  distinctly  in  mind  the 
heroes  and  martyrs  of  Catholicism: 

Faith  of  our  fathers!  living  still 

In  spite  of  dungeon,  fire,  and  sicord, 

How   Ireland's   heart   heats   high   with 
joy. 
His  lines,  uttering  the  Mariolatry  of  his 
Church, 

Faith   of   our   fathers!    Mary's    prayers 

Shall  win  our  country  back  to  thee, 
were    altered    in    a    Unitarian   hymnal    to 

Faith    of    our    fathers.      Good      men's 
prayers 
Shall  win  our  country  all  to  thee. 

He  states  in  his  Preface  to  Jesus  and 
Mary,  in  which  this  hymn  first  appeared, 
that  his  purpose  was  to  supply  Catholic 
hymns  with  the  fervor  and  simplicity  of 
the  Olney  hymns  and  the  Wesley  hymns. 

Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee 

Sarah  Flower  Adams,  180  5-1848 
Benjamin  Flower  in  1798  published  an 
article  in  the  Cambridge  Intelligencer, 
attacking  the  attitude  of  Bishop  Watson 
toward  the  French  Revolution,  and  so 
offended  the  reverend  gentleman  that 
Flower  was  cast  into  prison.  Among  those 
who  visited  him  in  prison  to  sympathize 
with  him  was  Miss  Eliza  Gould,  who 
met  him  there  for  the  first  time.  After 
his  release  they  were  married.  Their 
youngest  child,  Sarah,  became  Mrs.  Sarah 
Flower  Adams;  and  by  that  name  she  is 
known  as  the  author  of  "Nearer,  My 
God,   to  Thee." 

In  1841,  deeply  impressed  by  the  story 
(Continued   on   page    30) 
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WHAT  IT  MEANS  TO  REPENT 

By   Maud   Ballington   Booth 

Before  the  appearance  of  Christ,  the 
world's  Redeemer,  God  sent  the  great 
preacher  of  Repentance,  and  all  through 
the  New  Testament  the  clearest,  most 
definite  emphasis  is  placed  on  that  foun- 
dation as  the  one  on  which  a  new  God- 
honoring  life  is  to  be  built. 

There  can  be  no  easy  sliding  from  a 
life  of  godlessness,  selfishness,  and  sin 
into  the  clean,  self-denying  paths  of 
righteousness.  There  must  be  the  most 
drastic  and  definite  change,  deep,  sincere, 
and   thorough. 

God's  message  makes  it  clear  to  us  that 
there  can  be  no  salvation  without  full 
surrender,  and  that  there  must  be  the 
absolute  abandonment  of  the  old  sinful 
life.  This  cannot  be  too  strongly  stressed 
by  those  who  proclaim  the  message  of 
God — those  who  have  the  privilege, 
through  their  lips  and  lives,  to  touch  and 
lead   others  into  the   kingdom. 

Perhaps  a  man's  failure  to  fully  realize 
and  accept  this  fundamental  doctrine  has 
been  the  cause  of  more  weakness  in  re- 
ligious life  and  more  stunting  of  religious 
growth  and  development  than  anything 
else. 

Those  who  seek  the  gifts  and  blessings, 
the  strength  and  power  that  divine  love 
offers,  cannot  shirk  the  cost  they  must 
pay.  We  cannot  "serve  God  and  mam- 
mon." Unless  the  foundation  be  well  laid, 
the  building  is  always  in  danger.  Unless 


the  root  be  strong  and  healthy,  the  plant 
will  never  grow  to  strength  and  beauty. 
If  the  poison  and  uncleanliness  deep  in 
the  wound  or  ulcer  is  not  thoroughly 
washed  away,  the  hidden  cause  of  the 
trouble  located,  the  hurt  will  never  heal 
and  the  blessed  vitality  of  health  will  be 
missing. 

What  is  true  in  the  natural  world  is 
also  true  in  the  spiritual.  A  real  sorrow 
for  sin  and  a  true  realization  of  its  evil 
consequences,  with  the  deep  repentance 
it  engenders,  is  the  only  foundation  on 
which  Christian  life  can  be  safely  started. 

In  my  constant  contact  with  men  and 
women  within  prison  walls  this  truth  is 
always  most  clearly  revealed.  As  we  fol- 
low the  teachings  of  the  Bible,  we  realize 
that  in  God's  eyes  sin  is  sin,  and  wrong- 
doing is  vitally  wrong,  independent  of 
its  kind  or  degree.  In  the  world  there  is 
a  tendency  to  judge  and  weigh  sin  as  to 
whether  it  comes  within  the  recognition 
of  man's  law  and  the  world's  condemna- 
tion, or  whether  it  is  of  a  character 
condoned  and  accepted  by  that  same 
world  and  counted  as  trivial. 

In  teaching  the  Christian  standards  we 
must  see  as  Christ  saw!  We  must  measure 
by  the  Bible  rule!  We  must  realize  that 
God,  who  reads  the  hearts  and  minds  of 
men,  gets  beneath  the  surface  judgment. 

Perhaps  the  most  dangerous  state  of 
soul  is  that  complacent,  self-excusing 
spirit  that  is  so  clearly  depicted  in  the 
story  of  the  Pharisee,  who  thanked  God  in 
the  temple  that  he  was  not  such  a  man 
as  the  poor  publican,  who,  at  a  distance 
from  him,  was  humbly  repenting  and 
mourning  and  asking  God's  forgiveness 
for   his   sin. 

One  blessing  that  prison  brings  to 
many  men  and  women  is  a  very  clear 
realization  of  their  wrongdoing  and  weak- 
ness, followed  by  a  revelation  of  their 
need  of  repentance.  They  are  brought  face 
to  face  with  their  utter  failure  in  life  and. 
I  am  thankful  to  say,  in  hundreds  of 
cases  they  turn  wholeheartedly  to  God 
as  their  only  hope  and  comfort,  and  in 
Him   they  find   true  salvation. 

The  warden  of  one  of  our  great  prisons 
told  me,  on  one  of  my  visits,  that  a  pris- 
oner awaiting  execution  in  the  death  cells 
had  chosen  me  as  his  spiritual  adviser.  I 
went  at  once  to  talk  to  this  man  and  did 
not  find  a  poor,  frightened  criminal 
awaiting  me,  anxious  to  plead  that  I  work 
for  a  commutation  of  his  sentence;  in- 
stead I  found  a  man  who  was  crushed 
and  heartbroken  over  what  he  had  done. 

"Oh,  if  only  I  could  undo  what  I've 
done,  I  would  gladly  die  a  thousand 
deaths!"   he   cried,    tears    coursing   down 


his  cheeks.  "I  can  never,  never  forgive 
myself!" 

He  had  no  excuses  to  offer,  made  no 
effort  to  vindicate  his  act.  He  had  no 
desire  to  live.  "I  deserve  death,"  he  said, 
"and  I  will  gladly  die.  I  only  want  to 
know  if  there  is  any  way  I  can  prove  my 
sorrow  for  what  I  did  and  whether  I 
dare    approach    God    for   forgiveness." 

Rarely  have  I  seen  such  deep,  sincere 
repentance.  We  talked  long  and  earnestly 
together.  We  went  over  the  past,  and 
where  I  could  see  many  cruel  wrongs 
that  may  have  goaded  him  and  led  up 
to  his  sudden  violent  act  of  vengeance, 
he   saw   no  excuses   for  himself. 

I  prayed  with  him  and  left  him  reading 
his  Bible,  trying  to  find  a  ray  of  hope 
and  comfort.  For  days  and  days  after  my 
visit  he  prayed  in  agony  of  soul  and  read 
his  Bible  on  his  knees;  and  one  glorious 
day  God,  in  His  mercy,  led  this  poor, 
tortured  soul  out  of  his  despair  into  the 
realization  that  there  was  forgiveness, 
even  for  him;  peace  came  into  his  heart 
and  he  was  truly  converted. 

When  his  friends  and  neighbors,  who 
knew  all  the  circumstances  of  the  cruel 
wrong  done  him  and  who  also  knew  of 
his  life  as  an  honest,  hard-working  man 
and  a  good  father  to  his  children,  ap- 
pealed to  the  governor  for  his  commuta- 
tion, he  would  take  no  part  in  the  matter, 
maintaining  that  he  wanted  to  pay  the 
cost  of  his  act.  His  friends  prevailed, 
however,  and  his  sentence  was  commuted 
to   life   imprisonment. 

Out  of  the  death  cells  and  among  his 
fellow  prisoners  he  became  an  earnest 
Christian  worker,  his  happy  spirit,  his 
fine  conduct,  and  his  helpful  influence 
impressing  everyone — men  and  officials 
alike.  His  letters  to  me,  month  after 
month,  revealed  a  steady  growth  in  spir- 
itual life,  and  God  honored  him,  enabling 
him   to  lead  many   souls  to  Christ. 

Other  men  wrote  to  me,  asking  to 
become  a  member  of  my  Volunteer  Prison 
League — as  he  was — saying,  "I  have 
watched  his  life  and  I  want  to  be  like 
him.   I,   too,   want   to  help   others." 

For  fifteen  years  this  new  man  lived  a 
useful,  happy  life  behind  the  walls  of  one 
of  our  sternest  prisons,  and  then  one  day 
his  pardon  came  and  he  wrote — 

"Now,  Little  Mother,  I  am  going  out 
to  live  for  my  children  and  to  lead  all 
whom  I  can  to  my  Savior.  I  know  He, 
who  helped  me  to  be  faithful  here  in 
prison,  will  keep  and  guide  me  in  the  life 
of   freedom." 

Some  years  ago  I  was  traveling  on  a 
Pullman  on  a  journey  to  the  far  West 
and  the  conductor,  looking  over  my 
ticket,  must  have  recognized  me  and 
mentioned,  as  a  bit  of  news  to  some  of 
the  passengers,  that  I  was  on  the  train. 

In  the  late  afternoon  a  gray-haired 
gentleman  left  his  seat  and  sat  down 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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Sinning    Still 

When    Moses    led      God's      people    from 

Egypt's  sunny  plain, 
From    bondage   sore   and   grievous,   from 

hardship,  toil,  and  pain, 
They  soon  began  to  murmur  against  the 

sovereign  will, 
Forgetting     God's   deliverance,     we   find 

them  sinning  still. 

When  Moses  on  the  mountain  had  talked 
with  God  alone, 

Receiving  His  commandments  on  tables 
made   of   stone, 

The  people  brought  their  jewels,  the  sac- 
rifice did  kill, 

The  golden  calf  they  worshiped,  and 
kept  on  sinning  still. 

How  often,  when  a  dear  one  was  lying 
near  to  death, 

You  earnestly  entreated  with  ev'ry  pass- 
ing breath: 

"O  Father,  spare  my  darling,  and  I 
will  do  Thy  will!" 

Your  prayer  was  heard  and  answered — 
but   you   are  sinning  still. 

When  sickness  overtook  you,  when  sorely 

racked  with  pain, 
You  said,  "If  God  will  spare  me,  I'll  bear 

the  cross  again." 
He  gave  you  strength  of  body;  He  gave 

you   strength   of  will; 
But  you   forgot  your  promise — and  you 

are  sinning  still. 

Oh,  flee  the  wrath  impending,  and  learn 

His  gracious  will, 
Lest  Jesus   coming  quickly,   should  find 

you  sinning  still.  — Sel. 


The  Unanswerable  Argument 

From   the  American  Messenger 

Rokes,  the  blacksmith,  was  a  scoffing 
infidel.  He  was  a  well-read  man,  and 
master  of  all  the  ablest  infidel  writers. 
He  possessed  a  ready  wit,  and  when  he 
could  not  talk  his  opponent  down,  he 
would  laugh  him  down.  The  pastor  had 
often  approached  him,  and  had  as  often 
been  repulsed.  As  a  last  resort,  he  had 
requested  his  able  and  skilful  neighbor,  a 
lawyer  of  piety  and  talents,  to  visit  Mr. 
Rokes,  and  endeavor  to  convince  him. 
But  it  was  like  attempting  to  reason  with 
a  tempest  or  soothe  the  volcano. 

The  following  was  the  manner  of  his 
conversation,  as  related  by  himself  at  a 
prayer   meeting: 

"I  stand,"  said  Mr.  Rokes,  "to  tell 
you  the  story  of  my  conversion."  His 
lips  trembled  slightly  as  he  spoke,  and  his 
bosom  heaved  with  suppressed  emotion. 
"I  am  as  a  brand  plucked  out  of  the 
burning.  The  change  in  me  is  an  astonish- 
ment to  myself;  it  was  all  brought  about 
by  the  grace  of  God,  and  that  unanswer- 
able argument.  It  was  a  cold  morning  in 
January,  and  I  had  just  begun  my  labor 
at  the  anvil  in  my  shop,  when  I  looked 
out  and  saw  Mr.  Brown  approaching.  He 
dismounted  quickly  and  entered.  As  he 
drew  near  I  saw  he  was  agitated.  His  look 
was  full  of  earnestness,  his  eyes  were  be- 
dimmed  with  tears.  He  took  me  by  the 
hand;  his  breast  heaved  with  emotion, 
and  with  indescribable  tenderness  he  said, 
'Mr.  Rokes,  I  am  greatly  concerned  for 
your  salvation — greatly  concerned  for 
your  salvation,'  and  he  burst  into  tears. 
He  stood  with  my  hand  grasped  in  his. 
He  struggled  to  regain  self-possession. 
He  often  attempted  to  speak,  but  not  a 
word  could  he  utter;  and  finding  that 
he  could  say  no  more,  he  turned,  went  out 
of  the  shop,  got  on  his  horse,  and  soon 
disappeared  down  the  road. 

'Greatly  concerned  for  my  salva- 
tion!' said  I,  aloud,  and  I  stood  and  forgot 
to  bring  my  hammer  down.  There  I  stood 
with  it  upraised — 'greatly  concerned  for 
my  salvation.' 

"I  went  to  the  house.  My  poor,  pious 
wife,  whom  I  had  always  ridiculed  for 
her  religion,  exclaimed,  'Why,  Mr.  Rokes, 
what  is  the  matter  with  you?'  'Matter 
enough,'  said  I,  filled  with  agony  and 
overwhelmed  with  a  sense  of  sin.  'Old 
Mr.  Brown  has  ridden  two  miles  this  cold 
morning  to  tell  me  he  was  greatly  con- 
cerned for  my  salvation.  What  shall  I 
do?  What  shall  I  do?' 

"  'I  do  not   know   what  you  can  do,' 


said  my  astonished  wife;  'I  do  not  know 
what  better  you  can  do  than  to  get  on 
your  horse  and  go  and  see  him.  He  can 
give  you  better  counsel  than  I,  and  tell 
you  what  you  must  do  to  be  saved.'  I 
mounted  my  horse  and  went  after  him. 
I  found  him  in  that  same  little  room 
where  he  had  spent  the  night  in  prayer 
for  my  poor  soul,  where  he  had  shed  many 
tears  over  such  a  reprobate  as  I,  and  had 
besought  God  to  have  mercy  on  me. 

"  'I  am  come,'  said  I  to  him,  'to  tell 
you  that  I  am  greatly  concerned  for  my 
own    salvation.' 

"  'God  be  praised!'  said  the  aged  man. 
'It  is  a  faithful  saying,  and  worthy  of 
all  acceptation,  that  Christ  Jesus  came 
into  the  world  to  save  sinners,  even  the 
chief,'  and  he  began  at  the  same  Scripture 
and  preached  to  me  Jesus.  We  knelt  on 
the  floor  and  prayed  together,  and  did 
not  separate  that  day  till  God  spoke  peace 
to  my  soul.  I  have  often  been  requested 
to  look  at  the  evidence  to  the  truth  of 
religion,  but  blessed  be  God,  I  have  the 
evidence  of  its  truth  here  (laying  his 
hand  upon  his  heart)  which  nothing  can 
gainsay  or  resist.  I  have  often  been  led 
to  look  at  this  and  that  argument  for 
the  truth  of  Christianity;  but  I  could 
overturn,  and,  as  I  thought,  completely 
demolish  and  annihilate  them  all.  But  I 
stand  here  tonight,  thankful  to  acknowl- 
edge that  God  sent  an  argument  to  my 
conscience  and  heart  which  could  not  be 
answered  or  resisted,  when  a  weeping 
Christian  came  to  tell  me  how  greatly 
concerned  he  was  for  my  salvation.  God 
taught  him  that  argument  when  he  spent 
the  night  before  Him  in  prayer  for  my 
soul." 

Jesus   Calls 

"Behold,  I  stand  at  the  door,  and 
knock:  if  any  man  hear  my  voice,  and 
open  the  door,  I  will  come  in  to  him,  and 
will  sup  with  him,  and  he  with  me," 
Rev.    3:20. 

Jesus  is  calling  our  attention.  He  says: 
"Behold,  I  stand  at  the  door,  and  knock." 
Has  Jesus  knocked  at  your  heart's  door? 
Have  you  invited  Him  in,  or  have  you 
refused  to  open  the  door  when  your  best 
friend  has  knocked?  It  is  the  sinner's 
heart  that  Jesus  is  knocking  at.  We  read 
in  Luke  5:32,  "I  came  not  to  call  the 
righteous,  but  sinners  to  repentance." 
He  also  says:  "Come  unto  me,  all  ye 
that  labour  and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I 
will  give  you  rest,"  Matt.  11:2  8.  The 
Savior  is  waiting  for  you  to  come,  and 
He  will  not  turn  anyone  away.  He  will 
receive  you  and  give  you  rest.  Come  at 
once;  come  as  you  are;  come  by  faith. 

Jesus  stood  and  cried,  saying,  "If  any 
man  thirst,  let  him  come  unto  me,  and 
drink,"  John  7:37.  "Come  now,  and  let 
us  reason  together,  saith  the  Lord:  though 
your  sins  be  as  scarlet,  they  shall  be  as 
("Continued  on  page  34) 
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Hymn   Stories 

(Continued  from  page  27) 
in  Genesis  of  Jacob's  vision  of  Bethel  of 
the  ladder  to  heaven  with  angels  ascend- 
ing and  descending  thereon,  she  wrote  her 
hymn  that  has  since  become  so  univer- 
sally popular  and  helpful. 

The  Rev.  Doctor  Millard  F.  Troxell 
tells  of  the  experience  of  a  group  of 
tourists,  cloud-bound  on  the  summit  of 
Pike's  Peak,  huddled  about  the  fireplace 
in  the  block-house:  "It  was  suggested 
that  we  sing  some  popular  melody.  A 
voice  began  one  of  the  many  sentimental 
songs  of  the  day;  but  few  knew  enough 
of  it  to  join  in,  so  the  singer  was  left 
to  finish  it  alone.  Then  someone  began  to 
sing  softly,  'Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee,' 
and  before  the  second  line  was  ended  it 
seemed  as  if  all  who  had  been  strangers 
now  felt  at  home;  and,  for  the  time 
being,  the  place  seemed  like  a  very  Beth- 
el. Before  long  the  mists  rolled  away 
and  'before  us  stretched  the  most  won- 
derful of  views.'  " 

This  hymn  is  remembered  as  the  dying 
prayer  of  our  martyred  President  Mc- 
Kinley. 

What  It  Means  to  Repent 

''Continued  from  page  28) 
beside  me.  He  told  me  he  had  learned  my 
name  and  wished  to  know  if  I  was  she 
who  was  known  as  "The  Little  Mother 
of  the  Prisons."  I  acknowledged  my 
identity   and   he   told   me   this  story: 

"I  am  a  judge  and  naturally  have  come 
in  contact  with  many  criminals.  Some 
years  ago  a  man  was  brought  before  me 
who  had  committed  quite  a  serious  of- 
fense, but  in  studying  the  case  it  seemed 
to  me  that  there  were  some  mitigating 
circumstances.  He  was  a  hard-faced,  un- 
prepossessing specimen,  but  I  determined 
to  give  him  a  lenient  sentence  and  did 
so.  I  was  shocked,  however,  to  find  my 
kindness  misplaced,  for  when  I  pro- 
nounced sentence,  he  became  violently 
abusive  and  created  such  a  terrible  scene 
in  the  courtroom  that  I  increased  the 
penalty   to  the  maximum. 

"Time  passed  and  one  day  I  received  a 
letter  from  him,  recalling  his  case  to 
me.  He  began  by  thanking  me  heartily 
for  sending  him  to  prison.  He  said  that 
there  within  the  walls  his  eyes  had  been 
opened  to  the  error  of  his  ways.  He  had 
joined  the  Volunteer  Prison  League  and 
listened  to  the  messages  of  the  Little 
Mother  and  had  realized  then  what  a 
terrible  wreck  he  had  made  of  his  life. 

"He  went  on  to  tell  me  that  he  was 
truly  converted,  and  now  not  only  want- 
ed to  thank  me  for  my  part  in  giving 
him  his  new  experience,  but  he  wanted 
me  to  tell  him  the  cost  incurred  by  the 
state  through  his  prosecution.  He  had 
saved  his  prison  earnings  and  wished  to 
apply  them  to  the  debt,  and  on  his  dis- 
charge he  intended   to  pay  off  the  bal- 


ance, not  only  to  the  state,  but  to  those 
he  had  injured   as   well." 

The  judge  went  on  to  tell  me  that  he 
had  been  deeply  impressed  by  the  man's 
sincerity  and  reformation,  which  he 
looked  upon  as  a  miracle,  and  that  he 
felt  he  ought  to  pass  on  this  story  to  me 
as  a  testimony  to  give  me  a  little  cheer 
and   encouragement   in   my   work. 

I  remember  a  man  who  was  known  in 
the  criminal  world  as  a  very  clever  pro- 
fessional forger.  I  had  come  in  contact 
with  him  during  one  of  my  visits  to 
Trenton  prison,  but  knew  nothing  of  him 
except  that  he  had  been  converted  and 
had  an  earnest  interest  and  fine  influ- 
ence over  his  fellow  prisoners.  I  do  not 
go  into  the  past  and  inquire  about  the 
details  unless  a  man  really  wishes  to  open 
his  heart  to  me,  but  often,  through  the 
warden,  I  learn  of  a  prisoner's  record. 

I  had  stopped  to  speak  to  this  particu- 
lar man,  as  the  warden  and  I  were  leaving 
the  prison  chapel  after  a  service.  With  a 
radiant  smile  he  clasped  my  hand  and 
whispered: 

"Little  Mother!  Next  month  my  fifteen 
years  are  up  and  I  will  come  straight  to 
you!" 

When  I  joined  the  warden  in  his  office, 
he  said  to  me,  "The  change  in  that  man 
is  a  miracle.  Let  me  tell  you  about  him! 

"He  was  one  of  the  worst  men  in  the 
prison — a  bitter,  cynical  infidel,  scoffing 
at  religion,  making  fun  of  men  who  read 
their  Bibles  and  prayed,  discouraging  the 
younger  prisoners  and  telling  them  not 
to  go  near  the  chapel.  He  was  not  a  small- 
time prisoner,  but  a  clever  professional 
and  an  educated  man  who  had  cost  the 
state  and  county  thousands  of  dollars  to 
detect  his  crimes,  trace  and  capture  him. 
He  boasted  of  his  nefarious  work  and 
was  a  very  bad  influence  here. 

"Now,  however,  he  has  become  an 
utterly  changed  man.  He  has  a  position  of 
trust  in  the  prison  and  is  proving  himself 
a  fine  character,  helpful  and  kind  to 
all  those  with  whom  he  comes  in  contact. 
He  is  musical  and  has  become  our  choir 
leader  and  talks  very  hopefully  of  for- 
getting  the   past    and    making    good. 

"If  you  can  only  hold  him  on  the 
right  path,  you  will  save  the  country  a 
good  deal  of  money  in  the  future!" 

I  was  glad  to  hear  this  man's  story. 
Realizing  as  I  did  that  it  was  God's  grace 
and  power  that  would  hold  him,  I  did 
not  fear  for  his  future.  For  it  was  true, 
he   had   been   utterly   changed. 

When  his  time  was  up  and  he  came  to 
us,  his  life  and  character  were  so  fine 
and  helpful  that  for  two  or  three  years 
he  aided  me  in  my  work  for  discharged 
prisoners  in  New  York  and  Chicago. 
Then  he  went  into  business  for  himself 
in  a  small  town  in  New  England.  His 
business  prospered  and  he  married.  He 
became  a  respected  member  of  the  com- 
munity and  a  church  official.  Whenever 


he  came  to  New  York  on  a  business  trip, 
he  would  drop  in  to  see  me  at  my  office, 
to  thank  me  again  for  that  first  message 
in  prison  that  had  pointed  him  to  the 
Savior.  As  he  left,  he  would  drop  a  check 
on  my  desk,  saying  with  a  smile,  "To 
help  some  poor  fellow  who  comes  to  you 
as  I  did — penniless,  friendless,  and  need- 
ing  a   helping   hand!" 

His  last  letter  to  me  was  a  good-bye. 
He  was  over  eighty  years  of  age,  failing 
in  health,  but  he  was  happy  because  he 
had  made  a  good  record  in  the  outside 
world  for  thirty  years  and  could  rest 
assured  that  his  feet  would  be  led  by  his 
dear  Lord  and  Master  into  that  eternal 
home. 

True  repentance  leads  to  deep  humility 
and  a  joyful  acceptance  of  our  dependence 
on   divine   guidance. 

Mission  Page 
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her.  Though  this  woman  saw  Lakshmi- 
amma,  there  was  no  chance  to  speak  to 
her  or  get  a  note  to  her,  but  Lakshmi 
amma  could  only  make  a  sign  to  her, 
asking  to  take  her  away.  Now  and  again 
word  came  to  us  that  Lakshmiamma  had 
gone  back  to  Hinduism,  etc.,  but  we 
could  not  be  made  to  believe  these  stories 
and  took  them  as  taunts  of  the  devil  in 
order  to  make  us  give  up  interceding  for 
her. 

Months  passed.  One  dayr  we  were  visit- 
ed by  two  men,  one  a  Brahmin  and  the 
other  the  son  of  the  woman  who  held 
Lakshmiamma  as  a  prisoner.  This  son  told 
us  that  he  had  proof  that  Lakshmiamma 
had  returned  to  Hinduism  again  and  that 
the  friend  with  him  came  to  affirm  the 
statement.  We  told  them  frankly  that  we 
could  not  believe  this,  after  which  I  broke 
out  in  prayer  and  warning  to  them. 

On  March  1,  193  2,  we  received  the 
surprise  of  our  life,  for  in  rushed  Laksh- 
miamma praising  the  Lord.  She  remarked 
that  she  thought  that  we  had  forgotten 
her  and  she  would  not  impose  upon  us 
but  would  go  somewhere,  even  to  the 
forest,   and   starve. 

How   She   Was   Finally  Delivered 

Ever  since  Lakshmiamma's  imprison- 
ment, she  was  not  allowed  to  read  her 
Bible  and  was  only  able  to  pray  while 
standing  or  walking  and  that  silently. 
She  showed  Mrs.  Cook  bruises  which  were 
the  result  of  beatings.  She  said  that  she 
had  never  dreamed  that  so  much  suffer- 
ing was  connected  with  this  Christian 
way.  After  praying  four  long  months 
with  tears,  for  deliverance,  the  Lord 
showed  her  a  way  of  escape,  so  early  one 
morning,  she  went  to  the  back  part  of 
the  wall  where  there  was  an  outlet  and 
from  which  the  night  soil  was  daily 
taken;  through  this  little  gate  she  made 
her  escape,  running  down  the  alley  to  the 
bus  stand.  She  boarded  the  bus,  but  be- 
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cause  she  had  no  money  the  bus  people 
refused  to  take  her,  so  she  took  the  silver 
band  which  is  customary  for  women  to 
wear  around  their  waist,  and  offered  it 
as  security  until  she  would  reach  her 
destination  where  she  could  get  money 
from  us. 

It  so  happened  that  our  son  George 
who  had  been  left  behind  because  of 
malaria  fever,  when  the  others  had  been 
taken  to  school,  had  recuperated  and 
was  now  ready  to  go  back  to  school. 
Blossom  also  was  preparing  to  take  him 
the  next  day.  Lakshmiamma  had  come  at 
the  opportune  time  so  she  too  could  be 
taken  away.  How  lovely  God  planned  all 
of  this.  Praise  His  name.  In  order  to  get 
her  off  secretly  so  no  one  might  know 
where  or  how  she  went,  we  dressed  her 
in  a  Tamil  costume  and  sent  her  with  an 
Indian  nurse  by  night  a  distance  of  about 
thirty-five  miles  to  catch  the  midnight 
train,  which  would  take  them  to  a 
junction  where  they  were  to  wait  for 
Blossom   and   George. 

The  next  morning  Blossom  and  George 
left  home  and  boarded  the  train  at  the 
usual  railroad  station  with  no  one  the 
wiser  as  to  what  became  of  Lakshmi- 
amma. Soon  after  Blossom  left,  the  police 
came  searching  for  Lakshmiamma.  He 
told  us  that  they  had  received  a  telegram 
the  evening  before,  stating  that  Lakshmi- 
amma had  stolen  a  waist  band  and  that 
she  was  headed  for  Chengannur  and  that 
they  should  arrest  her  on  her  arrival.  We 
afterward  found  out  that  this  was  a  made- 
up  story  in  order  to  get  hold  of  the  girl 
and  return  her  to  Trivandrum.  We  told 
the  police  that  she  had  come  here  and 
had  gone,  and,  of  course,  he  did  not  dare 
to  ask  further  questions  even  though  he 
still  believed  that  she  was  hidden  some- 
where in  our  house.  Thank  God,  at  the 
time  she  was  on  the  way  to  Coonoor  in 
the  Nilgiri  Hills,  where  the  European 
Collector  promised  her  protection  from 
her  enemies  since  she  was  of  age. 

Later  she  was  baptized  in  water  and 
she  has  taken  the  name  of  Grace.  When 
our  holidays  in  the  hills  were  over,  we 
found  a  place  for  her  in  the  Baptist 
Bible  Training  School  in  Nellore,  where 
Blossom  for  a  time  supported  her.  She 
took  the  three  years'  training  and  was 
graduated  from  the  school.  We  took  her 
down  to  one  of  our  annual  conventions 
after  four  years,  and  she  gave  a  stirring 
testimony  which  moved  the  thousands 
who  listened.  It  doesn't  seem  wise  for 
her  to  reside  in  Travancore  yet,  so  ac- 
cording to  her  desire,  she  is  still  in  Nel- 
lore doing  gospel  work  and  we  understand 
from  her  letters  that  the  Lord  is  blessing 
her. 

We  have  also  heard  that  recently  her 
younger  brother  has  become  a  Christian 
and  has  a  position  in  Nellore.  Grace  has 
often  related  in  her  testimony  that  she 
feels    that    she   has    been    delivered    from 


prison  like  Peter  was.  It  was  truly  a  great 
test  for  us  too,  but  we  praise  God  for 
the  marvelous  way  in  which  He  worked 
everything    out    for    His    glory. 

"Be  thou  faithful  unto  death,  and  I 
will  give  thee  a  CROWN  OF  LIFE," 
Rev.   2:10. 

Painless    Instruction   at   Home 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
an   egg   beater    go   round   in   a   vigorous 
fashion. 

He  is  always  eager  to  explore  the  boxes 
and  bags  of  groceries  and  vegetables  that 
come  from  the  market.  Sometimes  he 
holds  up  an  apple  asking  what  color  it 
is.  There  are  many  gay  colors  to  be  found 
in  the  kitchen,  and  pleasing  sounds,  too. 
He  likes  to  listen  to  the  singing  of  the 
teakettle,  to  the  running  of  the  water 
from  the  faucet  or  the  tinkling  of  ice 
in  a  pitcher. 

There  are  mothers,  no  doubt,  who  will 
say  that  it  is  too  much  trouble  to  have 
a  small  child  in  the  kitchen.  They  feel 
too  hurried,  or  perhaps  they  are  afraid 
he  will  break  a  dish  or  spill  something. 
There  are  such  disadvantages,  it  is  true. 
I  have  found,  though,  that  I  must  give 
considerable  time  and  thought  to  Ted 
no  matter  what  he  is  doing,  and,  when 
I  stop  to  think  how  attractive  a  kitchen 
must  seem  to  a  child,  filled  as  it  is  with 
things  that  many  times  are  more  fas- 
cinating to  him  than  his  toys  and  quite 
as  educative,  I  wonder  where  I  could  find 
a  place  better  equipped  for  giving  him 
opportunities  for  the  learning  that  he 
needs  just  now. 

He  profits  from  helpful  lessons  in  the 
right  kind  of  obedience,  too,  as  he  follows 
directions,  doing  things  in  the  right  way. 
He  learns  to  be  orderly  and  he  begins  to 
assume  a  little  responsibility,  taking  a 
small  share  in  the  work  of  the  home. 
When  he  looked  up  at  me  smiling  one 
day  and  said,  "I'm  your  little  helper," 
I  felt  well  repaid  for  any  trouble  it  may 
have  given  me  to  let  him  learn  by  watch- 
ing and  helping  me  in  the  kitchen. 

To  learn  by  doing  is  the  most  attractive 
and  effective  method,  and  the  everyday 
business  of  housekeeping  offers  plenty  of 
opportunities  for  a  child  to  so  learn  under 
the  guidance  of  a  patient,  resourceful 
mother. — Viola  E.  Hollcy  in  Mother's 
Golden  Now. 


Dot's  Great  Need 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
he  could  get  up  to  open  it,  a  man  entered 
and  placed  a  large  basket  on  the  floor 
and  a  letter  on  the  table,  and  stepping 
out,  returned  with  a  bag  of  flour.  To  the 
astonishment  of  all,  the  man  departed 
without  saying  a  word. 

Running  to  the  door,  Charlie  looked 
for  the  man  but  could  not  see  him.  He 
examined  the  basket,  which  was  labeled, 
"For  Dotty  Horn,  her  bread  from  the 
water."      Opening   it,      he   found   bread, 


a  chicken,  and  a  lot  of  groceries.  He  then 
read  the  letter.  It  was  addressed,  "Master 
Charlie  Horn,"  and  said  he  was  appointed 
messenger  boy  in  the  store  of  John  Len- 
nox and  Company. 

There  were  fervent  thanksgivings  to 
God  in  that  humble  home  that  night. 
Their  benefactor,  the  gentleman  who  had 
followed  Dot,  had  made  inquiry  concern- 
ing the  family  from  the  near  neighbors, 
and  resolved  that  such  sublime  faith 
should  not  go  unrewarded. 

Charles  is  a  partner  in  the  firm  now. 
His  mother  is  well,  and  they  both  at- 
tribute their  prosperity  to  Dot's  faith. 
"All  things  whatsoever  ye  shall  ask  in 
prayer,  believing,  ye  shall  receive."  (Matt. 
21:22.) — Young  People's  Guide. 

Why  I  Know  the  Bible  Is  the  Word 
of  God 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
icism    such    as    has    been    leveled    against 
them  through  all  the  ages  since  He  lived 
and  wrought  His  wonderful  works. 

(d)  It  is  substantiated  fourthly  by  the 
wonderful  influence  He  exerted  on  the 
life  and  civilization  of  this  world.  What 
man  in  his  right  mind  can  look  at  what 
the  religion  of  Jesus  Christ  has  meant 
to  the  world  in  which  we  live  and  think 
for  a  single  second  that  it  could  have 
come  out  of  the  teaching  and  the  life  of 
a  man  who  deliberately  tried  to  foist  a 
fraud  upon  the  world,  or  of  a  man  who 
was  so  hopelessly  demented  as  to  imagine 
Himself  to  be  the  only  begotten  Son  of 
God,  when,  in  fact,  He  was  but  the  poor, 
deluded   son  of   a   Jewish   peasant? 

How  could  He  have  been  other  than 
He  claimed  to  be  and  at  the  same  time 
touch  the  world  with  the  transformation 
which  has  come  to  it  by  reason  of  His 
presence  and  mission  in  it?  And  what 
Jesus  Christ  always  has  been,  He  is  to- 
day; the  transformer  of  the  world's  life, 
the  reconstructer  of  the  human  society, 
the  animator  of  human  progress,  the  one 
Master  Moulder  of  the  world's  civiliza- 
tion. 

And  thus  we  have  the  credentials  of 
Jesus  Christ,  that  He  was  the  divine  Son 
of  God  as  both  Himself  and  the  Bible 
writers  claimed  Him  to  be.  These  cre- 
dentials are  His  matchless  character.  His 
masterly  teaching,  His  mighty  works  and 
His  marvelous  influence.  And  all  this 
being  so,  we  have  the  unmistakable  evi- 
dence that  He  was  a  teacher  sent  from 
God  with  the  full  right  and  authority  of 
God  Himself  to  speak,  and,  therefore,  we 
are  under  the  obligation  of  common 
honesty  to  accept  His  Word,  and  if  we 
accept  His  Word  we  must  by  the  very 
reason  of  it  accept  the  Bible  as  the  Word 
of  God  which  He  declares  it  to  be. 

And  what  a  book  it  is!  A  book  which 
the  Son  of  God  Himself  does  not  disdain 
to  quote.  A  book  from  which,  century 
after  century,  warriors  have  fought  and 
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martyrs  have  died.  A  Book  which  "fits 
into  every  fold  and  crevice  of  the  human 
heart,"  and  gives  answer  always  to  its 
deepest   hunger. 

"God's  Word  is  like  the  treasure  hid, 

Or  finest   wheat  in   shock: 
'Tis    manna   from    the   skies    above, 

And  honey  from  the  rock." 
It   is   a   lamp   to  our   feet   and    a    light 
to  our  path.  And  how  true  it  is,  as  George 
Herbert    wrote: 

"The  Bible?  That's  the  Book.  The  Book 
indeed: 
The  Book   of  books,  on   which      who 
looks, 
As  he  should  do,  aright,  shall  never  need 
Wish  for  a  better  light  to  guide  him 
in   the  night." 
For  as   Pollock   says: 

"This    lamp,      from    off    the   everlasting 
throne, 
Mercy  took  down,  and  in  the  night  of 
time 
Stood,  casting  on   the  dark  her  gracious 
bow. 
And    evermore    beseeching    men,    with 
tears 
And   earnest   sighs    to   hear,   believe   and 
live."       (To  be  continued) 

The   Man  Who   Died   for  the   Bible 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
like  cloth,  in  sacks  of  flour,  in  every  way 
that  could  be  found  to  hide  them,  they 
were  sent   across   to  England." 

"Did  they  get  across?"  Alice  was  quite 
excited   by   now. 

"They  did,  in  large  numbers,  and  the 
bishops  found  out  they  were  being  sold. 
Every  seaport  was  carefully  watched, 
and  many  a  package  of  Bibles  was  found 
by  the  officers  and  burned.  But  more 
Bibles  came!  They  could  not  stop  them, 
and  some  of  them  would  always  get  to 
people  who  wanted  them  and  read  them. 

"Finally  the  Bishop  of  London  had  a 
bright  idea!  He  decided  he  would  buy  all 
the  copies  that  were  printed,  through  a 
merchant  in  Germany!  Then  there  would 
be  no  more  Bibles  to  come  across  the 
water.  He  did  not  know  that  the  mer- 
chant that  he  asked  to  do  this  was  a 
friend  of  William  Tyndale.  This  friend 
thought  he  saw  a  way  to  help  Tyndale. 
He  knew  that  right  at  that  time  Tyndale 
needed  money  more  than  anything  else, 
to  pay  his  printers  for  the  work  they  had 
done,  and  start  a  new  printing  of  the 
Bibles.  So  he  said,  'My  lord,  I  will  be 
glad  to  attend  to  this  matter.  But  it  will 
take  money  to  do  it,  for  the  men  who 
have  these  books  in  Germany  hold  them 
at  a  high  price.' 

"  'My  dear  sir,'  said  the  bishop,  'do 
your  best  to  get  them  for  me,  all  of 
them,  for  they  are  bad  books.  I  will  gladly 
pay  whatever  they  cost,  for  I  intend  to 
burn  them  all  and  end  this  matter.' 

"What  fun  it  was  to  the  merchant! 
He  went  to  Tyndale,  bought  his  books  at 


a  good  price  and  brought  them  over  to 
England,  while  Tyndale  went  right  to 
work  on  a  new  printing,  for  he  now  had 
plenty  of  money.  The  poor  bishop  thought 
when  he  burned  all  these  Bibles,  there 
would  never  be  another  English  Bible. 
Imagine  how  he  felt  when  he  learned  that 
more  Bibles  than  ever  before  were  coming 
into  England.  So  many  came  that  the 
officers    simply    could    not    stop    them. 

"  'How  can  this  be?'  a  man  who  had 
been  arrested  for  helping  Tyndale  was 
asked. 

'I  will  tell  you  truly,  my  lord,'  the 
man  replied.  '  'Tis  yourself  that  gave  us 
the    money    to    print    the    Bibles!'  " 

"That's  a  good  one,"  laughed  Tom. 
"Wasn't    he    mad,    though?" 

"He  was  so  angry  that  he  stirred  up 
all  England  against  Tyndale,"  went  on 
Uncle  Jerry.  "All  the  great  preachers 
began  to  preach  about  it,  most  of  them 
thinking  it  would  do  a  great  deal  of 
harm  to  have  the  Bible  in  the  language  of 
the  people,  a  few  very  brave  and  wise 
men  saying  it  would  be  much  better  for 
England.  At  last  Tyndale  won,  for  the 
Bible  was  everywhere.  One  old  Bishop 
said  sadly,  'It  passeth  my  power,  or  that 
of   any   man,    to  hinder   him   now!' 

"So  the  Bible  came  to  England  and 
from  England  to  all  over  the  world.  But 
the  man  who  gave  it  to  the  world  never 
knew  what  a  glorious  victory  he  had 
won."  — Author   Unknown. 

Sally  Jo 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
amply    rewarded    when    they    saw    Mrs. 
Wiler    sitting    somewhat    alone    near    the 
front  of  the  big  hall. 

She  was  an  attractive  little  woman, 
winsome  and  vivacious,  but  with  a  mis- 
sionary zeal  and  passion  tested  in  the 
crucible  of  suffering.  She  was  compara- 
tively young,  but  the  few  years  she  had 
spent  in  the  land  of  her  choice  had  cost 
her  dearly.  She  had  come  home  from  the 
grave  of  her  martyred  husband,  not  to 
cherish  her  own  grief  or  to  look  for 
sympathy,  but  to  set  on  fire  other  hearts 
to  go  forth  to  that  same  people  sunk  in 
degradation  and  sin.  That  they  had  killed 
the  missionary  of  the  cross  who  had  come 
to  them  with  "Good  News"  did  not  deter 
her.  Her  heart  was  burdened  with  a  God- 
inspired  love  for  their  souls,  and  she 
kindled    a    fire   wherever   she   went. 

"Let  us  surround  our  guest  of  honor 
and  back  up  Jane  and  Lelia  when  they 
ask  her,"  whispered  Nell,  and  she  led 
the  way. 

They  filled  all  the  seats  close  around 
her,  and  beamed  back  at  her  friendly 
smile.  But  even  she  was  forgotten  in  a 
little  while  as  they  followed  the  study  of 
the  hour,  led  by  a  man  who  was  a  Bible 
teacher  of  note. 

"That  was  the  shortest  hour  I  ever 
saw,"   exclaimed   Sally  Jo,   when   all   too 


soon  the  speaker  closed.  "And  to  think 
I  missed  it  yesterday!  I'll  be  here  to- 
morrow." 

"And  so  will  I,"  exclaimed  several 
others. 

Some  of  them  waited  breathlessly, 
standing  near,  when  Jane  asked  Mrs. 
Wiler. 

"Indeed  I  should  love  to  come.  It  is 
so  sweet  of  you  to  ask  me,"  they  heard 
her  say,  and  they  raced  away  to  tell  the 
others. 

The  "committee"  kept  their  prepara- 
tions quiet.  The  eats  were  to  be  a  sur- 
prise. Not  the  ordinary  picnic  sandwiches, 
good  as  they  were,  would  do  for  this 
time,  but  a  real  beefsteak  supper  was 
planned. 

The  next  afternoon  was  perfect.  About 
four  o'clock  they  met  together  at  the 
shack  from  which  the  start  was  to  be 
made.  Not  only  was  there  steak  for  the 
supper,  secured  from  the  nearest  city 
through  the  good  offices  of  the  culinary' 
department,  but  potatoes  and  corn  to  be 
roasted.  There  was  a  delicious  chocolate 
layer  cake  made  for  the  occasion  by  the 
girls  at  the  tea  house,  and  there  were 
marshmallows   to   toast. 

The  procession  started.  Each  one  carried 
something.  There  were  paper  plates,  milk 
and  sugar  for  the  coffee,  tin  cups,  rolls 
and  butter,  cooking  utensils,  and  other 
things  needful.  They  journeyed  over  the 
meadow  and  through  the  trees  to  a  de- 
lightfully secluded  spot  with  a  fireplace 
all  prepared.  They  found  the  raised  floor 
of  an  old  tent  there,  which  added  to  the 
physical  comfort. 

Mrs.  Wiler  proved  a  charming  guest. 
While  the  supper  was  being  prepared  she 
gathered  the  girls  around  her  and  enter- 
tained them  with  stories  of  her  travels 
and  her  experiences  in  South  America. 
They  asked  her  questions  about  the  coun- 
try and  the  people,  and  then  they  asked 
her  about  their  own  personal  problems. 
She  answered  them  readily,  with  her  little 
pocket  Testament  often  open  in  her  hand. 

It  was  a  picnic,  and  she  did  not  want 
to  burden  them  with  a  missionary  appeal, 
but  she  drew  their  hearts  to  her  own 
strong,  sweet  self  and  they  glimpsed  in 
her  a  satisfying  Christ  and  a  calling  that 
was  richly,  gloriously,  worth  while. 

"And  did  you  never  regret  it  that  you 
went?"  one  asked. 

"Regret  it?  No,  I  have  never  regret- 
ted it.  I  will  try  to  tell  you  why  this 
evening.  Mrs.  Wilsie  has  asked  me  to 
take  the  evening  meeting  and  I  want  to 
show  you  then  some  of  the  pictures  in 
my  memory,  and  you  will  understand 
why  I  count  it  a  privilege." 

Then  supper  was  announced.  How  they 
did  eat,  and  how  good  everything  tasted! 
There  was  fun  and  laughter  and  feasting, 
and  friendships  were  strengthened  and 
cemented. 
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Sally  Jo  sat  beside  Lillian  Fuhrman. 
''Did  your  folks  get  the  little  frog  home 
safely?"   she   asked. 

"Yes,  and  they  say  he  seems  well  con- 
tent in  the  aquarium  with  the  others." 

But  Sally  Jo  was  thinking  of  something 
other  than  the  frog  when  she  looked  at 
Lillian  Fuhrman.  Did  she  dare  ask  a  word 
about  Dunstan  Perry?  To  hear  anything 
of  him  now  was  welcome. 

She  managed  to  say,  very  casually, 
"Did   Dunstan   accept   the   scholarship?" 

Again  Lillian  gave  her  that  quick, 
searching   look. 

"Yes,  he  is  going.  He  will  sail  in  a 
few  weeks.  I  am  going  down  to  New 
York  to  the  steamer  to  see  him  off." 

"That  will  be  nice,"  Sally  Jo  answered 
with  a  smile. 

So  that  was  the  end.  Dunstan  was 
going  to  Europe  for  a  year,  possibly  more, 
and  he  had  never  thought  to  tell  her  a 
word  about  it.  This  girl  who  was  going 
to  see  him  off,  who  was  she?  Did  she 
have  a  special  claim  on  Dunstan?  Was  he 
hers?  She  stole  another  look  at  Lillian. 
That  was  probably  the  kind  of  girl  he 
would  choose,  quiet,  dignified,  clever. 
Perhaps  his  choice  was  already  made. 

"Dreaming,  Sally  Jo?"  A  soft  ball  of 
paper  struck  her  on  the  nose.  "I  spoke 
to  you  and  you  never  heard  me,"  called 
Nell  across  the  circle. 

The  merry  supper  was  ended.  They 
sat  and  talked  tmtil  it  was  almost  time 
for  the  evening  meeting.  Then  one  of 
the  girls  suggested  that  they  have  a  little 
time  of  prayer  before  they  separated - 
Heads  were  bowed,  and  one  and  another 
led  in  short  sentence  prayers. 

It  was  an  afternoon  they  would  never 
forget,  and  they  walked  slowly  back  to 
the  camp  realizing  that  there  had  been 
an  unseen  Guest  among  them,  and  His 
presence  was  very  real   and  sweet. 

Once  again  they  were  gathered  in  the 
evening  assembly  with  the  rest  of  the 
camp.  The  night  was  cool,  and  a  cheery 
blaze  roared  in  the  big  fireplace.  The  hall 
was  filled.  People  had  come  in  from  the 
surrounding  countryside,  for  it  had  been 
announced  in  the  papers  that  Mrs.  Wiler 
was  to  speak. 

Missionary  songs  and  choruses  were 
sung,  and  then  Mrs.  Wiler's  message  was 
announced. 

She  stood  before  them,  her  whole  vivid 
personality  alight  with  the  things  she 
saw.  She  would  make  them  see  the  vision 
too. 

In  imagination  they  journeyed  in  a 
moment  to  the  heart  of  South  America, 
that  vast  and  beautiful  land.  They  saw 
dense  tropical  forests  teeming  with  life. 
Strange  wild  animals  ambled  through  the 
dark  recesses  or  darted  across  their  path. 

They  met  Indians  there.  They  seemed 
to  look  deep  into  the  dull,  empty,  hungry 
faces  and  see  the  hopeless  souls  that 
peered  out  of  the  eyes  under  dirty  matted 


locks.  They  saw  them  living  lives  of 
degradation,  misery  and  want,  the  slaves 
of  superstition,  ignorance,  and  sin.  They 
heard  the  awful  wailing,  as  in  despair  and 
utter  hopelessness  they  laid  away  their 
dead. 

But  the  scene  changes.  The  herald  of 
good  tidings  has  fought  his  way  into 
Satan's  stronghold.  Mounting  insuperable 
barriers  of  language  and  custom,  facing 
dangers  untold  from  hostile,  war-like, 
unconquerable  tribes,  he  has  reached  at 
last  the  heart  of  the  Indian.  He  tells  him 
of  a  God  of  love,  of  a  Father  who  cares, 
of  a  Savior  who  died  that  he  might  live. 
They  see  dull  faces  light  with  joy  and 
glow  with  peace.  They  almost  hold  their 
breath  as  they  stand  by  the  missionary 
and  hear  an  Indian  convert  from  a  great 
tribe  pour  out  his  heart  in  thanksgiving, 
the  first  time  a  prayer  in  the  tongue  of 
his  people  has  ascended  to  the  God  who 
made  them.  They  catch  something  of 
the  unspeakable  joy  that  fills  the  mission- 
ary's heart  as  he  hears  this  newborn  soul 
cry,  "Abba,  Father,"  in  his  native  speech. 
They  see  the  change  that  comes  into  the 
home,  where  even  the  presence  of  death 
brings  sadness  lightened  of  its  gloom  by 
the  glorious  hope  of  the  Gospel  and  the 
assurance  of  a  better  life  to  come. 

But  still  another  picture  is  brought  be- 
fore them.  They  see  a  land  dotted  with 
tiny  crosses.  Crosses  everywhere,  and  as 
they  bend  low  to  read,  on  every  cross 
is  inscribed  but  a  single  word,  "Lost." 
"Lost."  Someone  had  failed  to  go  to 
them,  someone  had  forgotten  to  pray, 
someone   had   withheld   his   gift. 

They  looked  out  beyond  the  range  of 
keenest  vision,  where  only  the  eye  of 
fancy  could  pierce,  and  they  were  told 
that  out  there  in  that  mighty  forest  were 
twenty-five  million  people,  over  three 
hundred  wild  Indian  tribes  waiting  in 
darkness  for  the  visit  of  the  first  mis- 
sionary. 

"I  must  not  keep  you  longer,"  she 
finished.  "But  will  you  pray,  will  you 
give,  will  you  go?" 

She  sat  down.  The  silence  could  almost 
be  felt.  Mrs.  Wilsie  rose  and  led  them 
in  a  prayer  that  moved  hearts  to  new 
steps  of  faith  and  consecration.  The 
meeting  was  dismissed,  and  the  girls 
streamed  out  of  the  hall  into  the  starlit 
night. 

Half  an  hour  later  Nell  Nichols  stuck 
her  head  in  the  door  of  Welikit. 

"Where's   Sally   Jo?"   she   asked. 

"I  don't  know.  I  thought  she  was 
probably  with  you,"  Babs  answered.  "I 
haven't   seen  her  since  meeting." 

"You're  all  here  but  Sally  Jo?"  Nell 
glanced  around.  "All  our  girls  are  in  too, 
and  it  is  nearly  time  for  lights  out." 

Just   then   Sally   Jo   came   in. 

"Where  have  you  been?"  several  burst 
out." 

Sally  Jo  did  not  answer  at  once,  then 


she  said  slowly,  "Down  in  the  hall." 

There  was  something  new  in  her  face, 
and  they  all  looked  at  her.  She  dropped 
on  the  bed. 

"God  wants  me  to  go  down  there  to 
those  Indians,"  she  said.  "He  told  me  so, 
tonight.  It's  awful  to  think  they  have 
nobody  to  tell  them  about  Jesus.  It  will 
be  a  little  while  till  I  get  ready,  but  I  am 
going  to  them  just  as  soon  as  I  can. 
They're  calling  me,  and  I  must  go." 

If  thoughts  of  discouraging  her  came 
into  the  minds  of  the  girls,  at  least  no 
one  could  say  anything  tonight.  In  a  few 
minutes  the  bell  rang  for  "Lights  out," 
and   the  shack  was  quiet. 

"Ugh,  what's  in  my  bed?"  came  in  a 
frightened  tone  from  Lelia. 

There  was  a  giggle  from  another  cor- 
ner. "My  tennis  shoes  are  in  mine," 
laughed  Babs,  softly. 

Lelia  had  on  her  flashlight.  "It's  my 
washcloth  all  in  a  ball,"  she  said.  "Who 
put  that  in  there?" 

"Look  what's  in  mine,"  Sally  Jo  whis- 
pered, laughing,  and  held  up  a  ridiculous 
doll-like    figure    made    out    of    towels. 

Miriam  turned  on  her  flashlight  and 
fished   a   camera   out  of  her  bed. 

They  thought  they  heard  smothered 
laughter   from   Faraway. 

"Shall  we  visit  retribution  on  her  to- 
night?"  Miriam   asked. 

"It  was  Nell,  wasn't  it?" 

"Wouldn't  be  anyone  else.  I  saw  mis- 
chief in  her  eyes  when  she  came  in  here 
looking    for    Sally   Jo." 

"Let's  do  it." 

Into  the  water  pitcher  went  Lelia's 
washcloth,  and  out  of  a  dark  and  silent 
shack  crept  two  stealthy  figures  toward 
another  shack  apparently  wrapped  in 
slumber. 

All  was  quiet.  Then  a  light  flashed  on 
for  an  instant  in  Faraway,  and  there  was 
the  sound  of  a  slight  scuffle  and  smoth- 
ered laughter. 

In  a  little  while  Lelia  and  Miriam 
slipped  back  into  Welikit. 

"Her  face  is  washed  so  good  she  won't 
have  to  do  it  in  the  morning  at  all.  It 
will  save  her  time;  she  won't  have  to  get 
up  so  early,"  giggled  Lelia  as  she  settled 
down   to   quiet.     (To  be  continued) 

Washington,  Man  of  Prayer 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
when  we  need  it  most.  George  Washing- 
ton, the  father  of  our  country,  made  it 
a  rule  of  his  life  to  pray  daily.  He  could 
take  his  small  as  well  as  large  problems 
to  God  in  prayer  and  receive  strength 
for  life's  daily  tasks. 

Did  Washington  ever  change?  you 
might  ask.  No,  to  the  very  end  of  his 
life  he  kept  the  faith.  If  anything,  his 
faith  grew  stronger  and  deeper  as  the 
years  went  by.  On  his  deathbed,  after  a 
day  of  severe  agonizing  for  his  breath  he 
whispered   to  those  nearest  him,   "I   felt 
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from  the  first  that  the  disorder  would 
prove  fatal  .  .  .  but  I  am  not  afraid  to 
go-" 

The   Lincoln   Bible 

(Continued   from   page   6) 
tions  illustrating  each  chapter  composed 
by  the  Rev.  Mr.  Ostervald." 

Besides  this  Bible  which  actually  be- 
longed to  the  Lincoln  family  and  is  being 
preserved  for  future  generations  at 
Washington,  the  curator  at  the  Lincoln 
Memorial  University  has  two  copies  of 
this  Bible,  of  the  same  edition.  One  is  in 
French,  the  other  in  English.  For  a  long 
time  he  tried  to  secure  a  copy  of  the 
English  version  which  had  been  trans- 
lated from  Ostervald's  French  Bible,  but 
in  vain.  Finally  he  bought  one  of  the 
original  French  copies  dating  back  over 
1 5  0  years  from  the  National  Library  of 
Switzerland.  Then,  some  time  later,  while 
visiting  in  London,  he  was  fortunate  in 
finding  an  exact  copy  of  the  English 
original  of  the  Bible  such  as  the  Lincolns 
owned. 

Lincoln  loved  and  read  and  knew  the 
Bible.  It  was  not  a  superfluous  love  or 
knowledge  but  a  very  deep  rooted  one. 
He  knew  the  Bible  stories,  the  poetry, 
the  songs  and  much  of  the  New  Testa- 
ment by  heart.  He  read  and  knew  the 
Old  Testament,  too,  but  it  was  the  New 
Testament  story  with  its  vital  message  of 
Christ,  of  love  and  mercy,  its  admonition 
of  "love  thy  neighbor"  and  "do  unto 
others  as  ye  would  have  them  do  unto 
you"  that  found  an  undying  echo  in  the 
heart   of  Lincoln. 

iRarely  did  Lincoln  make  a  speech 
without,  either  consciously  or  unknow- 
ingly, making  some  reference  to  the  Book, 
or  including  some  truth  or  illustration 
from  it.  His  simplicity  and  refinement 
of  speech,  his  use  of  the  English  language 
had  its  foundation  in  the  plain  yet  elo- 
quent and  expressive  Bible  language  with 
which  he  was  familiar.  He  had  indeed 
"learned  to  speak  and  to  feel  with  the 
authors    of   the   Bible." 

One  of  President  Lincoln's  bodyguards 
at  the  White  House,  Captain  Mix,  who 
often  breakfasted  with  the  Lincoln  family 
said,  "Many  times  have  I  listened  to  our 
most  eloquent  preachers  but  never  with 
the  same  feeling  of  awe  and  reverence  as 
when  our  Christian  President,  his  arm 
around  one  of  his  sons,  with  his  deep 
earnest  tone,  each  morning  read  a  chapter 
from    the   Bible." 

Jesus  Calls 

(Continued  from  page  29) 
white  as  snow,"  Isa.  1:18.  "Ho,  every 
one  that  thirsteth,  come  ye  to  the  wa- 
ters, and  he  that  hath  no  money;  come 
ye,  buy,  and  eat;  yea,  come,  buy  wine 
and  milk  without  money  and  without 
price,"  Isa.   5  5:1. 

Come  to  Jesus,  and  He  will  supply 
your  every  need. — Mary  E.  Clark. 


The  Promise 

(Continued  from  page   11) 
lovely  blossoms. 

Mrs.  Haverly  watched  in  admiration 
as  the  girls  skillfully  arranged  them.  She 
spoke,  "How  perfect  in  detail  each  flow- 
er is.  The  most  exacting  artist  could  never 
portray  on  canvas  anything  so  exquisite 
in    perfection." 

Rose  was  thankful.  "She  realizes  the 
need   of   God    for   everything." 

The  other  nurse  left  with  the  flowers 
for  the  ward. 

Rose  glanced  down  at  her  suddenly 
silent  patient.  She  was  asleep. 

"I'll  never  leave  thee  nor  forsake  thee." 
She  knew  that  the  promise  would  hold 
for    Faith   Haverly. 

Treasured   Gleanings 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
preparatory  schools  of  the  east.  This  boy 
learned  the  Japanese  lad's  story.  He  told 
it  to  the  headmaster  of  the  school,  and 
the  headmaster  invited  this  Japanese  to 
come  there  and  live.  He  was  a  Christian, 
not  only  convinced  but  eager  and  out- 
going. Near  the  school  there  was  an  out- 
lying part  of  the  town  where  the  poorer 
people  lived,  and  here  there  was  no 
church.  This  Japanese  lad  started  a  Sun- 
day School  there,  and  out  of  it  a  chapel 
grew.  In  three  years  he  fell  ill  of  tuber- 
culosis and  died.  But  up  in  one  of  the 
tower  rooms  of  the  school,  among  its 
treasures,  is  the  hara-kiri  sword  which 
that  lad  brought  from  Japan,  and  from 
the  school's  windows  one  may  see  the 
steeple  of  the  chapel  which  his  work  made 
possible.  And  meanwhile  back  of  it  all 
was  a  humble  old  colporteur  who  had 
persuaded  that  Japanese  student  to  take 
a  New  Testament  on  the  streets  of 
Tokyo,  and  through  him  the  Book  had 
thus  been  released  to  accomplish  its  life- 
giving  work. 

Silver  Lining 

A  book  of  57  beautiful  poems.  An  in- 
expensive gift  for  your  friend.  Price  2  5c. 
Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905  Park- 
er St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

THE  VICTORY  TO  WIN,  suggested 
national  song  for  Y.  P.  E.,  is  found  in 
Songs  of  Prayer  and  Praise.  Order  from 
the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House. 
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State  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School  su- 
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To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THB 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  #1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  number  who  is  going  to  put  THE  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?  Read 
the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Loaded  with  blessing  and  cheer 
For  twelve  months  of  the  year 
The  Lighted  Pathway  roams 
Blessing  thirty  thousand  homes. 

Put  In  Your  Bible 

Here  is  a  handy  table,  which  it  would 
be  well  to  cut  out  or  copy  for  reference  in 
your  Bible  studies: 

A  day's  journey  was  about  twenty- 
three  and  one-fifth  miles. 

A  Sabbath  Day's  journey  was  about 
one  English  mile. 

A  cubit  was  nearly  twenty-two  inches. 

A  hand's-breadth  is  equal  to  three  and 
five-eighths  inches. 

A  finger's-breadth  is  equal  to  one  inch. 

A  shekel  of  silver  was  about  fifty 
cents. 

A  shekel  of  gold  was  $8.00. 

A  talent  of  silver  was  $538.30. 

A  talent  of  gold  was  $13,809.00. 

A  piece  of  silver,  or  a  penny,  was  thir- 
teen cents. 

A  farthing  was  three  cents. 
A  mite  was  less  than  a  quarter  of  a  cent. 

A  gerah  was  one  cent. 

An  ephah,  or  bath,  contained  seven 
gallons  and  five  pints. 

A  bin  was  a  gallon  and  two  pints. 

An  omer  was  six  pints. — Sel. 

The  Bible  Is — 

The  charter  of  all  true  liberty. 

The  forerunner  of  all  civilization. 

The  moulder  of  institutions  and  gov- 
ernments. 

The  fashion  of  law. 

The  secret  of  national  progress. 

The  guide  of  history. 

The  ornament  and  mainspring  of  litera- 
ture. 

The  inspiration  of  philosophies. 

The  textbook  of  ethics. 

The  light  of  the  intellect. 

The  soul  of  all  strong  heart  life. 

The  illuminator  of  darkness. 

The  foe  of  superstition. 

The  enemy  of  oppression. 

The  uprooter  of  sin. 

The  comfort  in  sorrow. 

The  strength  in  weakness. 

The  pathway  of  perplexity. 

The  escape  from  temptation. 

The  steadier  in  the  day  of  power. 

The  embodiment  of  all  lofty  ideals. 

The  begetter  of  life. 

The  promise  of  the  future. 

The  star  of  death's  night. 

The  revealer  of  God. 

The  guide  and  the  hope  and  the  inspir- 


ation of  man. — Bishop  William  F.  Ander- 
son, in  Exchange. 

The  Bible  in  China 

Over  2,000,000  copies  of  the  Scriptures 
were  circulated  in  China  during  193  5  by 
the  American  Bible  Society,  according  to 
a  report  received  from  the  China  agency 
of  the  Society.  For  the  fifth  year  in 
succession  more  complete  Bibles  were  put 
in  circulation  last  year  by  the  three  socie- 
ties at  work  there  than  in  any  earlier  year. 
The  total  number  issued  was  83,389. 

Another  thousand  Bibles  were  sent  to 
the  Chinese  in  the  Philippine  Islands  and 
similar  quantities  of  Chinese  Scriptures  to 
other  parts  of  the  world.  —  Wesleyan 
Methodist. 

The  Bible 

By  The  Rev.  Zed  H.  Copp,  D.  D. 

1.  The  Bible  is  God's  Public  Library  of 
66  books  which  contain  an  inter-related 
history  of  God  and  man,  from  the  begin- 
ning to  the  end  of  mortal  man. 

2.  The  Bible  is  the  most  thrilling  "Love 
Story"  ever  told  or  written,  passing  hu- 
man knowledge  and  changing  human  life. 
It  is  still  the  world's  best  seller. 

3.  The  Bible  is  a  Guide  Book  for  the 
journey  of  life  to  our  heavenly  home,  and 
it  will  keep  us  in  the  way,  and  from  dead- 
end detours. 

4.  The  Bible  is  a  Check  Book  for  life  on 
the  treasury  of  heaven,  for  all  our  need, 
signed  by  the  Cashier,  the  Lj&rd  Jesus 
Christ. 

5.  The  Bible  is  a  Health  Book,  by  the 
Great  Physician,  with  a  prescription  for 
ills  of  body,  mind  and  spirit,  even  unto 
eternal  life  through  His  death,  Jas.  5:14, 
15. 

6.  The  Bible  is  God's  Box  of  Crown 
Jewels  for  the  adornment  of  man  and  his 
Alabaster  Box   to  perfume  the  world. 

7.  The  Bible  is  a  Deed  Book  to  a  man- 
sion in  heaven  which  Jesus,  the  Universe 
Builder  and  Decorator,  is  now  preparing 
for  us.  Our  names  appear  in  the  deed  as 
"Whosoever." 

Bibles  in  Migration 

Large  numbers  of  German  migrates, 
who  at  government  instigation,  recently 
moved  into  Germany  from  that  part  of 
Bessarabia  and  of  eastern  Poland  known  as 
Volhynia,  took  with  them  to  their  new 
home  certain  religious  articles  that  they 
regarded  as  indispensable  to  continued  liv- 
ing. These  included  large  altar  Bibles,  bap- 
tismal fonts,  communion  vessels,  altar 
candlesticks,  Bibles  and  hymn  books. 
They  were  compelled  to  abandon  most  of 


their  other  books  and  much  of  their  per- 
sonal property.  This  information  comes 
from  the  World  Council  of  Churches. 

Five  Brief  Rules  For  Bible  Study 

1.  Read  it  through — 

Don't  read  the  Bible  in  a  perfunctory 
way.  Read  a  verse  or  a  chapter  or  a  book 
until  you  get  something  for  your  heart. 

2.  Pray  it  in — 

Don't  be  satisfied  with  a  mere  head- 
knowledge.  The  Bible  cannot  be  under- 
stood except  we  recognize  the  Holy 
Spirit,  its  author,  as  the  teacher  also. 

3.  Write  it  down — 

Don't  be  afraid  of  marking  your  Bible. 
Indicate  by  underscoring,  or  by  a  brief 
marginal  note  of  that  which  you  have 
found  helpful.  Our  memories  fail  us,  but 
often  a  word  will  recall  the  lesson  learned. 

4.  Work  it  out — 

Don't  be  content  with  the  experiences 
of  others,  helpful  though  they  may  be. 
Put  God's  promises  to  the  test  until  you 
know  the  truth  for  yourself  and  can  tes- 
tify to  the  faithfulness  of  God. 

5.  Pass  it  on — 

Don't  be  a  religious  "sponge" — always 
absorbing,  but  never  giving  out.  Don't 
consider  the  lessons  which  God  teaches 
you  unimportant.  He  is  no  respecter  of 
persons.  Help  someone  else  and  you  will 
be  doubly  blessed. 

Suggested  by  Dr.  J.  Wilbur  Chapman. 
— The  Gospel  Broadcast. 

The  following  items  are  from  God's 
Revivalist  and  Bible  Advocate: 

There  is  just  one  Book  that  bears  trans- 
lation into  all  languages,  transmission 
through  all  ages,  and  transplantation  to 
all  lands,  and  that  is  the  Bible.  The  Bible, 
translated  into  every  language  under 
heaven,  retains  its  force  and  beauty,  for 
it  speaks  not  to  the  ear,  but  to  the  soul! 

The  Bible  (or  some  portion  of  it)  has 
now  been  published  in  1,008  different 
languages  and  dialects! 

The  Bible  is  the  only  international  book 
in  the  world!  The  Bible  is  native  to  every 
language!  A  Zulu  once  remarked:  "White 
men  are  specially  favored.  They  have  rail- 
ways, telegraphs,  fine  clothes,  wisdom  and 
wealth;  but  they  lack  one  advantage 
which  we  enjoy;  namely,  the  Gospels  in 
the  Zulu  language." 

The  ready  access  to  the  Bible  in  one's 
native  tongue  is  a  boon  for  which  we 
would  do  well  to  offer  special  thanks- 
giving to  God.  Luther  was  twenty-one 
years  old  and  had  his  university  degree 
before  he  ever  saw  the  New  Testament. 
This  priceless  heritage  of  ours  was  bought 
by  the  blood  of  martyrs,  Christian  heroes 
such  as  Wycliff,  Huss,  and  Tyndale. 


^Ilte  &eatiUjful  Snaiu 


In  the  early  part  of  the  Civil  War,  one  dark  Saturday  in  the  dead  of  winter,  there  died  at  the  Commercial  Hospital, 
Cincinnati,  a  young  woman,  over  whose  head  only  two  and  twenty  summers  had  passed.  She  had  once  been  possessed  of 
an  enviable  share  of  beauty,  and  as  she  herself  said,  had  been  "flattered  and  sought  for  the  charms  of  her  face,"  but, 
alas!  upon  her  fair  brow  had  long  been  written  that  terrible  word — fallen.  Her  first  wrong  step  was  the  small  beginning  of 
the  "same  old  story  over  again,"  which  has  been  the  only  life-history  of  thousands.  Highly  educated  and  accomplished  in 
manners,  she  might  have  shone  in  the  best  of  society.  But  the  evil  hour  that  proved  her  ruin  was  but  the  door  from  child- 
hood; and,  having  spent  a  young  life  in  disgrace  and  shame,  the  poor,  friendless  one  died  the  melancholy  death  of  a  broken- 
hearted outcast. 

Among  her  personal  effects  was  found,  in  manuscript,  "Beautiful  Snow,"  which  was  immediately  carried  to  Enos  B. 
Reed,  at  that  time  editor  of  the  "National  Union."  In  the  columns  of  that  paper,  on  the  morning  following  the  girl's  death, 
the  poem  appeared  in  print  for  the  first  time.  When  the  paper  containing  the  poem  came  out  on  Sunday  morning,  the 
body  of  the  victim  had  not  yet  received  burial.  Mr.  E.  B.  Reed,  one  of  the  first  American  poets,  was  so  taken  with  its 
stirring   pathos   that   he   immediately   followed   the  corpse   to   its   final    resting    place. 

Such,  according  to  the  "Boston  Standard,"  are  plain  facts  concerning  her  whose  "Beautiful  Snow"  will  long  be  re- 
membered  as  one  of   the  brightest  of  gems   in  American   literature. 

THE  BEAUTIFUL  SNOW 


Oh,   the  snow,   the  beautiful  snow! 
Filling   the   sky  and   the  earth   below; 
Over   the   housetops,   over   the   street, 
Over   the   heads   of   the   people   you   meet; 
Till   it  blends  with  the  horrible  filth   in  the  street. 
Once    I    was   as   pure   as   the   snow — but    I    fell! 
For   of  all    that   is  on   or  about   me,    I    now, 
Fell,    like    the   snowflakes,    from    heaven — to   hell; 
Fell    to   be   trampled   as   filth   on   the   street, 
Fell  to  be  scoffed,   to  be  spit  on  and  beat; 
Pleading, 

Cursing, 

Dreading   to   die, 
Selling    my    soul    to   whoever   would    buy, 
Dealing    in   shame   for   a    morsel    of   bread, 
Hating    the    living    and    fearing    the    dead. 
Merciful   God!   have    I    fallen   so   low? 
And   yet    I    was  once   like   the   beautiful   snow! 


Once   I   was  fair  as  the  beautiful   snow, 
With  an  eye  like  its  crystal,  a  heart  like  its  glow; 
Once   I   was  loved  for  my  innocent  grace, 
Flattered  and   sought   for  the  charms  of  my^face! 
Father, 

Mother, 

Sisters,  all, 
God  and  myself,    I    have   lost  by   my  fall. 
The   veriest  wretch   that  goes  shivering   by 
Will    make   a  wide  sweep   lest   I    wander   too  nigh. 
There   is   nothing   so   pure  as   the   beautiful    snow. 
Dancing, 

Flirting, 

Skimming   along. 
Beautiful   snow!   it  can   do  no  wrong, 
Flying   to  kiss  a   fair   lady's  cheek 
Clinging  to  lips  in  a  frolicsome  freak, 
Beautiful    snow   from   the   heaven   above, 
Pure  as  an   angel,   gentle  as   love! 


Oh,  the  snow,  the  beautiful  snow! 
How   the   flakes   gather  and   laugh   as  they   go 
Whirling   about    in    their   maddening   fun! 
It  plays   in   its  glee  with   every  one, 
Chasing, 

Laughing, 

Hurrying   by; 
It  lights  on  the  face  and  it  sparkles  the  eye, 


And  even  the  dogs,  with  a  bark  and  a  bound, 
Snap  at  the  crystals   that  eddy  around. 
The  town  is  alive  and  its  heart  is  aglow, 
To   welcome   the  coming   of  beautiful   snow! 


How  the  wild  crowd  goes  swaying  along, 
Hailing  each  other  with  humor  and  song! 
How   the   gay   sledges    like   meteors,    flash   by, 

Ringing, 

Swinging, 

Dashing   they  go 
Over  the  crust  of  the  beautiful  snow — 
Snow   so  pure  when    it  falls  from   the  sky, 
To  be  trampled   in   mud  by  the  crowd   rushing  by, 
To  be   trampled  and  tracked  by  the   thousands  of 

feet 
How  strange  it  should  be  that  the  beautiful   snow 
Should  fall   on  a  sinner  with   nowhere   to  go! 
How   strange    it   would   be   when    the   night   comes 

again, 
If    the   snow   and    ice   struck   my   desperate   brain! 

Fainting, 

Freezing, 

Dying   alone; 
Too  wicked  for  prayer,  too  weak  for  my  moan 
To  be  heard  in  the  streets  of  the  crazy  town, 
Gone   mad   in   the   joy  of   the  snow  coming   down; 
To  lie  and  to  die   in   my  terrible  woe, 
With   a   bed  and   a  shroud   of   the  beautiful   snow. 


Helpless    and    foul    as    the    trampled    snow, 
Sinner,   despair   not!   Christ   stoopeth    low 
To    rescue    the    soul    that    is    lost    in    sin, 
And    raise    it    to    life    and    environment    again; 
Groaning, 

Bleeding, 

Dying   for  thee, 
The  crucified   hung  on   the  cursed   tree! 
O   God!    in    the   stream    that   for   sinners   did   flow, 
Wash   me,   and    I    shall   be  whiter  than   snow." 


"Come,  now,  let  us  reason  together,  saith  the 
Lord:  Though  your  sins  be  as  scarlet,  they  shall 
be  as  white  as  snow;  though  they  be  red,  like 
crimson,   they  shall  be  as  wool." 

— From  The  Wesleyan  Methodist. 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

On  our  cover  page  we  are  bringing  to 
you  the  subject  for  our  message  this 
month,  "Beautiful  Springtime"  of  the 
year  and  "Beautiful  Springtime,"  of  life. 
Much  is  said  about  the  springtime  of  the 
year  when  the  flowers 
bloom  out  in  all  their 
beauty,  and  often  we 
wonder  how  one  can 
look  upon  these  flow- 
ers with  all  the  differ- 
ent forms  and  color- 
ings and  disbelieve  in 
God.  But  we  are  not 
going  to  dwell  on  the 
springtime  of  the  year. 
You  will  see  nestled 
among  the  flowers  on 
our  cover  page  a 
beautiful  girl,  who 
represents  the  spring- 
time of  life.  Bless  her  dear  heart.  Just 
think  of  the  multitudes  of  beautiful  girls 
and  boys  in  this  world  who  need  inspira- 
tion and  help  along  the  way  of  life. 

Since  I  have  been  so  ill  at  this  time  and 
am  still  in  bed  and  unable  to  write,  I  am 
passing  on  to  you  some  clippings  which  I 
feel  will  bring  to  you  the  inspiration  you 
need,  and  may  God  bring  forth  every  dia- 
mond in  the  rough  and  polish  it  for  use 
in  the  Master's  service. 

If  you  should  see  a  farmer  planting 
seed  from  nubbins  of  corn,  you  would 
think,  "He  will  not  get  a  very 
good  crop."  Nor  is  the'  farmer 
himself  satisfied  to  do  that.  It 
may  be  the  best  he  can  do  at 
the  present  time,  but  he  takes 
them  and  uses  them  until  the 
time  comes  when  he  can  get 
better  corn,  for  the  best  is  al- 
ways his  watchword. 

It  may  seem  to  you  some- 
times that  you  have  little  but 
nubbins  of  life  to  work  from, 
your  life  does  not  seem  to  have 
many  opportunities,  your  re- 
sources are  very  limited,  in  ev- 
ery direction  you  are  hampered 
and  held  down. 

But  have  we  forgotten  the 
example  of  the  good  farmer? 
Nubbins  were  the  best  he  had, 
but  he  planted  such  as  he  had, 
determined  to  make  his  best 
better.  Here  is  an  inspiration 
for  you  and  me.  If  we  take 
just  what  we  have  and  make 
the  most  of  it,  the  time  will 
come  when  we,  too,  shall  have 
beautiful  corn  to  harvest. 

A  boy  I  know  took  a  poor, 
stunted    apple    tree    to   be    his 


own.  He  set  it  out  in  the  best  soil  he 
could  find.  He  kept  the  earth  mellowed 
up  around  the  root  of  the  tree.  Often  he 
watered  it  and  spread  fertilizer  around 
its  trunk,  and  the  tree  soon  began  to 
show  signs  of  a  new  life. 

With  new  courage  the  boy  carefully 
trimmed  the  branches  of  his  tree.  He 
scraped  off  the  rough  bark,  and,  when  it 
began  to  blossom,  he  sprayed  it  so  that  no 
insect  enemies  might  spoil  the  fruit  for 
which  he  hoped.  And  the  day  came  when 
he  had  the  joy  of  eating  ripe  fruit  from 
his  own  little  apple  tree. 

In  just  the  same  way  good  lives  grow. 
It  takes  good,  hard,  honest  work  to  grow 
from  boyhood  to  a  good  manhood,  but  it 
can  be  done.  Good  books,  good  compan- 
ions, good  thinking  and  kindly  living  will 
do  it,  and  all  the  time  there  must  be  a 
close  following  of  the  ideal  found  no- 
where except  in  Jesus  Christ. 

Helen  Welshimer  says:  "Is  there  some- 
thing you  want  to  do — is  there  a  vision 
that  goes  before  you  night  and  day,  like  a 
will-o'-the-wisp,  like  a  firefly  with  a 
lighted  lantern,  like  a  star  that  doesn't 
set? 

"Then  accept  it  as  your  goal  and  be- 
gin! For  you  who  dream  of  a  highway 
will  never  be  contented  on  a  low  way. 
But,  oh,  you  must  be  careful  that  you  do 
not  confuse  the  two  roads.  For  the  high 
road  may  lead  through  a  valley,  and  the 
low  road  may  go  singing  across  the  hills! 


REQUEST  FROM  THE  EDITOR 

Here  I  am  in  bed  with  the  flu,  and  I  just  imag- 
ine I  have  plenty  of  company.  On  our  cover  page  I 
am  sending  you  a  beautiful  bunch  of  flowers  to 
cheer  you  while  you  are  ill. 

I  imagine  some  of  you  might  have  sent  me  a 
beautiful  greeting  card  or  a  bunch  of  flowers,  if 
you  had  knoivn  I  ivas  ill.  Well,  there  is  something 
you  can  do  for  me  even  yet  that  will  mean  more 
than  floivers  or  a  greeting  card,  as  much  as  I  like 
them  and  appreciate  them.  I  wonder  how  many  of 
my  friends  will  help  me  at  this  time.  I  want  at 
least  a  thousand  orders  for  "Mountain  Peaks  of 
Experience,  or  the  Story  of  My  Life."  This  coming 
week  just  enclose  25c  and  your  name  and  address 
and  ive  will  mail  you  one  at  once  and  then  we  can 
pay  our  account  at  the  Publishing  House  for  pub- 
lishing the  books.  Will  it  not  be  nice  for  you  to 
help  me  out  in  this  way?  Please  don't  depend  on 
your  next  door  neighbor,  but  send  your  25c  now. 

How  about  your  Y.  P.  E.  sending  us  a  shower 
of  orders?  I  just  happened  to  think  that  I  have 
contributed  to  many  love  offerings  for  other  peo- 
ple but  have  never  had  one  myself,  so  I'm  just  go- 
ing to  call  this  shower  of  orders  a  love  offering, 
only  I'll  send  you  something  in  return.  I'm  sure 
the  book  will  be  a  blessing  to  you.  Thank  you  and 
God  bless  you. — Editor. 


that  the  dream  within  you, 
which  you  would  keep  tryst,  will  serve  as 
your  signpost  and  tell  you  to  keep  your 
eyes  and  your  heart  ahead. 

"But  first,  have  faith  that  you  will 
achieve.  If  steadily  and  persistently  you 
follow  the  rules  that  Christ  has  given 
you,  then  His  power  will  become  mani- 
fest in  your  life,  and  you  will  have  no 
fear.  True,  you  may  never  reach  the  top 
of  the  mountain,  the  river  in  the  quiet 
valley,  or  whatever  you  seek,  but  if  your 
faith  can  take  you  somewhere  on  the  way 
so  another  will  pick  up  the  staff  you  put 
down,  you  have  done  much. 

"They  wanted  to  build  a  university  in 
Philadelphia  when  Russell  Conwell 
preached  for  the  great  Baptist  Temple. 
One  day  a  boy  had  come  to  the  minister 
and  said:  'I  would  like  to  go  to  college, 
but  I  have  no  money.' 

"  'Come  to  my  house  next  Tuesday- 
night  and  I'll  teach  you.  We'll  meet  reg- 
ularly,' the  minister  promised. 

"On  Tuesday  night  the  boy  came, 
bringing  six  other  young  men  with  him. 
Regularly  they  met  and  studied  under  the 
influence  of  the  famous  clergyman. 

'  'There  should  be  colleges  where  boys 
can  learn — colleges  which  they  can  af- 
ford,' he  said  one  night.  'We'll  start  one!' 
"Today  Temple  University  in  Phila- 
delphia is  one  of  the  most  famous  insti- 
tutions of  learning  in  the  world.  A  boy 
wanted  to  learn,  and  a  busy  man  said, 
'I'll  help  you.'  From  humble 
sacrifices,  from  the  vision  that 
is  as  slim  at  first  as  a  cello- 
phane moon,  does  the  great  be- 
ginning come. 

"Twenty-t  h  r  e  e  hundred 
boys  applied  to  the  medical 
school  of  this  university  this 
year  for  the  eighty-three  stu- 
dent vacancies.  The  university 
can  accept  only  this  number 
when  the  boys  from  its  own 
colleges  are  cared  for. 

"Faith!  It  moves  mountains, 
it  heals  hearts,  it  mends  bruises, 
it  builds  schools  and  churches 
and  hospitals!  Time  after  time 
the  men  who  worked  with 
Russell  Conwell  said:  'We  have 
exhausted  our  powers  of  money 
raising.  We  can  do  no  more.' 

"Then  the  minister  went 
out,  and  gave  his  'Acres  of  Dia- 
monds.' I  heard  him  give  it 
once  as  a  little  girl.  I  do  not 
remember  today,  what  he  said, 
except  as  I  have  read  it.  But 
I  do  know  that  my  father  told 
me  to  listen  well,  because  I  was 

(Continued  on  page  26) 


Sally  (jo 
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from  now,  if  our  present  plans  carry 
through  successfully,  you  will  be  needed 
here  more  than  right  now.  So  please  plan 


NOTE:  Any  one  desiring  the  previous 
chapters  of  this  story  may  send  5  c  per 
copy  for  back  issues.  The  story  began  in 
October  issue.  Space  forbids  our  giving  a 
synopsis. 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 
MAKING  GOOD 

Sally  Jo  bent  over  her  desk.  It  was  the 
morning  after  her  return  from  camp,  and 
there  was  much  to  be  done.  She  must  put 
out  of  her  mind  those  happy  thoughts  of 
the  hours  on  the  mountain  top.  She  could 
almost  bring  them  back  in  a  moment, — 
the  woods  and  hills,  the  glorious  views, 
the  tents  and  buildings  here  and  there, 
and  the  camp  atmosphere  reflected  in 
every  face  she  met.  She  would  never  for- 
get it.  And  then  she  had  her  snapshots. 
She  must  take  those  films  out  at  noon  to 
have  them  developed. 

"Miss  Brenton,"  the  crisp  voice  of  the 
manager  broke  in  on  her  thoughts,  "you 
will  take  Miss  Glassing's  place  next  week 
while  she  is  away  on  vacation." 

Sally  Jo  looked  up  in  surprise,  but  she 
only  answered,  "Yes,  Mr.  Drake,"  with  a 
little  note  of  inquiry  in  her  inflection. 

There  were  other  girls,  older  and  more 
experienced,  who  had  been  with  the  com- 
pany much  longer,  and  she  wondered  why 
they  had  not  been  chosen  to  act  as  sec- 
retary in  this  important  position.  Mr. 
Warrick  was  a  man  of  large  responsibili- 
ties and  influence  in  the  company,  and  in 
all  probability  shortly  to  become  its  presi- 
dent. He  was  known  to  be  somewhat 
exacting,  but  just  and  fair,  and  his  sec- 
retary was  probably  the  best  paid  woman 
in  the  concern. 

The  manager  noted  the  look  of  surprise 
on  her  face  and  went  on  to  explain.  "Miss 
Home  is  out  ill." 

Just  then  the  secretary  in  question  en- 
tered the  room. 

"Miss  Glassing,"  he  turned  to  her  with 
a  keen,  incisive  tone,  "you  understand 
that  I  wish  Miss  Brenton  to  do  your  work 
for  the  two  weeks  you  will  be  away." 

She  nodded,  without   speaking. 

"And  I  think  she  should  spend  as  much 
time  as  possible  in  your  office  this  week. 
Please  tell  her  as  much  as  you  can  about 
matters.  It  will  make  it  easier  for  Mr. 
Warrick  next  week." 

"I  told  you,  Mr.  Drake,"  the  girl  in- 
terrupted in  a  petulant  tone,  "that  I  could 
put  off  my  vacation  until  later  if  neces- 
sary, when  Miss  Home  gets  back." 

"Miss  Home  will  not  be  back  for 
weeks,  perhaps  months.  She  had  a  serious 
operation  yesterday.      Besides,      a  month 


for  your  vacation  next  week  just  as  you 
had  arranged  before  Miss  Home  was  taken 
ill." 

He  strode  out  of  the  room,  leaving 
Sally  Jo  more  mystified  than  ever.  What 
was  the  cause  of  the  friction  between  Mr. 
Drake  and  Miss  Glassing,  she  wondered. 
They  had  always  seemed  to  be  good 
friends.  Perhaps  Miss  Glassing  wanted 
someone  else  in  her  place,  and  for  some 
reason  Mr.  Drake  had  insisted  on  Sally 
Jo.  She  wondered  why.  She  had  never  had 
much  to  do  with  Miss  Glassing,  but  al- 
ways found  her  pleasant.  Now,  however, 
she  rather  dreaded  spending  a  week  under 
her  unwilling  tutelage. 

In  the  next  few  days  Sally  Jo  made 
some  discoveries  that  helped  her  to  un- 
derstand something  of  the  manager's 
anxiety  and  sharpness.  The  company  was 
working  hard  on  a  transaction  that  would 
mean  much  in  prestige  and  profit.  Anoth- 
er firm,  known  for  somewhat  unscrupu- 
lous methods,  was  bitterly  fighting  them. 
Mr.  Warrick  and  the  manager  were  in 
conference  daily,  and  there  was  much 
correspondence.  Sally  Jo  was  working 
with  Miss  Glassing  most  of  the  time. 

One  day  near  the  end  of  the  week  she 
was  sitting  at  Miss  Home's  desk  finishing 
her  letters,  when  Mr.  Warrick  came  out 
of  his  inner  office.  He  stood  for  a  mo- 
ment watching  her,  and  when  she  looked 
up,  he  smiled  and  said,  "Well,  I  guess 
we  are  putting  it  across,  if  we  can  hold 
steady  for  a  few  days  more  and  nothing 
happens.  You  won't  have  to  work  so  hard 
next  week,  the  worst  will  be  over." 

"I  don't  mind  the  work,  if  it  only  goes 
through,"  Sally  Jo  answered,  her  eyes 
sparkling  with  interest. 

"Of  course  you  understand  the  reason 
for  guarding  the  company's  affairs  very 
carefully  just  at  this  time,  Miss  Brenton," 
he  went  on  after  a  minute.  "I  would  al- 
most give  half  I  am  worth  to  know  if 
Piltzer  is  working  the  game  we  think  he 
is.  If  he  has  dropped  it,  as  he  pointedly 
declared  to  several  people,  then  we  can 
take  a  little  more  time.  But  if  he  is  only 
putting  up  a  smoke-screen  behind  which 
he  can  work  some  underhand  game,  then 
we  have  got  to  act  quickly.  I  am  going 
away  tomorrow  afternoon.  Mr.  Drake  and 
I  will  both  be  out  of  town,  but  if  any- 
thing turns  up,  anything  you  think  I 
should  know,  you  will  be  sure  to  send  me 
a  telegram  or  a  special  delivery  letter. 
Even  if  it  seems  unimportant.  If  it  has 


any  connection  with  this  matter,  don't 
take  any  chances;  let  me  know.  I'll  give 
you  my  address  where  I  can  be  reached 
at  any  time  over  the  week  end.  You  will 
be  on  the  watch  if  anything  turns  up, 
won't  you?" 

"I  certainly  will,  Mr.  Warrick." 

"You  girls  have  done  splendid  work 
this  week,  and  you  have  been  a  great  help, 
Miss  Brenton.  Mr.  Barnett  always  said 
you  had  good  judgment  and  a  clear, 
steady  little  business  head,  and  you  have 
proved  it." 

Sally  Jo's  cheeks  flushed  with  pleasure 
at  this  unusual  praise,  but  as  her  happy, 
sparkling  eyes  glanced  across  the  room, 
they  met  such  a  coldly  disapproving  look 
on  the  face  of  Miss  Glassing  that  it  set 
her  wondering  again.  But  only  for  an 
instant,  then  she  thought  she  understood. 

It  was  on  account  of  something  Mr. 
Barnett  had  said  that  she  had  been  chosen 
to  go  into  Mr.  Warrick's  office.  It  was 
through  him  that  she  had  been  given  her 
chance.  It  thrilled  her  to  think  of  it,  and 
her  heart  grew  warmer  toward  him.  It 
was  known  that  Miss  Glassing  did  not 
like  Mr.  Barnett.  She  once  had,  but  she  y 
did  not  longer.  Mr.  Warrick  and  Mr. 
Drake  frequently  discussed  confidential 
matters  in  her  presence,  and  she  undoubt- 
edly knew  why  Sally  Jo  had  been  selected 
instead  of  one  of  the  two  other  girls  who, 
might  have  been  chosen. 

Yes,  in  a  flash  Sally  Jo  understood,  and 
she  tingled  with  the  challenge.  She  would 
make  good.  Even  if  Mr.  Barnett  were  no 
longer  there,  neither  he  nor  anyone  else 
would  ever  have  reason  to  regret  that  they 
had  given  her,  the  youngest  girl  in  the 
office,  such  a  chance. 

As  both  Mr.  Warrick  and  Mr.  Drake 
expected  to  leave  before  noon  on  Friday, 
they  suggested  that  Miss  Glassing  could, 
if  she  wished,  leave  at  the  same  time.  She 
was  going  on  a  long  automobile  trip  with 
friends,  and  the  extra  half  day  would  be 
most  welcome.  She  decided  to  go,  and 
arrange  to  meet  her  party  at  one  o'clock. 

It  was  one  of  those  scorching,  wilting 
summer  days  when  the  least  exertion 
seemed  too  much.  The  force  in  the  office 
simply  lagged,  waiting  for  the  hours  to 
pass.  Mr.  Drake  left  at  eleven-thirty,  Miss 
Glassing  waved  a  happy  good-bye  at  the 
stroke  of  twelve,  and  Mr.  Warrick  had 
gone  an  hour  before. 

Sally  Jo  had  some  estimates  to  copy 
and  a  few  letters  to  get  out,  and  she  re- 
mained at  work,  intending  to  run  out  a 
little  later  for  a  plate  of  ice  cream. 

It  was  nearly  twelve-thirty,  and  she 
was  entirely  alone,  when  a  smart-looking 
stranger  entered  the  office.  She  advanced 
to  meet  him,  and  he  presented  his  card, 
bearing  the  firm  name  of  one  of  the  com- 
panies with  whom  they  had  been  in  cor- 
(Continued   on  page    51) 
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Artella's  Master 

Clarabelle   Hope 
"One   is   your   Master,      even   Christ." 


Artella's  mother  had  read  this  to  her 
again  and  again.  She  had  marked  this  in 
Artella's  Testament,  too,  and  asked  her 
to  read  it  every  day. 

A  master,  or  mistress,  is  the  one  who 
rules  you,  Artella  had  learned.  It  is  the 
one  you  obey,  just  as  Midget,  her  little 
terrier,  obeyed  her. 

"Christ,  who  is  Jesus,  is  the  One  we 
should  all  obey — Jesus  and  His  Word," 
Mother  had  told  her.  And  that  meant  that 
she  must  obey  her  parents  also  and  try 
to  please  others  instead  of  herself. 

But  Artella  had  often  done  as  she  her- 
self wished  instead.  So  Self  was  about  the 
only  real  master  that  she  knew. 

"Please,  Artella,  come  set  the  table," 
Mother  would  call.  But  Artella's  Self 
would  say,  "Play  a  little  longer."  And 
Artella  would  wait. 

"The  dishes  must  be  wiped,"  again 
Mother  would  say.  But  Artella's  Self 
would  say,  "It's  a  lot  more  fun  to  play 
in  the  garden  swing."  So  that  is  what 
Artella  would  do. 

Artella  had  obeyed  Self  so  much  that 
now  it  had  to  be  spelled  with  capital 
letters.  S-E-L-F  was  taking  the  sweet 
smile  from  her  lips  and  the  sunshine  from 
her  face.  And  worst  of  all,  it  was  taking 
all  the  loveliness  out  of  her  heart,  and 
making  her  forget  the  One  who  was  her 
real  Master — Christ. 

"Mother,"  Artella  said,  when  her  birth- 
day came,  "I  am  eleven  years  old  today. 
May  I  do  just  exactly  as  I  please?" 

But  Mother  replied,  "You  have  pleased 
yourself  too  much  already,  Artella.  I 
think  this  would  be  a  good  time  to  forget 
self  and  try  to  please  others.  And  then 
you  will  be  pleasing  your  real  Master — 
Christ,  also.  Have  you  forgotten  the  Bible 
verse   you   learned   about   Him?" 

"No,"  Artella  said.  "But  I  thought 
girls  could  do  as  they  please  on  their 
birthdays."  And  she  went  off  looking 
very  sour  and  glum.  "I  want  to  eat  as 
much  as  I  please  and  wade  in  the  creek 
all  day." 

"Daddy  says  there  arc  some  deep  holes 
in  the  creek  and  that  you  must  not  go 
unless  some  older  person  goes  along," 
Mother  told  her. 

Then  her  mother  put  her  arms  around 
her  and  told  her  how  it  grieved  her 
parents  and  Jesus  too  for  her  to  let  self 
be  her  master    (ruler). 

Mother  prayed  that  Christ,  Artella's 
real  Master,  would  teach  her  to  obey  Him 
instead  of  the  big  monster  Self  who  want- 
ed to  rule  her. 


But  Artella  went  off  looking  very  ugly 
and  sour.  She  peeped  into  the  pantry. 
There  was  a  pretty  frosted  cake  that  she 
had  not  seen. 

"Booh.  How  terribly  hungry  I  feel!" 
Artella  said. 

And  the  big  monster  S-E-L-F  said, 
"That  is  your  own  birthday  cake,  so  just 
help  yourself."  So  she  cut  a  big  slice  out 
of  it  and  ate  it.  Then  she  slipped  away  to 
the  creek  and  stayed  a  long,  long   time. 

When  she  came  back  the  yard  was  full 
of  children.  The  table  was  all  set  with 
pretty  dishes  and  flowers.  There  were 
lovely  birthday  gifts  all  round  her  plate. 

In  the  middle  stood  the  frosted  cake 
her  mother  had  baked  for  her.  But  oh, 
how  queer  it  looked,  with  a  big  slice  gone 
out  of  one  side! 

Artella's  dress  was  wet  and  soiled.  Her 
hair  was  stringy  and  dripping  with  water. 
She  was  ashamed  for  the  children  to  see 
her.  She  went  to  the  back  porch  to  dry 
her  hair,  and  her  guests  had  to  play  their 
games  alone.  Soon  Ronald  came  from 
across  the  street  bringing  her  a  lovely 
plant. 

"What  is  the  matter,  Artella?"  Ronald 
asked.  "Aren't  you  glad  we  are  giving 
you  this  nice  birthday  surprise?" 

But  Artella  could  not  even  smile. 

"I've  been  too  wicked  to  ever  be  glad 
again!"  Artella  told  Ronald.  "I  have 
obeyed  S-E-L-F  and  now  I  am  in  trouble. 
I  cut  a  slice  from  my  birthday  cake  and 
spoiled  its  looks.  Then  I  went  to  the  creek 
after  mother  told  me  not  to.  And  I  slipped 
into  a  big  hole  and  almost  drowned.  And 
now  I  feel  as  if  I  am  going  to  have  a  chill 
— and  maybe  I'll  get  pneumonia  and  die, 
like  Betty  down  the  street  did." 

Ronald  felt  sorry  for  Artella.  He  told 
her  Jesus  would  forgive  her  if  she  would 
promise  to  obey  Him  instead  of  the  big 
monster  S-E-L-F  after  this. 

After  dinner  Artella's  friends  all  went 
to  the  creek  to  wade.  Artella's  daddy 
went  along  to  take  care  of  them.  Ronald 
and  several  others  who  had  brought  their 
hooks  and  lines  sat  on  the  bank  fishing. 
It  was  fun  to  catch  the  minnows  and 
small  sunfish  and  to  wade  in  the  clear 
cool  stream. 

But  poor  Artella  had  to  be  wrapped  in 
a  blanket  and  had  to  stay  in  bed  to  keep 
from  having  a  chill.  She  prayed  to  be 
forgiven  for  obeying  S-E-L-F,  and  asked 
Jesus  to  help  her  to  obey  Him  instead. 

Artella  never  forgot  the  birthday  sur- 
prise she  did  not  get  to  enjoy,  nor  the 
terrible  sin  of  letting  S-E-L-F  be  her 
master.  Every  day  she  read  her  text,  "One 
is  your  Master,  even  Christ,"  and  obeyed 
Him. 


And  the  sunshine  came  back  into  Ar- 
tella's face  and  the  loveliness  into  her 
heart  again. 

Peter's  Springtime  Garden 

"There!"  declared  Carol,  as  she  sat 
back  and  looked  at  the  neat  flower  bed 
along  the  fence.  "I  think  I  made  a  pretty 
good  job  of  that,  don't  you,  Jack?" 

"It  does  look  nice,  but  just  wait  until 
all  those  sweet  peas  are  growing  up  the 
fence,"  her  brother  answered. 

Carol  clapped  her  hands  at  the  very 
thought  of  the  lovely  flowers  climbing 
all  over  the  wire  fence  which  separated 
their  yard  from  the  one  next  door,  and 
of  filling  vases  of  them  in  the  summer 
time. 

"But  the  other  one  beside  the  path  looks 
very  fine,  too,"  she  went  on.  "The  way 
you  planted  those  bachelor's  buttons  and 
candytuft  was  splendid.  Just  wait  until 
they   bloom!" 

"Hello!  We've  got  a  neighbor, 
Carol!  Look  over  there  at  Crosley's  house. 
There's  a  little  boy.  I  never  saw  one  there 
before." 

"So  there  is,"  agreed  Carol.  "Who  is  it, 
do  you  suppose?  There  never  have  been 
any  children  there." 

"And  he  is  trying  to  dig  a  garden,  too! 
Look  how  he  is  mussing  up  that  flower 
bed  with  his  hoe!"  Carol  and  Jack  could 
scarcely  keep  from  laughing.  Then,  as 
Carol  gathered  up  the  left-over  seeds  and 
put  them  back  in  the  little  brown  bas- 
ket, a  thought  came  to  her. 

"Look,  Jack,"  she  whispered,  "we  have 
all  these  seeds  left  over.  Let's  go  and  see 
if  the  little  boy  wouldn't  like  to  have 
them.  Perhaps  he  will  let  us  help  him 
plant   them." 

In  less  time  than  it  takes  to  tell  it 
Carol  and  Jack  had  slipped  out  of  their 
own  back  gate  and  in  at  the  one  next 
door,  where  they  found  a  little  boy  work- 
ing busily,  making  a  sad  looking  flower 
bed  out  of  the  one  which  had  been  dug 
and  raked  ready  for  planting. 

"Hello!"  greeted  Jack,  as  the  little  boy 
looked  up.  "What  do  you  think  you  are 
doin'?" 

"Makin'  flowers,"  smiled  the  little  boy. 
"May  we  help,  too?"  asked  Carol. 
"We've  been  'making  flowers'  in  our  yard, 
and  we  are  all  finished.  See,  here  are  some 
seeds  to  plant.  Would  you  like  them  in 
your  garden?" 

The  little  boy's  eyes  shone.  "Real 
seeds?"  he  asked.  "Will  they  make  flowers 
some  day?" 

"Yes,  indeed,"  smiled  Jack,  as  he  got 
down  beside  him  and  began  to  smooth 
over  the  ground.  "But  you  will  have  to 
wait  a  long  time." 

"This   is   my   very     own   flower   bed. 
Grandpa   digged   it   for     me.      Sometime 
grandma  is  going  to  get  some  seeds." 
(Continued  on  page  iU) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Moving  On  With  God 


PASTOR  E.  C 

"He  that  believeth  shall  not  make 
haste,"  ha.  28:16. 

Let   not   unseemly   haste, 
This   heart   enslave; 
Shall  He  one  thing  withhold, 
Who  all   things   gave? 

Deep  reliance  on  God  will  always  create 
restfulness  of  spirit.  Feverish  haste  never 
denotes  strong  confidence  in  the  Lord. 
The  soul  that  truly  believes  God  will  be 
well  in  command  of  any  situation,  how- 
ever serious,  that  may  arise.  It  is  fortified 
against  every  possible  emergency,  and 
against  the  most  subtle  or  sudden  assault. 
The  restful  soul  will  always  be  ready  for 
any  ministry  to  which  the  divine  will 
appoints.  It  lives  in  a  state  of  prepared- 
ness. Such  a  soul  can  give  immediate  re- 
sponse to  the  call  of  God:  enjoying  an 
inward  freedom  from  selfish  entangle- 
ments it  is  able  to  launch  out  upon  any 
enterprise  or  adventure  for  Him. 

Agitation  is  an  indication  of  inade- 
quate resources.  The  soul  that  realizes  the 
sufficiency  of  its  strength  in  God  will 
not  give  way  to  enervating  anxiety.  It 
will  abide  calm  in  the  consciousness  that 
all  fullness  resides  in  the  Lord,  and  that 
out  of  that  fulness  every  need  will  be 
met  as  it  arises.  From  the  vantage  point 
of  prayer  it  is  able  to  contemplate  all 
those  vast  resources  of  spiritual  power 
reinforced  to  stand  unstaggered  by  any- 
thing that  may  transpire.  It  knows  that 
every  true  demand  which  faith  may  make 
will  be  honored  by  God;  that  the  divine 
response  will  be  "exceeding  abundantly" 
beyond  the  limit  of  mere  need. 

Lord,  I   would  not   anxious  be 

About  the  coming  days, 
Nor  let   this  heart  e'er  cease  its  song 

Of  holy,   trustful  praise. 

Some  of  God's  doors  seem  a  long  while 
in  opening,  and  at  such  times  there  is  the 
temptation  to  find  some  fleshly-prompt- 
ed means  of  gaining  access  to  our  heart's 
desire — to  resort  to  human  importunity 
or  ingenuity  to  secure  admittance  to  the 
place  of  our  aspirations.  Circumstances 
seem  at  such  times  to  demand  urgency. 
Not  to  put  forth  strenuous  effort  im- 
poses a  restraint  that  the  human  finds  it 
hard  to  bear.  The  fear  that  opportunities 
may  be  missed  may  lead  the  anxious  heart 
to  step  before  the  Lord.  Blessed  is  the 
heart  that  has  learned  to  move  gently 
with  God,  content  to  let  Him  work 
things  out  in  His  own  wonderful   way. 

In  certain  circumstances  faith  and 
haste  are  incongruous.  The  latter  is  a 
direct  contradiction  of  the  former.  And 
it  is  here  that  misunderstanding  may 
arise,   and   the   soul   that   remains   restful 
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and  radiant  in  God  is  apt  to  be  misjudged 
by  those  who  form  their  judgment  by 
natural  standards.  What  is  actuliy  living 
faith  in  the  promises  of  God,  comes  to 
be  regarded  as  sheer  spiritual  insensibility 
to  practical  difficulties. 

In  fellowship  with  the  Father  the  soul 
is   in   union   with   eternal   rest.    It   is   in- 

The   Red    Light — and   the   Green 

By   Lucy   M.    Tebbetts,   Berwick,   Maine 

When   you've   pressed   along    life's   high- 
way 
With   an   aim   you   thought   was   true, 
Toward  a  goal  that  once  was  distant, 
But  then  almost  came  to  view; 
When  you've  nearly  reached  the  signal 
That  you  thought  would  point  ahead — 
Lo,  suddenly,  instead  of   green, 
The  stoplight  turns  to  red! 
Then  you  gasp  in  consternation, 
Just   cannot    believe   your   eyes, 
So   you   stop   your   little   motor 
And   you   cringe   in   dread   surprise, 
For  you  never  dreamed  of  danger, 
You  were  sure  you  ruled  the  road, 
But   your  engine   now   is  silent, 
'Twill   not   pull   its   heavy   load. 
Then  you  feel  so  sick  and  lonesome; 
You — alone — at    that    stoplight, 
And  you  wish  that  God  would  call  you 
Home,  away  from  all  the  fight. 
Next  you  think  of  that  great  Sufferer, 
Who  endured  such  sin  and   pain, 
That   one,   Christ,   who   lived   and   loved 

us — 
Never   once   did   He   complain — 
He  had  thought  always  of  others 
And   forgot   about   the  shame. 
Why  could  you  not  serve  your  fellows, 
Striving   now  to  do  the  same? 
So  you  face  the  red  light  bravely, 
As  a  prayer  of  faith  you  say; 
And  you  do  your  best  to  help  those 
Weary  travelers  on  life's  way. 
While  you  work  your  faith  grows  strong- 
er, 
And  you   know  you'll  carry  on, 
Though   life's  troubles  still  oppress  you, 
And  the  red  light  has  not  gone. 
Yes,  like  this  you  may  be  waiting, 
Long,   yes,   long,   the   light   is  seen — 
Till,   at   last,  you   get   the  signal, 
And   the   red   light   turns   to  green! 

conceivable  that  any  development  in 
earthly  affairs  could  possibly  deflect  God 
from  His  purpose  or  swing  Him  out  of 
His  perfect  poise  and  peace.  He  moves 
with  unerring  precision  to  the  fulfillment 
of  all  that  His  love  has  planned.  No 
sudden  exigency  could  find  God  unpre- 
pared to  meet  it. 


The  fact  is  often  unappreciated  that 
the  soul  which  moves  in  harmony  with 
God  is  in  union  with  the  greatest  and 
most  irresistible  force  in  the  universe. 
And,  moreover,  that  such  a  soul,  how- 
ever slow  its  action  may  seem  to  be,  is 
actually  taking  the  surest  and  most  speedy 
path  to  the  realization  of  the  noblest 
ideals  of  the  Christian  life.  Such  action 
means  that  life  is  moving  according  to 
the  divine  calendar,  and  thus  fulfilling 
God's  perfect  program.  Blessed  is  the 
life  wholly  regulated  by  the  Lord,  which 
knows   naught   of   foolish   precipitancy. 

Lord,  teach  me  that  while  I  wait  at 
Thy  behest,  Thou  art  planning  to  bring 
to  pass  all  that  upon  which  this  heart 
is  set.  Give  me  fa.th  that  triumphs  in 
the  hour  of  threatened  frustration.  Make 
me  to  understand  that 

The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 
Yet  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 
Let  me  not  grieve  Thee  by  seeking  to 
see  more  than  "one  step  ahead."  Show 
me  that  love  needs  not  to  know  the  path 
before.  I  would  be  so  occupied  with  Thee 
that  all  anxiety  concerning  tomorrow 
shall  be  swallowed  up  in  the  radiant  glory 
of  today's  fellowship  with  Thee.  Create 
in  me  a  blindness  to  all  that  could  es- 
trange my  thought  from  Thee.  Bind 
and  sanctify  it  wholly  unto  thy  blest 
service.  Let  that  cross  divine  come  be- 
tween me  and  every  worldly  passion  and 
pursuit.  Give  me  a  heart  that  understands 
the  leadings  of  Thy  Spirit;  a  soul  that  is 
keenly  sensitive  to  the  touch  of  Thy 
hand. 

Eternal  Calm,  within  me  reign, 
That   I   no   more   to   feverish   strain 
May    yield    this    trembling    heart; 
A   restful,   pliant   soul    I'd    be, 
Abandoned   and   yet   wholly   free, 
No  more  from  Thee  to  part. 

— The  Elim  Evangel 

Early  Wrong    Impressions 

I  stood  in  the  house  of  a  Long  Island 
village  not  long  ago  and  saw  a  beautiful 
tree.  "That  is  a  fine  tree,"  I  said  to  the 
owner,  "but  what  a  curious  crook  in  it." 

"Yes,"  said  he,  "I  planted  that  tree. 
When  it  was  a  year  old  I  went  to  New 
York  and  worked  as  a  mechanic  a  year 
or  two  and  when  I  came  back  I  found 
that  they  had  allowed  something  to  stand 
against  the  tree  and  so  it  has  always  had 
that  crook  in  it." — DeWitt  Talmage. 

What  a  parallel  story  we  can  find  in 
many  adults  today  who  receive  wrong 
impressions  when  children.  The  crooked 
adult  is  such  because  there  was  allowed 
a  crook  in  his  early  training,  some  wrong 
impressions  got  in  the  traning  and  ex- 
amples.— rel. 

If  some  people  should  open  the  door  of 
their  minds  it  would  look  more  like  a 
keyhole  than  a  door. 
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KEEPING  SWEET  ON  A  ONE-WAY 
STREET 

E.  F.  McCarty 

As  we  journey  along  through  life  we 
discover  that  almost  every  one  has  a  share 
of  trouble.  Some  folks  magnify  their 
troubles  by  thinking  about  them  so  much 
and  talking  about  them.  They  make  big 
troubles,  or  try  to  do  so,  out  of  small  ones. 
There  are  more  people  who  have  gone 
down  in  defeat  as  the  result  of  petty 
troubles  than  through  the  big  tragedies 
of  life.  It  is  said  that  there  are  people  who 
lose  their  lives  in  Africa  because  of  the 
attacks  of  the  "jiggers,"  a  microscopic  in- 
sect which  burrows  under  the  toenail,  or 
into  a  crack  in  the  foot,  than  are  slain 
by  lions  or  leopards,  or  elephants.  The  lit- 
tle trials  of  life,  the  little  sins,  the  little 
discourtesies,  the  little  neglects,  —  all 
these  help  to  spell  failure  if  they  are  al- 
lowed to  have  any  place  in  the  life  and 
are  encouraged  to  remain.  "The  little 
foxes  spoil  the  vines."  When  the  big 
shocks  come,  most  people  seem 
to  get  strength  from  some-  m 
where  to  bear  them.  The  Chris- 
tian gets  his  from  the  One  who 
has  all  power  in  heaven  and  in 
earth,  and  who  is  a  Friend  that 
sticketh  closer  than  a  brother. 
The  unbeliever,  facing  the  big 
tragedy  with  human  courage, 
and  with  the  help  derived  from 
human  sources,  goes  forward 
to  brave  the  future. 

When  Harry  Lauder  lost  his 
son  in  the  service  of  his  coun- 
try, the  famous  comedian  was 
grief-stricken.  The  light  had 
gone  out  of  his  life  and  all 
seemed  to  be  darkness  and  de- 
spair, but  Mr.  Lauder  says  he 
found  happiness  again  by  seek- 
ing to  make  others  happy.  He 
threw  his  whole  life  into 
bringing  smiles  to  the  boys 
who  had  to  march  out  to  face 
the  grim  reality  of  the  Ger- 
man guns.  This  ministry 
helped  him  to  forget  his  own 
sorrow  and  it  gave  courage  and 
comfort  to  others.  To  keep 
busy  in  the  service  of  our  King 
helps  much  in  lifting  the  sor- 
row from  the  heart,  for  His 
joy,  peace,  comfort  and  pres- 
ence fills  the  heart  and  drives 
away  the  sadness.  Most  of  us 
can  think  of  many  who  have 
troubles  worse  than  ours,  so  it 
is  best  not  to  magnify  our  lit- 
tle sorrows,  losses,  trials,  until 


they  seem  to  be  big  ones. 

An  English  writer  says,  "Life  is  a  one- 
way street  and  none  of  us  are  coming 
back."  We  cannot  live  a  single  moment 
over  again,  we  cannot  undo  what  we  do, 
words  once  spoken  are  spoken  for  eter- 
nity. Life  is  a  moving  picture  that  can  be 
unreeled  only  once.  We  appear  on  the 
stage  of  life,  take  our  part  in  the  great 
drama  of  human  activities  once,  we  pass 
off,  the  curtain  falls,  and  others  come  on 
to  take  up  the  activities  of  another  gen- 
eration. We  shall  not  pass  this  way  again, 
so  we  should  be  kind  to  one  another  as 
we  journey  along.  We  should  be  too 
Christ-like  to  speak  bitter,  sarcastic 
words,  to  carry  a  grudge,  to  engage  in 
backbiting,  gossip,  or  ignoble  conduct. 
We  should  rather  strive  to  be  an  inspira- 
tion to  those  who  cross  our  paths,  to  car- 
ry radiance  and  sunshine  in  our  lives,  and 
endeavor  to  let  the  beauty  of  Jesus  be 
seen  in  us  as  we  go  along.  Only  with  His 
help  can  we  really  make  this  world  a  bet- 


My  Life's  One  Aim 

No  service  in  itself  is  small; 

None  great,  though  earth  it  fill; 
But  that  is  small  that  seeks  its  oion, 

And  great  that  seeks  God's  will. 

Then  hold  my  hand,  most  gracious  God, 

Guide  all  my  goings  still; 
And  let  it  be  my  life's  one  aim, 

To  know  and  do  Thy  will. — Sel. 


ter  place  for  people  to  live  in  because  we 
have  lived  and  served.  There  is  so  much 
to  be  done  and  life  is  so  short. 

What  the   Lord   Did   For  Me  When 
My  Husband  Passed  Away 

My  husband  had  been  in  the  hospital 
sick  for  almost  a  year.  The  doctors  were 
going  to  take  out  his  tonsils  because  he 
had  been  having  some  trouble  with  his 
throat  and  send  him  home  to  stay;  they 
said  he  was  well.  This  was  around  Christ- 
mas time. 

My  husband  was  allowed  the  privilege 
of  making  visits  home  for  a  day  or  half  a 
day  at  a  time.  On  one  of  these  visits 
he  went  to  see  his  sister.  We  had  to  climb 
three  flights  of  stairs.  I  think  he  climbed 
the  steps  too  fast  because  from  that  day 
he  began  to  feel  bad. 

On  our  third     wedding     anniversary, 
when  I  visited  him,  he  was  worse.  He  was 
out  of  his  head  and  didn't  know  me.  The 
—  doctors  came  in  and  told  me  to 
a    get  in  touch  with  his  parents 
and  my  parents  and  get  them 
to  the  hospital  as  soon  as  possi- 
ble because     they  wanted      to 
take  blood  tests  and  had  to  give 
my    husband      a      transfusion. 
Then  they  took  me  upstairs  and 
tested    my  blood.     They    were 
very  kind     to  me     for  I  was 
lonely,   frightened     and     very 
nervous. 

The  next  morning  they  came 
to  us  and  asked  our  permission 
to  operate  on  my  husband.  I 
didn't  realize  he  was  so  bad  and 
I  thought  he  would  soon  be 
well  again. 

Around  noon  that  day  they 
operated  on  him  and  they  gave 
him  enough  medicine  to  put 
three  men  out,  but  he  was 
fighting  for  life  and  was  never 
under  the  influence  of  the 
medicine.  During  his  operation 
my  brother-in-law  gave  him  a 
pint  of  his  blood,  but  the  doc- 
tors said  that  wasn't  enough 
and  they  must  have  more.  The 
people  were  kind  and  many  of- 
fered their  blood  but  none 
would  match  his. 

My  mother  was  with  me  all 
that  day,  it  just  seemed  like  I 
had  to  have  her  to  cling  to. 
During  the  afternoon  my  hus- 
band would  scream  and  cry  to 
the  Lord  that  he  didn't  want 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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And  here  was  her  own  little  girl  com- 
ing in  with  something  she  was  eager  to 
tell!  Was  there  any  "lady"  of  her  ac- 
quaintance whom  she  loved  as  dearly  as 
this  little  daughter?  No!  Of  course  not! 

Then  why  not  be  as  polite  to  the  child 
as  to  one  of  the  "ladies"  and  give  the 
same  gracious  attention  to  her  remarks? 

"Excuse  me,  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Webb,  as 
she  drew  her  little  daughter  close.  "What 
was  it  you  were  telling  Mother?" 

Delighted  at  her  mother's  interest, 
Nancy  again  related  the  story  of  the 
perfect  reading  lesson  and  reaffirmed  the 
possibility  of  promotion  from  sparrow  to 
robin. 

"How  splendid!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Webb 
at  the  end  of  the  recital.  "I'm  so  proud 
of  you,  Nancy.  You  must  bring  your 
book  home  some  night  and  let  me  hear 
you   read!" 

"Oh,  Mummy,"  cried  Nancy,  her  eyes 
shining,  "It's  so  nice  to  have  you  talk  to 
me  from  your  heart!  You  are  treating  me 
even  better  than  a  lady!" — Mother's 
Golden  Now. 

Comfort  and  Goodness 

Alice  Margaret  Ashton 

"It's  just  no  use,"  said  Mrs.  Doyle, 
"Margaret  does  not  respond  to  training 
like  some  children! 

"I've  tried  so  hard  to  teach  her,  Moth- 
er, to  be  well-behaved  when  I  take  her 
out.  But  she  always  acts  her  very  worst 
on  such  occasions. 

"I  was  truly  mortified  today!  I  had  to 
leave  the  missionary  meeting  because  she 
would  not  keep  quiet  and  was  disturbing 
the  others.  She'll  certainly  be  put  to  bed 
when  we  reach  home!" 

"A  very  good  place  for  her,"  said 
Grandma  soothingly.  "And  the  next  time 
you  want  to  go  out,  bring  Margaret  here 
to  stay  with  me." 

The  very  next  day  Mother  was  urged 
to  go  to  a  wonderful  lecture  at  the 
Y.  M.  C.  A.  auditorium;  so  Margaret 
spent   the   afternoon   at   Grandma's. 

"She  has  been  good  as  gold  and  we've 
had  a  fine  time,"  Grandma  reported  when 
Mother  returned.  "How  about  your  lec- 
ture?" 

"Oh,  the  lecture  was  good — but  I  did 
get  so  tired!  The  room  was  stifling.  It 
was  filled  and  I  was  packed  in  between 
two  exceedingly  large  women! 

"And,  Mother,  those  are  the  most  un- 
comfortable chairs  I  ever  sat  in — too  high 
and  the  backs  too  slanting,  or  something. 
I  really  felt  sorry  for  the  woman  in  front 
of  me;  she  was  short  and  stout.  Her  feet 
did  not  reach  the  floor  and  she  said  they 


Home,  Sweet  Home 

As  If  I  Were  a  Lady 

Eight-year-old  Nancy,  who  hadn't  been 
doing  so  well  in  school,  came  rushing  into 
the  house  one  afternoon. 

"Oh,  Mummy,"  she  exclaimed  raptur- 
ously to  her  mother  who  was  busily  en- 
gaged cutting  out  a  dress.  "I'm  doing 
better  in  school.  Miss  Martin  said  so!" 

"Mmmm!"  murmured  Mrs.  Webb,  as 
she  read  the  directions  on  the  pattern. 

"I  didn't  make  a  single  mistake  today — 
Mummy!  Not  one!" 

"Mmmm!"  Mrs.  Webb  was  still  intent 
upon    the    pattern    directions. 

"I'm  a  sparrow  now — the  sparrows  are 
the  poorest  readers — but  if  I  keep  on 
reading  like  I  did  today  I  may  go  into 
the  robin  class." 

"Mmmm!" 

"Did  you  hear  that,  Mummy?  I  may 
go  into  the  robin  class — Miss  Martin  said 
so!" 

"Mmmm!" 

"Oh,  Mummy,"  sighed  Nancy.  "I  do 
wish  that  sometimes  you'd  treat  me  as  if 
I  were  a  lady!" 

The  pathetic  note  in  Nancy's  voice 
attracted  Mrs.  Webb's  attention.  She 
heard  the  words,  "I  do  wish  that  some- 
times you'd  treat  me  as  if  I  were  a  lady!" 
There  was  no  need  to  ask  the  child  what 
was  meant.  Mrs.  Webb  knew!  If  any 
"lady"  of  her  acquaintance  had  come  to 
call  with  a  flood  of  good  news  upon  her 
lips,  would  she,  the  hostess,  have  answered 
only,  "Mmmm!"  to  the  eager  story? 
Would  she  have  continued  her  work 
calmly  while  the  excited  guest  chatted 
on  and  on? 

No!  She  would  have  gone  to  the  door 
to  greet  the  "lady"  guest.  She  would  have 
invited  her  in  graciously  and  directed  her 
to  a  comfortable  seat.  And  then  she  would 
have  given  her  whole  attention  to  what 
the  guest  was  saying. 

To  be  sure  it  might  not  be  particularly 
interesting,  but  nevertheless,  the  courtesy 
due  a  guest  in  one's  home  demanded  at- 
tention to  the  guest's  remarks,  however 
trivial  they  might  be! 


grew  positively  numb  from  sitting  there 
so  long. 

"Under  such  circumstances  one  could- 
n't get  very  interested  in  the  speaker  and 
I  thought  she  would  never  finish!" 

"Did  you  think  about  Margaret?"  asked 
Grandma. 

"W  h  y  —  no,"  answered  Mother. 
"Why?" 

"If  you  were  uncomfortable  in  the  high 
seats,  what  do  you  think  of  a  little  girl 
like  Margaret  having  to  sit  in  one  for 
an  hour  at  a  time? 

"If  you  found  the  large  neighbors  op- 
pressive, how  would  they  seem  to  little 
Margaret? 

"You  could  not  keep  your  mind  on  the 
lecture;  think  how  uninteresting  mission- 
ary meetings  and  grown-up  talk  is  to  a 
baby! 

"And  because  you  could  not  help  fidg- 
eting do  you  think  you  deserve  'punish- 
ment'?" 

"Why — Mother,"  gasped  Mrs.  Doyle 
in  astonishment.  "I  certainly  never 
thought  of  it  in  that  way!  How  thought- 
less and  unfair  of  me  to  question  the 
goodness  or  obedience  of  a  tired  and  un- 
comfortable child."  —  Mother's  Golden 
Now. 

Be  Hospitable  to  Young  Visitors 

Louise  R.  Marshall 

When  friends  have  called  on  you  and 
brought  along  their  children,  have  you 
often  felt  shocked  at  their  lack  of  man- 
ners because  they  would  not  sit  down  as 
stiff  as  automatons  and  keep  quiet  while 
you  and  your  guest  chatted  of  things  that 
held  not  the  least  interest  for  them? 

However,  if  a  child  has  not  been  "well 
brought  up"  he  is  very  apt  to  prowl 
from  one  thing  to  another  until  you  are 
ready  to  scream  for  thinking  every  min- 
ute he  will  tip  over  that  vase  of  flowers, 
surely  break  into  the  bookcase  with  the 
glass  front,  or  explore  library  table 
drawers,  the  contents  of  which  are  frail 
and  precious. 

We  can  eliminate  nervous  apprehension 
on  our  side,  overcome  "snoopiness"  on  the 
part  of  the  little  visitor,  and  secure  peace 
and  quiet  for  his  mother  and  ourselves  in 
which  to  enjoy  each  other's  company  if 
we  have  a  hospitable  disposition  and  do  a 
little  planning  beforehand.  We  take  par- 
ticular delight  in  showing  some  treasured 
piece  of  art,  a  new  lunch  cloth,  or  a 
recent  book  to  make  the  mother  feel  we 
are  happy  to  have  her  come  into  our  home 
and  want  her  to  share  in  our  latest  pos- 
sessions, so  why  should  we  not  exert  our- 
selves to  display  a  like  hospitality  to  her 
youthful   companion? 

With  that  idea  in  mind  I  secured  a  large 
cardboard  carton  in  which  I  store,  in 
boxes,  trifles  that  are  sure  to  amuse  young 
minds.  I  give  out  one  or  more  boxes  at  a 
time  according  to  the  need.  In  the  col- 
( Continued  on  page  31) 
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I  KNOW  THE  BIBLE  IS  THE 
WORD  OF  GOD 

By  Wm.  E.  Biederwolf 
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(Continued   from    last   issue) 
THE  SUPERIORITY  OF  ITS  TEACHINGS 

We  hear  a  great  deal  about  compara- 
tive religion.  It  is  all  right  so  far  as  the 
Bible  is  concerned  because  the  more  it  is 
compared  with  the  sacred  books  of  other 
religions,  the  more  it  will  be  seen  to  con- 
tain not  a  comparative  religion,  but  as 
Joseph  Parker  once  said,  "the  superlative 
one." 

The  Koran  teaches  that  the  mountains 
were  created  to  keep  the  world  from 
moving.  The  Hindus  are  taught  that  the 
earth  rests  on  the  back  of  an  elephant  and 
when  the  elephant  moves  the  result  is  an 
earthquake.  The  Chaldeans  were  given  to 
understand  that  Bel,  the  supreme  deity, 
cut  off  his  own  head  and  from  the  drops 
of  his  blood  men  were  formed. 

But  what  a  contrast  is  all  this  with  the 
simple  and  yet  sublime  words  of  Moses, 
"In  the  beginning  God  created  the  heav- 
ens and  the  earth,"  and  the  surprising 
statement  of  Job  that  God  "hangeth  the 
world  upon  nothing."  How  did  the  pa- 
triarchs find  out  that  the  stars  could  not 
be  numbered  for  multitude?  Ptolemy  said 
there  were  only  1026.  Christ  said  that  at 
His  coming  some  would  be  sleeping  and 
some  working  in  the  field.  It  looks  like 
He  thought  the  world  was  round. 

But  when  we  spoke  of  the  superiority 
of  Bible  teaching,  it  was  the  ethics  of  the 
Bible  we  had  in  mind.  While  the  Bible 
makes  remarkable  statements  which  the 
latest  science  has  shown  to  be  in  closest 
harmony  with  actual  fact,  the  Bible  nev- 
ertheless has  not  been  given  to  us  as  a 
treatise  on  geology  or  astronomy  or  any 
other  science.  But  it  has  been  given  to 
us  as  an  authoritative  and  exhaustive 
teacher  of  ethical  and  spiritual  truth. 

And  just  here  there  are  two  songs  the 
skeptics  always  sing.  One  is  that  the  Bible 
contains  statements  that  cannot  with 
delicacy  be  read  to  a  mixed  audience. 
Well,  this  is  true,  and  Bob  Ingersol  used 
to  go  around  reading  a  few  verses  from 
the  Bible  and  then  stop  abruptly  and  slam 
it  down  and  apologize  to  his  audience  by 
saying,  "I  don't  dare  to  insult  your  intel- 
ligence and  decency  by  reading  further," 
and  of  course  every  man  in  the  crowd  liv- 
ing a  licentious  life  would  applaud  him  to 
the  echo. 


But  the  things  referred  to  were  never 
intended  for  a  mixed  audience;  just  as 
there  are  many  things  in  books  on  anato- 
my and  other  books  that  you  find  in  the 
library  of  any  physician  which  were  never 
written  to  be  read  to  a  mixed  audience. 
But  this  is  no  evidence  that  the  books  do 
not  contain  the  truth  and  should  there- 
fore be  cast  out  as  misleading  and  cor- 
rupt. 

Indeed,  one  of  the  strongest  evidences 
that  the  Bible,  unlike  these  other  books,  is 
from  God,  is  this  very  fact.  When  a  man 
writes  his  own  biography  he  leaves  out  of 
it  all  of  the  mean  tricks  he  ever  did,  and 
he  puts  into  it  all  the  good  things  he 
thinks  he  ever  did,  and  when  you  read  it, 
you  say,  "What  a  fine  man  he  must  have 
been."  About  the  same  thing  is  true  when 
somebody  else  does  the  writing. 

You  tell  me  that  Noah  got  drunk  and 
that  David  committed  adultery.  Yes,  but 
what  of  that?  Did  no  one  else  ever  do 
these  things,  or  curse  and  swear  like 
Peter  did?  If  you  expect  to  read  only 
about  angels  in  the  Bible,  you  must  re- 
member that  even  they  have  been  known 
to  fall. 

But  do  you  suppose  that  if  the  histo- 
ries of  these  men  had  been  written  by 
some  noted  biographical  expert  and  re- 
vised by  a  committee  of  ecclesiastical  lit- 
erati, that  ever  a  word  would  have  been 
said  about  Noah's  drunkenness  and  Abra- 
ham's lies  and  Peter's  profanity?  No.  Hu- 
man biographies  are  not  written  that  way. 
But  when  God  tells  the  story  of  a  man's 
life  He  lets  the  world  know  the  truth 
about  him.  And  so  the  very  record  bears 
witness  that  the  Bible  came  from  God. 

The  other  song  of  the  skeptic  is  that 
ethically  considered  there  are  other  books 
just  as  good  and  in  some  respects  better 
than  the  Bible.  And  when  you  ask  him 
to  name  them,  he  begins  to  tell  you  at 
once  and,  of  course,  of  Buddha,  Confu- 
cius, Zoroaster,  Mohammed,  Socrates, 
Seneca,  and  other  pagan  philosophers. 

There  arc,  however,  a  few  things  to 
be  noted  just  here. 

First — That  a  good  part  of  the  Bible 
was  written  centuries  before  these  men 
ever  lived,  that  every  ethical  truth  known 
to  the  world  today  may  be  found  in  germ 
at  least  in  the  Hebrew  Scriptures,  that 
these  men  were  to  some  extent  familiar 
with  the  same  and  that  without  doubt 
got  much  of  the  better  part  of  their 
teaching  from  it. 

Second — We  have  conceded  too  much. 
I  know  that  great  truths  fell  from  the  lips 
of  the  ethic  seers,  and  that  the  non- 
Christian  religions  have  many  ethical  ut- 


terances worthy  of  profound  admiration. 
But  take  the  teaching  of  Jesus  about  the 
great  fundamental  ethical  conceptions, 
such  as  love  and  truth  and  purity  and 
duty,  and  where  in  any  non-Christian  re- 
ligion or  when  on  the  lips  of  any  non- 
Christian  teacher  did  the  world  ever  see 
or  hear  moral  philosophy  so  profound,  so 
radiant  with  divine  glory,  and  so  God-like 
as  that  which  came  from  the  heart  and 
mind  of  the  marvelous  Man  of  Galilee? 

Third — The  Bible  contains  all  the 
moral  and  spiritual  truth  there  is,  while 
no  other  one  book  contains  more  than  a 
fractional  part  of  it.  4,000  years  have 
rolled  away  since  much  of  the  B  ble  was 
written  and  nearly  2,000  years  have  gone 
since  the  pen  that  wrote  the  last  word 
dropped  from  the  hand  of  John  in  the 
Isle  of  Patmos,  and  yet  there  is  not  a 
single  moral  precept  in  possession  of  the 
world  today  that  is  not  to  be  found  in  its 
essence  at  least  upon  the  leaves  of  that 
Book. 

You  can  gather  up  all  the  truth  found 
in  all  the  moral  philosophies  and  ethical 
disquisitions  outside  of  the  Bible  since  the 
world  began,  and  if  you  destroyed  every 
page  from  which  a  single  such  truth  has 
ever  gleamed,  we  would  still  have  in  the 
Bible  all  the  truth  of  this  character  which 
God  Himself  could  impart  to  the  human 
soul.  And  if  there  is  an  exception  I  have 
never  heard  of  it  or  known  it. 

Fourth — In  the  Bible,  nothing  but  the 
truth  is  found.  But  in  these  other  writ- 
ings there  is  a  lot  of  untruth. 

I  know  that  Aristotle  had  many  fine 
things  to  say  about  benevolence  and  duty, 
but  I  also  know  that  he  urged  upon  the 
state  the  duty  of  throwing  the  unfit  in- 
fants to  the  wild  beasts  out  on  the  moun- 
tainsides. 

I  know  that  Marcus  Aurelius  discoursed 
fine  about  fortitude,  temperance  and  jus- 
tice, but  I  also  know  that  he  held  it  right 
to  feed  people  to  the  lions  for  no  other  of- 
fence except  that  they  were  Christians. 

I  know  that  Socrates  taught  us  much 
about  submission  to  the  will  of  provi- 
dence and  showed  us  in  his  own  martyr- 
dom something  at  least  of  the  spirit  in 
which  a  man  ought  to  die,  but  I  also 
know  that  he  had  some  things  to  say 
about  the  propriety  of  public  prostitution, 
great  and  glorious  a  soul  as  he  was. 

I  know  that  Confucius  finely  empha- 
sized a  man's  duty  to  his  fellow  men,  but 
I  also  know  that  he  taught  that  under 
circumstances  a  he  was  justifiable  and  did 
not  hesitate  to  acknowledge  that  he  some- 
times practiced  what  he  preached. 

I  also  know  that  Mohammed's  heaven 
was  little  more  than  a  Turkish  harem,  a 
sensual  feast  of  sparkling  wine  and  still 
more  sparkling-eyed  and  finely-figured 
young  women. 

And  so  the  gems  of  truth  in  these 
ethnic  religions  and  philosophies  are  like 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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Prepared  to  Minister 

A  traveler  stood  one  day  beside  the 
cages  of  some  birds,  that,  exposed  for 
sale,  ruffled  their  sunny  plumage  m  the 
wires,  and  struggled  to  be  freed.  A  way- 
worn and  sun-browned  man,  like  one  re- 
turned from  foreign  lands,  looked  wist- 
fully and  sadly  on  these  captives,  till  tears 
started  in  his  eyes,  and  turning  round  on 
their  owner,  he  asked  the  price  of  one, 
paid  it  in  strange  gold,  and  opening  the 
cage  set  the  prisoner  free:  and  thus  and 
thus  he  did  with  captive  after  captive,  till 
every  bird  was  away,  soaring  to  the  skies 
and  singing  on  the  wings  of  liberty.  The 
crowd  stared  and  stood  amazed;  they 
thought  him  mad,  till  to  the  question  of 
their  curiosity  he  replied,  "I  was  once  my- 
self a  captive;  I  know  the  sweets  of  l'b- 
erty."  And  so  they  who  have  experienced 
of  guilt,  have  felt  the  serpent's  bite,  the 
burning  poison  in  their  veins,  who  on  the 
one  hand  have  felt  the  sting  of  con- 
science, and  on  the  other  peace  of  faith, 
the  joys  of  hope,  the  love,  the  light,  the 
liberty,  the  life,  that  are  found  in  Jesus 
— they,  not  excepting  heaven's  highest 
angels,  are  the  fittest  to  preach  a  Savior, 
to  plead  with  man  for  God,  or  plead  with 
God  for  man. — Thomas  Gutljrie. 

What  a  Tract  Did 

At  a  London  "May  Meeting,"  Rev.  Dr. 
Len  G.  Broughton  said:  Some  years  ago, 
one  of  the  most  brilliant  young  American 
actors  that  the  stage  had  was  walking  the 
streets  of  one  of  our  Western  cities  one 
night,  on  his  way  to  the  theatre,  and  as 
he  turned  a  corner,  near  the  theatre,  a 
humble  woman,  whose  name  has  never 
been  known,  handed  him  a  tract,  and  out 
of  respect  to  the  woman  he  put  the  tract 
in  his  overcoat  pocket,  never  expecting 
to  read  it.  He  went  to  his  hotel  after  he 
had  performed  in  the  theatre,  and  some- 
how he  got  hold  of  the  tract.  He  went 
to  bed  and  began  to  think  along  the 
lines  of  its  teaching,  and  somehow  he 
found  it  impossible  to  sleep  that  night. 
All  through  the  night  the  teaching  of 
that  tract  kept  wandering  through  his 
mind.  Next  morning  he  endeavored  to 
dismiss  it  from  his  thoughts,  and  gave 
himself  over  to  the  rehearsal  for  the  com- 
ing night,  but  he  could  not  get  it  out  of 
his  mind,  he  could  not  sufficiently  fix  his 
mind  on  rehearsing  his  part,  and  present- 
ly it  ended  in  his  consulting  a  minister. 
He  told  him  his  experience,  and  the  min- 
ister began,  when  he  had  done,  to  preach 


to  him  Jesus,  and  that  brilliant  young 
Western  American  actor  then  and  there 
bowed  his  heart  and  yielded  to  Jesus.  Five 
months  after  that  he  entered  a  theologi- 
cal seminary  to  prepare  himself  for  the 
Christian  ministry,  and  a  few  years  ago 
George  C.  Lorimer,  the  pastor  of  Tremont 
Temple  in  Boston,  went  home  to  meet  his 
God;  and  if  he  could  stand  on  this 
platform  tonight,  he  would  say  one  of 
the  greatest  unused  forces  in  the  Christian 
Church  today  is  the  tract. — Evangelistic 
Echoes. 

Poverty  Maketh  Rich 

A  Baravian  poet  has  in  his  possession, 
and  recently  brought  to  this  country,  a 
prayer  book  formerly  owned  by  Martin 
Luther.  It  was  written  by  his  secretary, 
supposedly,  about  the  year  1 520.  It  has 
136  pages  with  13  lines  to  the  page.  The 
owner  values  the  little  book  at  $2  5,000 
and  very  likely  it  would  bring  that  if  of- 
fered for  sale  to  those  interested  in  buying 
ancient  relics. 

When  one  remembers  that  Martin 
Luther  was  so  poor  that  he  had  to  borrow 
a  coat  to  be  presentable  at  the  Diet  of 
Worms  where  he  was  called  to  account 
for  his  teachings,  it  illustrates  how  the 
poverty  of  God's  saints  makes  many  rich. 
If  Martin  Luther  had  acqu'esced  in  the 
demands  of  the  Roman  Catholic  church 
of  his  day,  who  would  have  cared  for  his 
prayer  book? 

But  this  is  a  small  part  of  the  wealth 
that  Martin  Luther  has  brought  to  the 
world.  The  reformation,  of  which  he  was 
the  leadng  figure,  has  changed  all  the 
history  of  Europe  and  America  since  his 
day.  There  is  not  a  person  living  in  any 
of  these  countries,  believer  or  unbeliev- 
er, who  is  not  richer  by  far  in  every  way 
than  he  would  have  been  for  the  struggle 
that  Martin  Luther  and  his  coadjutors  en- 
dured in  their  poverty  to  brin^  back  to 
light  the  pure  Gospel  of  the  Bible. — Sel. 

The  Influence  of  the  Book 

The  following  interesting  incident  was 
related  by  a  Bible  Society  colporteur  who 
labored  in  Italy.  "I  came  to  a  house  and 
knocked  at  the  door.  I  heard  a  voice  say- 
ing, 'Come  in.'  I  entered  and  found  before 
me  a  woman,  who,  after  dusting  a  chair, 
invited  me  to  be  seated.  She  appeared  to 
be  somewhat  troubled.  She  turned  to  me 
suddenly  and  said,  'What  is  the  price  of 
a  New  Testament?' 
'  'Two  liras,  Ma'am.' 


"She  gave  me  the  money  and  I  was 
about  to  hand  her  the  book  when  she  re- 
fused it  with  a  gesture.  'We  have  one,' 
she  said.  "My  son  stole  one  from  you  sev- 
eral days  ago,  but  the  reading  of  it  has 
shown  him  that  he  committed  a  sin.  He 
told  me  about  it,  and  asked  me  to  pay 
you  its  value  and  to  ask  you  to  forgive 
him.'  " — El  Despertar,  Argentina. 

The  Privilege  of  Prayer 

The  privilege  of  prayer  to  me  is  one  of 
my  most  cherished  and  loved  possessions, 
because  faith  and  experience  alike  con- 
vince me  that  God  Himself  sees  and  an- 
swers, and  His  answer  I  never  venture  to 
criticize.  It  is  only  my  part  to  ask.  It 
is  entirely  His  to  give  or  withhold,  as 
He  knows  what  is  best.  If  it  were  other- 
wise, I  should  not  dare  to  pray  at  all.  In 
the  quiet  of  home,  in  the  heart  of  life  and 
strife,  in  the  face  of  death,  the  privilege 
of  speech  with  God  is  inestimable.  I  value 
it  more  because  it  calls  for  nothing  that 
the  wayfaring  man,  though  a  fool,  can- 
not give — that  is,  the  simplest  expression 
to  his  simplest  desire.  When  I  can  neither 
see,  nor  hear,  nor  speak,  still  I  can  pray 
so  that  God  can  hear.  When  I  finally  pass 
through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death 
I  expect  to  pass  through  it  in  conversa- 
tion with  Him. — H.  T.  Grenfell,  Sunday 
School  Banner. 

Something  Always  Gives  Way 

A  Christian  woman  desired  to  obtain  a 
schoolhouse  for  the  purpose  of  starting 
a  Sabbath  school,  but  was  refused  by  a 
skeptic  trustee.  Still  she  persevered,  and 
asked  him  again  and  again. 

"I  tell  you,  Aunt  Polly,  it  is  of  no  use. 
Once  for  all,  I  say  to  you,  you  cannot 
have  the  schoolhouse  for  such  a  purpose." 

"I  think  I'm  going  to  get  it,"  said  Aunt 
Polly. 

"I  should  like  to  know  how,  if  I  do  not 
give  you  the  key,"  replied  the  trustee. 

"I  think  the  Lord  is  going  to  unlock 
it." 

"Maybe  He  will,"  said  the  infidel, 
"but  I  can  tell  you  this — Lie  will  not  get 
the  key  from  me." 

"Well,  I  am  going  to  pray  for  it,  and 
I  have  found  out  from  experience  that 
when  I  keep  on  praying  something  al- 
ways gives  way."  And  the  next  time  she 
came  the  infidel  gave  way,  and  she  re- 
ceived the  key.  More  than  this,  when 
others  opposed  the  school,  he  sustained 
her,  and  great  good  was  done  for  perish- 
ing souls.  "Something  gives  way."  Some- 
times it  is  the  man's  will,  and  sometimes 
it  is  the  man  himself,  but  God  always 
finds  the  way. — Sel. 

Letting  the  Light  Shine 

A  chaplain  on  the  battlefield  came  to 
a  man  who  was  wounded  and  lying  on 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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•*    Only  a  Boy    •* 

FAITH  FREEBORN  TURNER 


A  fine,  drizzling  rain  chilled  the  atmos- 
phere as  the  early  darkness  of  a  stormy 
day  settled  upon  the  earth,  smothering  it 
with  a  shadowy  shroud. 

The  bobbing  light  of  a  lantern  punc- 
tured the  wet  dusk  as  a  farmer  in  hip 
boots  splashed  through  the  muck  of  the 
barnyard,  hurrying  to  finish  the  evening 
chores. 

In  the  dry,  musty-smelling  recesses  of 
the  sprawling  straw  pile  burrowed  a  long- 
legged,  hungry-looking  boy  seeking  shelter 
from  the  penetrating  drizzle.  He  drew  a 
deep  sigh  as  at  last  he  settled  down  in  a 
fairly   comfortable   nest. 

"This  ain't  so  bad,"  he  muttered,  as 
one  long  accustomed  to  taking  counsel 
with  himself,  "and  it  beats  standing  out 
in  the  rain  anytime." 

The  boy  was  well  acquainted  with  the 
gnawing  pangs  of  hunger  that  would 
drive  sleep  from  most  boys'  eyes,  and  soon 
he  was  snoring  peacefully.  He  had  long 
since  learned  that  when  one  is  hungry 
and  has  nothing  to  eat  the  best  thing  to 
do  is  to  go  to  sleep  and  forget  about  it. 

Ned  Bronson  smiled  as  he  turned  the 
separator  and  watched  the  wide,  thin 
stream  of  milk  and  the  narrow  stream  of 
rich  cream  as  they  poured  from  their 
separate  spouts. 

"Just  like  lots  of  folks,  now,  ain't  it," 
he  said  to  Topsy,  the  speckled  shepherd 
dog  that  sat  inside  the  little  milk  house 
out  of  the  rain.  "Some  of  'em  talk  big 
and  want  folks  to  think  they're  some- 
body, I  reckon,  but  their  talk's  kinda' 
thin  like  that  stream  of  skimmed  milk, 
and  somehow  folks  don't  take  to  'em. 
That  stream  of  cream  there  ain't  near  so 
big,  but  that's  the  kind  I  want  to  be 
— not  so  big  maybe  in  some  folks' 
eyes  but  rich  in  quality.  It's  the  cream 
folks  like — not  the  skimmed  milk, 
eh? — "  The  farmer  laid  a  tender 
hand  on  the  dog's  head  and  rubbed 
her  ears  affectionately.  He  placed  the 
bucket  of  cream  on  the  table  and  carried 
the  milk  to  the  calves. 

"That  spotted  critter  ain't 
here,"  he  muttered,  taking  quick 
stock  of  the  calves  nuzzling  for 
their  evening  meal.  "Must  have 
strayed  out  to  the  straw  pile 
with  the  bigger  calves." 

He  finished  feeding  the  three 
that  were  present,  then  set  down 
his  pails  and  whistled  for  Topsy. 

"Go  get  'em,  Tops,"  he  com- 
manded, pointing  toward  the  in- 
distinct pile  of  straw.  "Go  get 
'em." 

He  plodded  through  the  cor- 


ral after  the  eager  dog.  She  would  proba- 
bly bring  all  the  calves,  and  he  wanted 
only  the  one.  As  he  nearcd  the  calves  he 
heard  Topsy's  sharp  barks  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  pile. 

"Guess  I'd  better  poke  around,"  he 
thought.  "Somethin'  must  be  the  trouble." 

The  speckled  dog  ran  to  him  as  he 
rounded  the  hump  of  straw,  then  ran 
excitedly  back  to  her  post,  barking  vigor- 
ously. 

"What's  the  matter.  Tops?  What's 
there?"  Ned  Bronson  peered  into  the 
darkness  of  a  burrow  in  the  straw.  Topsy 
never  barked  without  cause,  so  surely 
someone  or  something  was  concealed  by 
the   sheltering  straw. 

"Who's  there?"  he  demanded.  A  loud 
snore  was  the  answer.  He  called  again, 
"I  say,  who's  in  there?" 

Someone  stirred  in  the  dim  recess  and 
a  drowsy,  boyish  voice  reached  the  farm- 
er's startled  ears. 

"G'wan,  leave  me  alone,  can't  you? 
I'm  not  hurting  anything." 

Instantly  Ned  Bronson  reached  into 
the  hole  and  found  a  bony  leg.  He  gripped 
it  firmly  and  pulled.  In  another  instant 
a  boy,  his  tousled  brown  hair  falling  over 
a  white  pinched  face,  sat  in  the  opening. 
The  farmer  held  his  lantern  high  as  he 
searched   the  open   countenance. 

"Why,  you're  just  a  boy,"  he  ejacu- 
lated in  wonder.  "What  are  you  doing 
out  on  a  night  like  thL?  Where's  your 
home?" 

The  boy  pushed  the  hair  from  his  face 
with  a  tired  gesture  and  answered  sullen- 
ly, "Home!  I  ain't  got  no  home  'cept  a 
straw  pile  like  this  once  in  a  while.  What 
you  gonna  do  with  me?  I  ain't  done 
nothing." 

A  great  wave  of  pity  surged  over  the 
farmer's  kind  soul.  He  laid  a  gentle  hand 
on  the  pitifully  thin  shoulders.  His  voice, 


The  simple  meal  looked  like  a  feast  to  Jimmy 


when   he  spoke,   was   reassuring. 

"I'm  going  to  take  you  to  the  house 
with  me,  son.  You're  hungry,  aren't 
you?"  The  kindly  eyes  had  noted  the  ex- 
treme thinness  of  the  ragged  lad.  The  lad 
drew  back. 

"You  wouldn't  want  me  in  your  house, 
mister.  I  ain't  fit.  I  saw  it  'fore  dark,  and 
it's  like  a  picture.  Your  woman  wouldn't 
have  me."  The  dark  eyes  were  hopeless. 

"Listen,  son,  you  just  don't  know  my 
wife,"  answered  Ned  Bronson,  leading  the 
unwilling  boy  through  the  corral.  "She's 
fond  of  kids — boys  especially."  The  farm- 
er's voice  grew  grave.  In  the  little  ceme- 
tery on  the  hill  flowers  grew  over  a  low 
mound  that  covered,  many  years  since, 
the  beloved  boy  form  of  their  only  son. 

The  ragged  boy  looked  earnestly  at  his 
captor-friend. 

"Yes,  but,  mister,  don'cha  see.  I'm — 
I  ain't  to  be  trusted — least  that's  what 
everybody  says.  Your  wife  wouldn't  want 
a  bum  like  me,  even  if  she  does  like  boys." 

"We'll  see,"  was  Ned  Bronson's  answer. 

Minnie  Bronson,  her  crown  of  hair  sil- 
ver despite  the  fact  that  she  was  still 
young,  rose  from  her  knitting  as  her  hus- 
band and  a  wide-eyed  boy  entered  the 
kitchen  door.  Her  blue  eyes  were  question- 
ing, but  her  face  wore  a  welcoming  smile 
as  she  came  towards  them. 

"Supper  is  ready,  Ned,"  she  said,  "and 
who  is  this  lad  you've  brought  to  enjoy 
our  meal  with  us?" 

"My  name  is  Jimmie,"  answered  the  lad, 
"but  you  don't  know  me,  missus,  or  you 
couldn't  say  that  about  me  eating  with 
you." 

"Why,  Jimmie,  you're  cold  and — say, 
my  boy,  when  was  the  last  time  you  had 
anything  to  eat?"  Minnie  Bronson's  eyes 
filled  with  tears  as  she  took  the  boy's 
ragged  coat  and  felt  his  bony  wrists.  She 
entirely  disregarded  his  speech  about  him- 
self. The  boy  was  starving. 

"Guess  it  must  have  been  a  day  or  two 
ago  some  kid  gave  me  some  apples  and 
bread,"  Jimmie  answered,  slumping  weari- 
ly into  a  chair.  At  last  it  was  beginning 
to  dawn  on  the  love-starved  lad  that  these 
people  really  wanted  him  to  stay. 

Motherly  Minnie  Bronson  filled  a  basin 
with  warm  water,  then  laid  out 
|||[[|||  a  soft   white   towel      and      wash 

cloth. 

"Now,  Jimmie,  you  can  wash 
and  comb  your  hair  while  hus- 
band gets  some  water,  then  we'll 
eat." 

Five  minutes  later  Jimmie  sat 
down  to  the  simple  farm  meal 
that  looked  like  a  feast  to  him. 
In  wonderment  he  listened  as  the 
farmer  returned  thanks — who 
was  he  talking  to?  Someone  he 
called  God. 
(Continued   on   page   30) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


A   Seeing  the  Need    ► 


LULA  MILAM 


As  we  wave  our  last  farewell  to  1940 
and  then  look  into  the  new  year,  we  are 
made  to  wonder  just  what  1941  will 
bring  us.  The  training  camps  are  filled 
with  our  young  men  of  our  country. 
Why  is  this  being  done?  Because  the  rul- 
ers of  our  nation  see  the  need.  But  just 
now  we  want  to  think  of  a  greater  need 
than  this  of  training  for  war.  Most  of  us 
love  to  read  history  of  covered-wagon 
days,  how   the  pioneers   made   their  way 


California  Y.   P.  E.  and  Sunday  School 
Superintendent 

through  hot  deserts.  Many  lost  their  lives. 
Why  were  men  of  that  day  willing  to 
start  with  their  families  to  fight  against 
the  many  hardships  they  would  meet?  Be- 
cause they  saw  the  need  of  building  up 
the  country  that's  now  known  as  the 
"golden  west."  Across  the  desert  was 
gold.  So  on  they  went,  slowly  winding 
their  way  through  the  deep  sand.  In  my 
fancy,  away  in  the  distance  I  hear  the 
cluck  of  the  old  covered  wagon  and  the 
lonesome  howl  of  the  coyote.  Indeed, 
those  were  lonesome  nights  our  precious 
forefathers  spent,  somewhere  on  what  was 
known  then  as  just  a  desert  country.  But 
today  we  look  across  the  beautiful  valley 
and  take  notice  to  the  industry,  the  love- 
ly orange  groves,  beautiful  palm  dates; 
the  green  pastures  with  thousands  of  nice, 
fat,  white-face  cattle  grazing.  Many 
things  space  will  not  allow  me  to  men- 
tion. But  one  other  thing,  we  now  have 
the  all-American  canal,  bringing  rivers 
of  water  through  our  rich  fertile  valley 
that  was  once  known  as  only  a  sand- 
baked  desert. 

There  is  another  need  in  our  fair  land 
today  where  there's  tens  of  thousands  of 
precious  talented  boys  and  girls,  yes,  they 


are  diamonds  in  the  rough,  or  many  of 
them  are.  And  when  they  are  brought  in- 
to the  light  of  the  Church  of  God  they 
love  and  appreciate  the  Church  just  like 
other  people  do  in  other  states.  We  do 
thank  God  that  one  day  some  of  our 
pioneer  workers  saw  the  need  of  bring- 
ing this  light  to  our  state.  I  believe  our 
Brother  Ingram  and  family  were  among, 
if  not,  the  first  to  bring  the  light  of  the 
Church  of  God  to  this  state.  For  some 
time  you  could  hardly  tell  just  whether  or 
not  the  seed  had  fallen  on  good  ground  or 
whether  the  fowls  of  the  air  had  devoured 
them.  But,  thank  God,  He  sent  the  spring 
showers  and  moistened  the  ground  and  we 
are  happy  to  report  that  California  is 
bearing  fruit.  Some  of  our  boys  and  girls 
are  as  talented  as  you  will  find  in  any 
state.  We  are  expecting  the  greatest  year 
for  the  Church  in  history. 

This  is  our  second  month  as  Y.  P.  E. 
and  Sunday  School  superintendent.  We 
have  visited  most  of  the  churches  in  the 
state  and  received  a  hearty  welcome  in 
every  church.  We  do  appreciate  the  con- 
fidence that  our  state  overseer,  with  the 
other  ministers  of  the  state,  has  shown  us 
by  entrusting  us  with  this  great  respon- 
sibility, and  by  the  help  of  the  Lord  we 
expect  to  do  our  best  in  helping  our  Y.  P. 
E's  and  Sunday  Schools  to  press  on  to  a 
greater  goal.  We  have  two  precious  young 
girls  in  Bible  Training  School  from  this 
state — Delores  Maddison  and  Bernice 
Jefferys.  We  wish  to  say  hello  to  them 
and  say  we're  anxiously  awaiting  their  re- 
turn home,  but  while  we  wait  we 
are  praying  for  their  success. 

As  I  am  writing,  there  is  a  thrill  in  my 
heart  at  the  very  thought  of  having  our 
much-loved  Editor  with  us  in  our  Y.  P. 
E.  convention  we  plan  to  have  some  time 
after  school  is  out.  In  the  little  book, 
"Mountain  Peaks  of  Experience,"  I  notice 
our  dear  Sister  Harrison  has  worked  for 
God  in  this  state.  We  believe,  Sister  Har- 
rison, you  would  enjoy  meeting  our 
young  people  and  if  you  feel  strong 
enough  in  body  to  come,  we  all  repeat  to- 
gether, Welcome  to  our  convention.  And 
if  you  can't  be  with  us,  we  already  know 
you  are  praying  for  our  success. 

With  so  many  praying  for  us  and  our 
national  scripture  verse  burning  in  our 
hearts,  we,  the  Y.  P.  E.  of  California,  all 
together  sing  that  beautiful  old  hymn, 
"Over  the  Top  for  Jesus."  We  praise  the 
Lord  that  our  young  people  have  seen  the 
need. 

Winners  in  Contest 

Shortly  after  arriving  here  in  Somerset, 
Ky.,  our  new  work,  we  suggested  a  little 
contest  to  stir  an  interest  in  the  Sunday 


School,  and  in  case  someone  else  would  be 
interested  in  building  your  Sunday  School 
or  Y.  P.  E.,  we  extend  the  little  idea  to 
you. 

First,  we  divided  the  plan  into  three 
bands,  and  told  the  children  we  would 
send  the  picture  of  the  winners  to  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  give  them  a  little 
writeup. 

Band  No.  1.  The  pupil  bringing  the 
largest  number  of  new  students  over 
three  was  placed  in  the  Missionary  Band. 

Band  No.  2.  The  student  bringing  the 
largest  number  of  new  students  over  five 
was  placed  in  the  Disciple  Band. 

Band  No.  3.  The  student  bringing  the 


DELOR1S  AND  LOUISE  HALL 
Somerset,  Ky. 

largest  number  of  students  over  eight  was 
placed  in  the  Apostle  Band. 

You  should  have  seen  how  hard  they 
worked.  The  contest  continued  just  one 
month  and  Deloris,  the  largest  girl  in  the 
picture,  who  is  a  very  brilliant  and  tal- 
ented young  girl,  brought  32  students  to 
Sunday  School,  being  the  winner  in  the 
Apostle  Band.  However,  this  was  a  very 
close  race  between  Deloris  and  Sister 
Beasley.  Sister  Beasley  brought  30  new 
ones,  making  her  second  in  the  Apostle 
Band.  Sister  Jackson  brought  ten  schol- 
ars, making  a  total  of  72  new  scholars  for 
the  month. 

Louise,  the  smaller  girl,  was  winner  in 
the  Disciple  Band. 

Deloris  and  Louise  are  from  separate 
families  and  are  no  relation. 

Our  Sunday  School  went  over  the  top 
that  month  and  we  won  the  state  banner. 
Suppose  every  one  had  worked  as  hard  as 
those  who  won,  just  think  what  a  Sunday 
School  we  would  have  had! 

Our  general  average  is  over  one  hun- 
dred fifty  for  the  winter  months  and  we 
expect  to  try  to  double  this  in  the  spring. 
— Maggie  Cbesser,  Somerset,  Ky. 


March,  1941 
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A  Doctor's  Great  Discovery 


Before  entering  publicly  my  profession 
as  physician  I  was  engaged  as  assistant 
in  a  hospital.  In  such  a  place  one  gets 
acquainted  with  a  great  deal  of  human 
suffering.  But  amidst  these  things  the 
precious  fruit,  produced  alone  by  the 
Christian   faith,   is   also   to   be   seen. 

This  was  nothing  new  to  me,  for  in 
the  earliest  days  of  my  youth  I  had  had 
the  opportunity  to  see  such  fruit,  and 
especially  in  the  life  of  my  dear  mother. 
She  had  been  a  godly,  pious  woman,  quite 
often  telling  me  of  the  Savior,  and  many 
times  I  had  been  a  witness  of  her  wrest- 
ling in  prayer  for  my  soul's  salvation. 

But  nothing  had  made  a  deep  impres- 
sion on  me.  The  older  I  grew,  the  more 
wicked  I  became. 

For  the  God  of  my  mother  I  did  not 
care  in  the  least,  but  rather  sought  by 
all  means  to  drive  Him  out  of  my 
thoughts.  I  was  in  danger  of  becoming 
a  thorough  infidel,  but  for  the  voice  of 
my  conscience  ever  accusing  and  re- 
proaching me.  About  this  time  an  inci- 
dent which  crossed  my  life  gave  it  an 
altogether  different  course.  One  day  a 
seriously  injured  hodcarrier,  who  had  fall- 
en a  considerable  height  while  climbing 
a  ladder,  was  brought  into  the  hospital. 
The  case  was  hopeless;  all  we  could  do 
was  to  ease  the  pain  of  the  unfortunate 
man.  He  seemed  to  realize  his  condition, 
for  he  was  fully  conscious,  and  asked  me 
how  long  he  would  last.  As  it  was  in  vain 
to  keep  the  truth  from  him,  I  gave  him 
my  opinion  in  as  cautious  a  manner  as 
I  could.  "So  long  yet!"  he  answered. 
"I  thought  it  would  be  sooner,  but  He 
knows  best." 

"Yes,  I  believe  I  know  it,"  I  answered. 
And  the  man  looked  at  me,  endeavoring 
to  smile.  "I  understand  you  very  well, 
but  I  meant  someone  else,"  he  answered 
with  difficulty.  "Have  you  any  relatives 
whom  we  could  notify?"  I  continued. 
The  patient  shook  his  head.  He  stood 
alone  in  the  world.  His  only  wish  was 
to  see  his  landlady,  because  he  owed  her 
a  little  sum,  and  also  wished  to  bid  her 
farewell.  His  desire  was,  of  course,  grant- 
ed. 

After  a  week  of  much  suffering  he 
died.  I  went  to  see  him  on  my  regular 
visits,  at  least  once  a  day.  What  struck 
me  most  was  the  quiet,  almost  happy 
expression  which  was  constantly  on  his 
face.  I  knew  he  was  a  Christian,  but 
about  such  matters  I  cared  not  to  talk 
with   him  or  hear. 

After  the  man  had  died,  some  things 
regarding   the  deceased's   affairs  were  to 
be  attended  to  in  my  presence. 
THE  BOOK  OF  LIFE 

"What  shall  we  do  with  this?"  asked 
the  nurse,   while  holding   a  book  in  her 


hand.   "What   kind  of  a   book  is  it?"  I 
asked. 

The  Bible  of  the  poor  man.  His  land- 
lady brought  it  at  her  second  visit.  As 
long  as  he  was  able  he  read  it,  and  when 
he  was  unable  to  do  so  any  more,  he  kept 
it  under  his  bedcover. 

I  took  the  Bible  and — could  I  trust  my 
eyes? 

IT  WAS  MY  OWN  BIBLE 
the  Bible  which  my  mother  had  given  me 
when  I  left  my  parents'  home,  and  which, 
later,  when  short  of  money,  I  had  sold 
for  a  small  amount.  Yes,  I  had  sold  it. 
My  name  was  still  in  it,  written  in  my 
mother's  own  hand,  beneath  it  the  verse 
she  had  selected  for  me.  I  stood  as  if  in 
a  dream,  but  I  regained  my  self-control, 
managing  to  conceal  before  those  present 
my  deep  emotion.  In  a  seemingly  indiffer- 
ent manner  and  tone  I  answered  the 
nurse:  "The  Book  is  old  and  has  hardly 
any  value,  let  me  keep  it  and  I  will  see 
about   the  rest." 

I  took  the  Bible  to  my  room.  It  had 
been  used  frequently.  Many  leaves  were 
loose,  others  torn;  the  cover  was  also 
damaged.  Almost  every  page  gave  evi- 
dence that  it  had  been  read  very  often. 
Many  places  were  underscored,  and  while 
looking  through  it  I  read  some  of  the 
precious  verses,  and  a  word  I  had  heard 
in  the  days  of  my  youth  returned  to  my 
memory.  With  a  deep  sense  of  shame  I 
looked  on  the  precious  Book.  It  had  given 
comfort  and  refreshing  to  the  unfortu- 
nate man  in  his  last  hours.  It  had  been  a 
guide  to  him  into  life  eternal,  so  that  he 
had  been  enabled  to  die  in  peace  and 
happiness.  And  this  Book,  the  last  of  my 
mother,  I  had  actually  sold  for  a  ridicu- 
lous price. 

I  need  not  add  much  more.  Be  it  suf- 
ficient to  say  that  the  regained  possession 
of  my  Bible  was  the  cause  of  my  con- 
version. 

The  voice  of  my  conscience  could  no 
more  be  silenced.  I  found  no  rest  until 
I  arose  and  came  to  Him  whose  hand  of 
love  I  had  often  repulsed,  but  who  ever 
thought  of  me  in  pity  and  compassion. 
By  God's  grace  and  mercy  I  was  enabled 
to  believe  that  "Christ  Jesus  came  into 
the  world  to  save  sinners,"  of  whom  I 
was  "one  of   the   chief." — The  Lamp. 

A  Blind  Woman's  Gift 

A  poor  blind  woman  in  Paris  once  put 
twenty-seven  francs  into  a  plate  at  a  mis- 
sionary meeting.  "You  can't  afford  so 
much,"  said  one. 

"Yes,  sir,  I  can,"  she  exclaimed.  On 
being  pressed  to  explain,  she  sa:d,  "I  am 
blind,  and  I  said  to  my  fellow  straw 
workers,  'How  much  money  do  you  spend 
in  a  year  for  oil  in  your  lamps  when  it  is 


too  dark  to  work  nights?'  They  replied, 
'About  twenty-seven  francs.' 

"So,"  said  the  woman,  "I  found  that 
I  could  save  so  much  in  the  year  because 
I  am  blind  and  do  not  need  a  lamp  and  I 
give  it  to  shed  gospel  light  to  the  dark 
heathen  lands." — Weslcyan. 


&  PRISON  <gfr 


Mrs.  Alda  B.  Harrison: 

I  would  like  to  take  this  method  of 
thanking  my  many  friends,  Christians 
brothers  and  sisters  for  the  nice  letters 
and  literature  that  has  been  sent  to  me.  I 
am  only  allowed  to  write  one  letter  a 
week,  therefore,  I  will  be  unable  to  an- 
swer your  letters.  I  thank  God  there  are 
a  few  people  who  do  not  measure  friend- 
ship in  dollars  and  cents.  God  is  working 
with  hearts  here  and  my  associates  and 
I  need  your  prayers. 

I  have  been  here  over  a  year  and  I  shall 
be  released  March  16,  1941.  If  it  is  God's 
will,  I  will  be  more  than  glad  to  help  my 
fellow  brothers  in  evangelistic  and  other 
ministerial  work  after  March  ISth.  Just 
drop  me  a  card  to  James  Knowles,  Kings- 
port,  Term.  My  name  is  not  Starnes  ex- 
cept on  the  prison  records.  Pray  for  us 
always. 

Another  thing,  I  am  allowed  fruits, 
food,  etc.,  and  all  kinds  of  literature. 

Pray  that  some  day  I  will  be  a  Church 
of  God  evangelist. — James  Starnes,  No. 
43  378,  South  Side,  State  Farm,  Va. 

I  am  only  benefited  by  your  submis- 
sion when  I  have  extended  mine  to  you. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Exchange  Qage 

^AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  do  indeed  thank  God  for  such  a 
church  paper  as  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
While  I  am  not  a  member  of  your  church, 
I  am  one  of  God's  children  in  Christ,  and 
delight  in  all  Christian  work  done  in  the 
power  of  His  Spirit.  My  greatest  desire  is 
to  be  a  vessel  fit  for  the  Master's  use,  and 
I  know  as  I  yield  to  Him,  He  can  and 
will  make  and  mold  me  into  that  which 
pleaseth  Him.  While  I  can't  say  I  really 
rejoice  in  tribulation,  seeing  the  mighty 
hand  of  God  in  everything  that  touches 
my  life,  I  am  content  Please  pray  that 
He  may  ever  have  His  way  in  and  through 
me. 

I  am  praying  for  your  continued  suc- 
cess.— Mrs.  D.  F.  Compton. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  wish  I  could  find  words  to  tell  you 
how  much  the  Lighted  Pathway  means  to 
me.  I  certainly  enjoy  reading  the  stories 
and  Class  Evangelism.  Your  message  is 
always  encouraging  and  uplifting  to  us 
young  folk.  May  God  bless  you  in  this 
good  work. 

I  am  a  Gideon  of  this  little  paper  and 
enjoy  selling  it. 

We  praise  the  Lord  for  our  good  pastor 
and  his  wife.  Truly  they  are  a  blessing  to 
us. — Lela  Murray,  Springville,  Ala. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  never  written  you  before  but  as 
I  was  sitting  here  reading  my  Lighted 
Pathway,  I  received  such  a  blessing  that 
God  has  laid  it  on  my  heart  to  write  at 
this  present  time. 

I  have  been  saved  three  years  and  I 
truly  do  enjoy  salvation.  Sometimes  I  am 
tempted  and  tried  until  it  seems  as  if  I 
can't  stand  but  I  always  have  faith  in 
Jesus  coming  to  my  rescue. 

I  want  to  say  that  your  work  and  ef- 
forts you  put  forth  in  publishing  the 
Lighted  Pathway  are  wonderful.  I  praise 
and  thank  God  for  your  interest  in  the 
young  people.  May  God  ever  let  His  bless- 
ings descend  on  you.  I  have  been  reading 
the  Lighted  Pathway  for  two  or  three 
years  and  it  has  proven  to  be  a  help  and 
blessing  to  mc. 

I  have  to  work  at  night  in  a  place 
where  people  care  nothing  for  God  and 
I  find  it  is  sweet  to  just  concentrate  my 
mind  on  the  Word  of  God  whether  it  be 
the  Bible  or  the  Lighted  Pathway,  for  I 
know  it  is  founded  on  the  Bible.  There 
is  so  much  evil  going  on  around  me,  but 
I  feel  secure  in  the  Lord. 

God  has  chosen  me  for  the  ministry 
and  I  do  want  to  serve  Him  and  ever  do 


His  blessed  will.  I  ask  the  prayers  of  ev- 
eryone.— John  E.  Hargrave,  Lubbock, 
Texas. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

In  reading  your  Lighted  Pathway  paper, 
I  find  it  very  encouraging  and  helpful 
to  me.  I  especially  love  your  message  and 
I  like  the  Exchange  page  too. 

I  praise  the  Lord  for  His  many  bless- 
ings and  for  the  desire  and  love  I  have 
for  His  Word.  I  live  in  the  country  and 
don't  get  to  be  in  church  much  and  spend 
time  in  reading  the  Word  of  God.  I  have 
been  reading  the  book  of  Revelation  to- 
day. 

I  covet  your  prayers  and  others  too 
that  I  may  get  to  go  to  services  more  and 
do  what  God  has  called  me  to  do.  I  realize 
the  harvest  is  ripe  and  laborers  are  few 
and  that  God  can  use  me  more,  but  read 
Matt.  10:36  and  pray  for  me  that  I  may 
be  an  overcomer  and  be  willing  to  take 
up  my  cross  and  follow  Him. 

I  would  be  glad  to  hear  from  you  or 
anyone  who  desires  to  write  to  me. — 
Pearl  Henry,  Potosi,  Mo. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  thank  the  Lord  this  evening  for 
what  He  is  to  me  and  for  the  Lighted 
Pathway  which  I  enjoy  reading  so  much. 
I  get  much  consolation  by  reading  this 
paper. 

I,  too,  want  to  praise  Him  for  saving 
me  about  eleven  months  ago  and  a  little 
later  sanctifying  and  filling  me  with  the 
Holy  Ghost.  I  am  happy  in  Jesus  today. 

I  am  president  of  the  Y.  P.  E.  here  at 
Pierson  Church  of  God.  We  have  only  a 
small  Y.  P.  E.  but  God  is  blessing  us  and 
we  are  looking  for  better  things  ahead. 
We  desire  your  prayers. — Albert  E.  Frey, 
Pierson,  Fla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Words  are  very  small  when  I  try  to 
express  my  thankfulness  for  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  Next  to  the  Word  of  God,  it 
is  the  greatest  book  I  have  ever  read.  Some 
people  say  "Pilgrim's  Progress"  is  the 
greatest  book  beside  the  Bible,  but  I'll 
take  the  dear  old  Lighted  Pathway.  It 
certainly  has  helped  me  through  trials 
and  temptations. 

May  God  bless  you  in  1941  to  send  out 
the  great  message  of  truth,  the  beautiful 
poetry  and  Class  Evangelism. 

My  wife,  children  and  I  are  all  Chris- 
tians and  serve  the  same  God  you  do.  We 
are  praying  for  you  and  if  we  never  meet 
you  here  we  expect  to  meet  you  at  the 


great  judgment  seat  of  God. — No  name 
signed,  Clover,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison  and  Y.  P.  E.: 

Perhaps  it  is  time  for  me  to  express  my 
appreciation  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  The 
Lighted  Pathway  is  full  of  inspirational 
materials  for  leaders  and  for  the  old  and 
young  everywhere.  Not  only  do  the  lead- 
ers in  the  Church  of  God  find  valuable 
material  for  programs,  but  young  leaders 
of  other  churches  have  found  our  paper 
a  great  help  to  them  in  selecting  materials 
for  their  programs. 

It  is  no  wonder  that  our  paper  goes 
over  the  top.  The  Y.  P.  E.  has  such  a 
spiritual  and  willing  group  of  young 
people  in  its  organization.  We  have  a  de- 
sire to  win.  We  feel  a  responsibility  to 
our  church.  We  know  that  we  are  more 
able  to  do  than  those  who  are  older,  and 
we  can  do,  knowing  that  the  older  mem- 
bers of  the  Church  are  backing  us  with 
prayer. 

We  truly  do  thank  the  Lord  for  bless- 
ing us  at  Bushnell.  Through  the  prayers 
of  the  Church  and  through  the  effort 
of  a  young  person  in  the  business  matter, 
we  have  now  eight  acres  of  land  about 
three  blocks  from  the  main  part  of  town 
donated  to  the  Church.  We  truly  feel  that 
this  was  God's  answer  to  prayer.  Pray  for 
the  young  people  at  Bushnell.  —  Yours 
truly,  Lucille  Smate,  Bushnell,  Fla. 

My  dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  been  reading  the  January 
issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway,  and  my, 
how  it  thrills  my  soul!  Many  times  I  look 
through  the  paper  and  a  mental  picture 
comes  to  me  of  how  the  paper  looked 
when  I  first  started  reading  it — in  its 
infancy.  There  is  such  a  great  improve- 
ment and  you  certainly  are  to  be  com- 
mended on  the  fine  paper  you're  editing 
now. 

Since  I  married  and  came  to  Washing- 
ton, D.  C,  I  have  felt  isolated  from  all 
my  friends  whom  I  used  to  see  in  B,  T.  S. 
and  at  the  Assembly,  but  the  Lighted 
Pathway  seems  to  bring  them  nearer  to 
me.  Each  time  I  read  an  article  written 
by  an  old  friend  and  published  in  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  I  drink  it  in  just  like 
a  letter  from  home. 

Our  church  here  is  practically  made 
up  of  young  people  and  every  one  of  them 
enjoys  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  looks 
forward   to  it  every  month. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  am  a  modest  soul, 
and,  although  I  have  written  many  poems, 
I  never  thought  any  of  them  worthy  of 
publication.  My  mother  has  insisted  many 
times  that  I  send  some  of  my  poems  to 
be  published  on  the  "Y.  P.  E.  Poets"  page 
and  I  have  finally  decided  to  send  one 
that  has  often  proven  a  blessing  to  me. 

Just  a  few  weeks  ago  my  little  girl, 
(Continued  on  page  19) 
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The   Best  Pillow 

Mrs.  Laura  I.  Taylor 
Helpless  tonight  and   weary, 

Almost   too  tired   to  speak, 
Now   on   faith's  downy   pillow 

I    lay    my    fevered    cheek; 
I   have   a   mighty   Keeper, 

Loving,    compassionate,    true; 
Only  to  rest,  He  tells  me, 

Is  all  I  need  to  do. 

Pain  has  been  my  companion 

Many  a  night  and  day; 
Often   the   gathering   shadows 

Seem  to  surround  my  way, 
Yet  I  press  on,  not  fearing, 

My  Father  knoweth  best; 
I  leave  to  Him  the  planning, 

And   on   faith's   pillow   rest. 

Oh,  it  is  sweet  to  trust  Him, 

Knowing  He  loves  and  cares. 
Meeting    life's    burdens    bravely 

Since  in  all  them  He  shares. 
So  on   faith's  pillow  resting, 

Now  I  will  go  to  sleep; 
Through  night  and  day,  my  Father 

Safely  His  child  will  keep. 

Unkind  Words 

Martha  Matthews 
Had  I  only  known  that  morning 

The  weariness  of  the  day, 
That    words   unkind    could    trouble    my 
mind, 
The  ones  said  when  you  went  away. 

Had  I  been  more  careful,  darling, 
And  not   given  you   needless  pain, 

Our  own  we  vex  with  word  and  tone 
That  we  might  never  take  back  again. 

Many  come  forth  in  the  morning 
That  never  go  home  at  night; 

Hearts  may  be  broken,  for  harsh  words 
spoken, 
And  sorrows  will  ne'er  be  set  right. 

A  lip  all  curled  with  impatience, 
And  brow  bearing  shade  of  scorn, 

'Twas  cruel  fate,  and  the  night  too  late 
For  one  to  undo  the  works  of  morn. 

The  Christian  Way 

Olivia  Jarreth 
You  may  wonder  why  I'm  writing 

The  things  I  have  to  say, 
But  I  can  tell  you  now, 

It's   all   about   this   Christian  way. 

Some  people  seem  to  doubt  it, 

They  say  it  is  not  right; 
And  often  talk  about  us 

When  we  are  not  in  sight. 

Sometimes  the  devil  tempts  me 


And  says  it's  all  in  vain, 
To  try  to  be  a  Christian 
And  walk  in  Jesus'  name. 

Then  Jesus  softly  whispers, 

"I'll  take  care  of  you." 
Then  I  look  up  to  heaven 

With  my  hopes  brightened  anew. 

I  know  we  all  want  to  do 

The  things  that  are  just  right, 

And   to  do  these   things, 
The  devil  we  must  fight. 

Sometimes  the  sky  is  cloudy 
And   I   cannot   see   my  way, 

Then   the  devil   will  taunt   me 
And   I   just  kneel  and  pray. 

But  Jesus  will  walk  with  me 
And  for  me  He  will  stand, 

While  I'll  be  among  the  number 
That's  called  the  holy  band. 

I  want  to  be  near  Him  always, 
With  no  sin  my  soul  to  mar, 

And  then  I  shall  be  happy 

When  I  stand  before  the  judgment  bar. 
— Doddsville,  Miss. 

My  Experience 

Eloise  Wiles 

One  night  while  lying  in  my  bed 
I  felt  God's  hand  over  me  spread, 

When  I  lifted  my  hands  toward  heaven 
to  pray 
I  found  the  Spirit  had  gone  away. 

I  prayed  to  God  to  help  me  be 
Like  other  people  that  I  see, 

He  said,  "If  you'll  only  help  the  battle 
to  fight 
I'll  bring  you  out  victorious  and  right." 

I  went  to  church,  though  I  couldn't  sing, 
But  I  heard  the  bells  of  heaven  ring, 

As  I  started  to  the  altar  my  strength  gave 
way, 
I  fell  on  my  knees  and  began  to  pray. 

Now  I'm  walking  the  straight  and  nar- 
row way, 
Hoping  and  praying  that  I'll  never  go 
astray; 
I  carry  my  Bible  where'er  I  go 

And  praise  the  Lord  as  I  go  to  and  fro. 
— Richmond  Dale,  Ohio 

A  Friend  Who  Cares 

Hattie    Summerlin 

Jesus  is  my  Savior 

And   to  me  will   always   be, 
Loving,  kind  and  gentle 

If  I'm  true  to  Him,  you  see. 

He  saved  and  sanctified  me, 


Gave  peace  within  my  soul; 
Then  the  Holy  Ghost  came 

And   that's  what  made  me  whole. 

I  think  of  you  now,  poor  sinner, 

Won't  you  give  your  heart  to  God? 

He  loves  you  and  will  help  you 
As  through  this  world  you   trod. 

Don't  forget  that  someone's  praying 

For  you  where'er  you  go, 
I  hope  these  prayers  may  reach  you 

And  bring  you  to  the  fold. 

— Kichey,  Miss. 

Mother's  Only  Boy 

Mrs.  Hattie  V.  Stic f el 
I  have  a  sad  story  to  tell  you 
Of  a  mother's  only  boy, 
How  he  sought  for  earthly  pleasures 
Instead  of  heaven's  peace  and  joy. 
He  was  taught  to  follow  Jesus, 
And  to  humbly  bow  and  pray, 
But  to  his  mother's  pleading 
He  would  always  turn  and  say, 

"Some  day  I'll  be  a  Christian 

But  I  haven't  time  today; 

I  want  to  enjoy  life's  pleasures 

And  live  so  free  and  gay. 

I  want  to  climb  the  ladder 

Of  success  and  fame, 

I  want  to  go  out  in  the  world 

And  make  for  me  a  name." 

The  mother's  heart  was  aching 
As  she  pleaded  now  in  vain 
For  her  son  to  seek  the  Savior 
Instead  of  wealth  and  fame. 
He  kissed  his  loving  mother 
Before  he  went  away, 
And  said,  "Don't  weep  for  me, 
I'm  coming  back  some  day, 
To  care  for  my  dear  parents 
When  they  are  old  and  gray." 
He  made  his  fame  and  fortune 
Then  started  home  one  day, 
To  see  his  dear  old  daddy, 
For  mother  had  passed  away. 

He  was  traveling  on  the  highway 
Thinking  of  his  home  so  near, 
When  he  met  a  drunken  driver 
And  his  heart  was  filled  with  fear, 
For  he  knew  that  in  a  moment 
He  must  cross  the  chilly  tide, 
That  he  now  must  face  the  judgment 
Without  Jesus  for  a  guide. 
He  then  thought  of  mother's  warning, 
Thought  of  father's  last  good-bye, 
And  with  all  his  fame  and  fortune 
He,  a  sinner,  was  doomed  to  die. 

The  Old  Story  Retold 

Mrs.  Viola  Bunker 

There  was  joy  among  the  angels 
And  so  sweet  their  voices  sang, 

There  was  glory  in  the  heavens, 
Bringing  tidings  to  all  men. 

There  were  shepherds  slowly  coming, 
Bringing  presents  from  afar; 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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Class   Evangelism 
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An  Imaginary  Training  Class 

Hello  Boys  and  Girls: 

Here  we  are  again.  We  trust  we  will 
have  an  interesting  and  helpful  meeting 
this  evening.  These  meetings  will  mean 
much  to  you  when  the  call  of  God  comes 
to  launch  out  into  His  whitened  harvest 
field.  A  class  like  this  where  questions  of 
interest  can  be  discussed  is  of  great  im- 
portance. 

Now  let  us  close  our  eyes  and  sing  a 
verse  of  "What  a  Friend  We  Have  in  Je- 
sus." Somehow  to  close  one's  eyes,  it 
makes  Jesus  more  real.  We  cannot  see  each 
other,  just  Jesus. 

"What  a  Friend  ive  have  in   Jesus, 
All  our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear! 
What  a  privilege  to  carry 
Every  thing  to  God  in  prayer! 
O  what  peace  we  often  forfeit, 
O  what  needless  pain  we  bear, 
All  because  we  do  not  carry, 
Everything  to  God  in  prayer! 

Now,  James,  will  you  lead  us  in 
prayer? 

James:  We  thank  Thee,  Lord,  that  thou 
art  such  a  wonderful  friend.  What  a 
privilege  to  call  upon  Thee  in  time  of 
need.  We  especially  ask  your  blessing  on 
our  meeting  tonight.  Make  us  a  blessing 
to  each  other  and  may  our  hearts  and  lives 
be  enriched  by  the  inspiration  that  comes 
to  us  from  the  discussion  of  the  problems 
of  life.  Always  direct  our  thoughts  and 
make  our  lives  a  continuous  overflow  of 
Thy  Spirit,  as  we  I've  in  this  world  of  sin 
and  sorrow.  God,  help  the  Y.  P.  E.  out  in 
the  different  places  where  there  is  no  one 
to  take  an  interest  in  them.  Stir  some- 
body's heart  in  each  community  to  search 
out  the  diamonds  in  the  rough.  The  har- 
vest truly  is  white  but  the  laborers  are 
few.  We  ask  this  in  Jesus'  name.  Amen. 

Mrs.  H.:  Now  who  will  be  the  first  to 
ask  a  question? 

Carrie:  I  am  here  for  the  first  time. 
I  came  with  a  problem  for  this  class  to 
help  me  to  solve.  I  am  in  a  church  with  a 
large  Y.  P.  E.  membership.  I  am  fifteen 
years  of  age.  I  was  one  time  a  member  of 
our  Junior  Y.  P.  E.  but  after  I  passed  the 
Junior  age  I  felt  so  young  to  be  with  the 
older  young  people.  Of  course,  they  were 
nice  to  me  but  I  just  didn't  feel  like  tak- 
ing part  with  so  many  older  people.  I 
knew  they  could  do  so  much  better  than 
I.  Well,  I've  just  drifted  along  and  I'm 
just  not  as  interested  as  I  should  be.  What 
can  be  done  for  young  folk  our  age? 

Mrs.  H.:  My  dear  child,  you  and  your 


age  group  have  been  on  my  heart  much 
of  late.  I  can  see  just  how  you  feel  about 
**** ****** *** ****  *********** 

NOTE:  Quite  a  few  have  written  in 
saying,  "Your  Class  Evangelism  has  been 
a  great  blessing  to  me.  I  thank  you  for 
your  encouragement."  If  you  have  ques- 
tions you  would  like  answered  through 
this  department,  send  them  in.  If  you 
have  started  a  class  in  your  church  write 
us  about  it.  If  you  want  to  take  up  a 
good  book  for  study,  "Personal  Sovil  Win- 
ning," by  Wm.  Evans,  would  be  a  good 
one.  We  have  many  more  good  letters 
from  different  ones  expressing  them- 
selves about  Class  Evangelism  but  it  is 
impossible   to  publish   them  all. — Editor. 

Greetings  in  the  name  of  Jesus.  I  am 
glad  for  salvation.  I  really  do  enjoy  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  I  am  more  than  glad 
to  tell  you  how  I  appreciate  this 
wonderful  paper.  We  have  been  greatly 
blessed  by  the  '*Class  Evangelism."  When 
the  first  one  came  out  entitled,  "The 
Great  I  Am,"  the  Church  of  God  at 
Warwick  loved  it  and  a  few  of  us  thought 
it  a  good  thing  to  act  it  out;  which  has 
proved  to  be  a  great  blessing  to  all. 

Our  president  acts  as  the  leader  and  we 
call  her  Sister  Harrison  (hope  you  don't 
mind).  We  have  different  ones  to  learn 
parts  and  several  have  expressed  their  lik- 
ing for  it  and  I  must  say,  yes,  we  just 
love  it. — Elizabeth  Bean,  Warwick,  East 
Bermuda. 

NOTE:  I  am  glad  to  know  that  you 
have  a  class  in  your  church  and  I  feel 
very  proud  that  you  are  calling  your  lead- 
er Sister  Harrison. — Editor. 

Word's  can't  describe  how  much  I  en- 
joyed your  last  "Class  Evangelism  Page." 
It  has  been  solving  many  problems  for 
me  that  you  don't  know  about.  I  thank 
God  for  you  and  your  work.  —  Ncwby 
Dixon,  Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Yes,  I  like  Class  Evangelism.  It  has 
been  such  an  inspiration  to  me.  It  helps 
me  to  understand  the  Bible  better  and  to 
be  a  help  to  others.  We  have  been  having 
a  Bible  study  at  the  church  under  the  di- 
rection of  Sister  Beatrice  Dodson.  It  has 
been  on  the  order  of  your  "Class  Evan- 
gelism." —  Mary  Ruth  Dixon,  Greens- 
boro, N.  C. 

it  and  our  church  must  help  you  to  solve 
your  problem.      Many      boys      and    girls 


around  your  age  are  drifting  because  of 
this  very  condition. 

Charles:  That  is  the  way  it  is  in  our 
church  too.  I  have  managed  to  make  it 
through  myself  but  some  of  those  with 
whom  I  have  been  associated  have  fallen 
out  of  line  through  discouragement  and 
are  lost  to  the  church. 

Mrs.  H:  We  believe  there  is  a  need  of 
an  Intermediate  group  in  the  church. 
It  might  not  be  advisable  where  the  Y. 
P.  E.  is  small  but  in  our  larger  Y.  P.  E's 
we  are  sure  it  is  very  needful.  Young  peo- 
ple that  age  cannot  make  talks  or  sing 
perhaps  as  well  as  some  others,  so  each 
leader  is  anxious  to  have  a  good  program 
and  he  usually  selects  the  best  talent. 
But  this  is  not  fair  to  our  younger  mem- 
bers, for  the  Y.  P.  E.  is  a  training  school 
and  we  must  train  our  young  people  of 
all  ages. 

Robert:  I  think  this  is  a  splendid  idea. 
Just  how  would  you  go  about  training 
this    Intermediate    group? 

Mrs.  H.:  Well,  I'd  get  those  between 
the  ages  of  13  and  16  (t)r  if  there  are 
others  who  would  rather  be  with  this 
group  even  though  they  are  a  little  older, 
we  will  say  up  to  17,  then  that  would  be 
all  right)  and  organize  them  just  like  the 
Senior  Y.  P.  E.  Hold  their  meetings  once 
each  week  separate  from  the  other  on  a 
different  night.  Once  each  month  come 
together  with  the  Seniors  and  let  the  In- 
termediates put  on  the  program.  This  will 
encourage  them  and  give  them  experience, 
and  a  little  later  when  they  are  needed  in 
the  older  group  they  will  be  trained  for 
service.  I  believe  you  will  hold  many  of 
your  young  people  that  you  would  other- 
wise lose. 

Robert:  My,  but  this  strikes  me  very 
forcibly  and  as  I'm  one  of  the  older  group 
in  our  church  I'm  going  to  ask  our  pastor 
for  the  privilege  of  doing  this.  I'm  sure 
he'll  be  interested  too. 

Mrs.  H.:  1  presume  most  of  you  are 
taking  the  Lighted  Pathway.  You  watch 
its  pages  from  time  to  time  for  sugges- 
tion and  comment  along  this  line.  Is  there 
any  one  else  who  has  a  problem? 

Martha:  I  have  one  I'd  like  to  tell  you 
about.  I'm  a  Senior  in  high  school.  I  am 
seventeen  years  of  age  and  I  desire  to  be  a 
real  Christian,  and  let  my  life  count  for 
God.  The  girls  in  my  classes  at  school  do 
not  understand  why  I  do  not  go  with 
them  to  their  dances  and  to  shows  and 
partake  in  the  school  affairs  with  them.  I 
try  to  explain  but  they  just  don't  under- 
stand. 

Mrs.  H.:  Yes,  I  know  what  you  are 
talking  about.  Thousands  of  girls  and 
boys  are  facing  this  problem,  and  some  are 
standing  firm  and  others  falling  by  the 
wayside. 

Laura:  I  had  that  to  contend  with 
too,  but  it  has  been  one  of  my  sweetest 
(Continued  on  page  19) 
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Books  For  the  Young 

It  is  most  unfortunate  if  any  house- 
hold books  are  considered  to  be  a  luxury. 
Even  the  families  who  have  easy  access  to 
well-stocked  public  libraries,  and  who 
avail  themselves  of  the  opportunity  that 
it  offers,  should  not  feel  that  the  pur- 
chase of  books  from  time  to  time  is  an 
extravagance.  The  purchase  of  books  of 
a  certain  type  might  well  be  an  extrava- 
gance for  anyone;  but  in  the  ownership  of 
a  considerable  number  of  books  of  the 
better  sort  the  contentment  of  the  home 
may  largely  rest.  Some  of  the  young  peo- 
ple who  regularly  forsake  the  house  in  the 
evening  in  order  to  go  to  the  "movies" 
might  stay  at  home  if  there  were  plenty 
of  books  to  read — and  books  that  they 
could  call  their  own. 

If  it  is  necessary  that  the  purchase  of 
books  should  be  regarded  as  a  luxury  to 
be  seldom  permitted,  it  should  be  the  old- 
er members  of  the  household  who  should 
stint  themselves.  Books  mean  more  to 
children  than  to  grownups;  they  are  usu- 
ally more  profitable  to  children  than  they 
are  to  grownups;  and  the  possession  of 
them  by  the  child  will  stimulate  a  desire 
for  reading  and  an  appreciation  of  litera- 
ture far  more  than  will  the  temporary 
loan  of  a  volume  from  the  public  library. 

Parents  are  most  of  the  time  at  a  loss 
to  know  what  books  to  give  to  their  chil- 
dren. Tastes  change  with  generations;  and 
the  failure  of  a  child  to  appreciate  some 
work  that  delighted  the  parent  in  early 
youth  is  likely  to  chill  the  parent's  inter- 
est in  trying  to  provide  books  for  the 
child.**** A  recognition  of  the  impor- 
tance of  books  for  the  young  as  a  social 
and  civilizing  force  is  growing  among 
the  dispensers  of  books;  no  longer  do  they 
look  upon  the  business  of  distributing 
such  books  as  a  rather  minor  detail  of 
their  work. — The  Youth's  Companion. 

Recommended  Books  For  Your 
Library 

FOR  STUDY 

Crudcn's  Concordance.  Price,  $2.00. 

Condensed  Bible  Encyclopedia.  Price, 
$1.50. 

Peloubct's  Bible  Dictionary.  Price, 
$2.00. 

History  of  the  Church  of  God,  E.  L. 
Simmons.  Price,  $2.00. 

Revelation  Expounded,  Finis  Jennings 
Dake.  Price,  $1.00. 


CHRISTIAN  WORKERS 
Scripture  Memorizing,     Oscar  Lowry. 
"Sunday   School    teachers,      men      and 
women  who  are  anxious  to  become  effi- 
cient in  the  'Wielding  of  the  sword  of  the 


"This   little   Book   I'd   rather   own, 
Than   all    the   gold   and   gems 

That   e'er   in   monarchs'    coffers  shone, 
Than    all    their    diadems." 


Bible  Readings 

Morning 

Evening 

March 

1 

Num.     1-2 

Luke   16 

March  2 

Num.    3-4 

Luke   17 

March 

3 

Num.     5-6 

Luke   18 

March  4 

Num.     7-8 

Luke   19 

March 

5 

Num.    9-10 

Luke  20 

March 

6 

Num.  11-12 

Luke  21 

March 

7 

Num.  13-14 

Luke  22: 
1-38 

March 

8 

Num.  15-16 

Luke  22: 
39-71 

March  9 

Num.  17-18 

Luke  23 

March 

10 

Num.  19-20 

Luke  24 

March 

11 

Num.  21-22 

John  2 

March 

12 

Num.  2  3-24 

John  3 

March 

13 

Num.  25-26 

John  4 

March 

14 

Num.  27-28 

John   5 

March 

15 

Num.  29-30 

John   6 

March 

16 

Num.  31-32 

John  7 

March 

17 

Num.  33-34 

John   8 

March 

18 

Num.  35-36 

John  9 

March 

19 

Deut.     1-2 

John   10 

March 

20 

Duet.     3-4 

John   11 

March 

21 

Deut.     5-6 

John   12 

March 

22 

Deut.    7-8 

John   13 

March 

23 

Deut.    9-10 

John   14 

March 

24 

Deut.  11-12 

John   15 

March 

25 

Deut.  13-14 

John   16 

March 

26 

Deut.  15-16 

John   17 

March 

27 

Deut.  17-18 

John   18 

March  2  8 

Deut.  19-20 

John   19 

March 

29 

Deut.  21-22 

John  20 

March 

30 

Deut.  23-24 

John  21 

March 

31 

Deut.  2  5-26 

John  22 

Spirit' 

will 

find    this   book 

of   untold 

value."  Price,  $1.00. 

Taking  Hold  of  God,  Samuel  M. 
Zwemer,  D.  D.  Price,  cloth,  $1.50;  paper, 
$1.00. 

"The  whole  book  has  made  a  deep  im- 


pression on  me  and  has  taught  me  many 
new  and  blessed  lessons  concerning 
prayer.  You  have  written  out  of  your  ex- 
perience— an  experience  which  has  been 
very  high  and  large.  The  chapters  are 
amazingly  fresh  and  several  are  beautiful 
beyond  description." — Henry  W.  Frost, 
D.  D. 

The  Art  of  Listening  to  God,  Samuel 
M.  Zwemer.  Price,  $1.5  0. 

Pilgrim's  Progress,  John  Bunyan.  Price, 
5  0c. 

More  Bible  Quizzes,  Mildred     Olive 
Honors.  Price,  5  0c. 

GAMES  FOR  CHILDREN 

Quiz  Me,  a  game  of  useful  knowledge. 
Price,  20c. 

Quiz  Me,   game  of  geography.      Price 
20c. 

Books  of  the  New  Testament.     Price, 
35c. 

Parables  of  Jesus.  Price,  35c. 

Miracles  of  Jesus.  Price,  3  5  c. 
Books  of  the  Old  Testament.  Price,  35c. 

LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 

February        Total 

Alabama  99  5  3,881 

Arizona    14  70 

Arkansas  25  5  824 

California  162  488 

Colorado  14  56 

Delaware  28  138 

Foreign  373  1,43  5 

Florida    2,214  9,824 

Georgia  3,219  12,181 

Iowa   42  168 

Idaho    119  301 

Illinois    666  2,923 

Indiana  172  663 

Kansas    77  283 

Kentucky  _              993  4,334 

Louisiana    251  945 

Maine   112  266 

Maryland    434  1,280 

Massachusetts  3  3 

Minnesota  28  198 

Michigan -    308  1,092 

Mississippi  415  1,709 

Missouri  304  1,333 

Montana  84  322 

Nebraska    14  70 

New  Jersey 70  316 

New  Mexico  116  534 

New  York  28  42 

North    Carolina    _  2,295  8,847 

North  Dakota  __    157  577 

Ohio  5  87  2,3  53 

Oklahoma    288  1,123 

Oregon  14  134 

Pennsylvania    621  2,541 

South  Carolina 5,545  20,020 

South  Dakota  112  459 

Tennessee    2,115  9,499 

Texas    675  2,227 

Virginia    784  2,816 

Washington    182  312 

Washington,  D.  C.       14  56 

West  Virginia 1,143  4,589 

Wyoming  14  70 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Prayer  Page 


Somebody  Prayed,  Will  You? 

A  soul  was  brought  back  from  the  path- 
way of  sin, 
When  homeless  for  years  he  had  strayed. 
What  caused  him  to  turn  and  a  new  life 
begin? 
The  answer  is,  "Somebody  prayed." 
A  sufferer  rose  from  the  bed  where  he  lay, 
Disease  o'er  his  form  its  dread  sceptre 
had  swayed; 
His  strength  was  restored  in  a  marvelous 
way, 
God    touched    him,      while    somebody 
prayed. 

A  heathen  was   won   from   the  ranks  of 
the  foe, 
So  many  are  sinking  each  day; 
He   heard    the   old      story   with    face   all 
aglow, 
An  angel   sang,   "Somebody  prayed." 
A   Christian,  discouraged,  down-hearted, 
sad, 
With  tears  and  perplexities  seemed  quite 
dismayed, 
His  burden  grew  light  and  his  heavy  heart 
glad, 
The  reason  is,  somebody  prayed. 

Lost   souls   by   the   millions   go   down   to 
their  doom, 
For  Satan  is  cunning  always; 
But  why  must  they  go  to  a  cold  Christ- 
less  tomb? 
Won't   somebody,   somebody  pray? 
The  Master  is  calling  to  you  and  to  me, 
"My  sheep  from  their  pastures  are  wan- 
dering today, 
For  them  I  have  suffered   on   Calvary's 
tree, 
Who'll  tell  them?  Will  nobody  pray?" 
— Selected 

A  REMARKABLE  EXPERIENCE 

Mrs.  G.  Arnold  Hodgin 
While  in  New  England  engaged  in 
rescue  work  in  the  slums,  I  heard  of  a 
very  wicked  man  who  was  the  proprietor 
of  one  of  the  most  notorious  roadhouses 
in  that  part  of  the  country.  He  was  giant 
in  stature,  being  seven  feet  tall.  He  had 
traveled  with  a  circus  as  a  showman. 
Later  on  he  kept  for  years  a  house  of 
shame.  During  this  time  he  made  a  boast 
that  no  preacher  or  missionary  should 
ever  darken  his  door  to  scatter  gospel 
literature  or  speak  in  the  interest  of  re- 
ligion. His  place  was  so  notoriously  wick- 
ed that  even  policemen  kept  clear.  We 
were  warned  never  to  go  near  the  place. 
One  day,  while  I  was  in  prayer,  I  saw 
the  man's  face,  though  I  had  never  yet 
seen  him  face  to  face.  A  voice  seemed 
to  speak  to  me,  saying,  "Go  to  that  man's 


roadhouse  and  pray  in  his  presence."  I 
remember  distinctly  that  I  was  not  told 
to  say  anything  to  him,  but  simply  to 
pray. 

Knowing  about  the  wickedness  of  the 
place  and  the  danger  of  entering,  I  desired 
to  make  sure  that  it  was  God's  will  that 
I  go,  for  I  knew  my  life  would  not  be 
worth  anything  in  such  a  place,  unless 
God  led  me  there.  The  more  I  prayed 
about  it,  the  more  I  felt  that  I  must  go. 
I  mentioned  it  to  a  friend  of  mine,  who 
was  in  the  work  with  me.  We  decided  to 
go  together. 

It  was  with  more  or  less  fear  and  trem- 
bling that  we  entered  the  place,  but  we 
pushed  our  way  in,  going  from  one  rather 
dark  room  to  another.  I  cannot  describe 
the  awful  wickedness  that  was  going  on — 
the  drinking,  cursing,  blaspheming  and 
every  kind  of  evil.  Finally  we  saw  the 
man.  He  was  the  giant  I  had  seen  in  my 
prayer.  He  came  towards  us,  cursing  ter- 
ribly, and  told  us  to  leave  at  once  or  be 
killed.  By  this  time  we  were  on  our  knees 
before  him  praying.  All  the  time  I  was 
remembering  that  this  was  my  mission. 
I  was  to  pray  and  say  nothing  to  him. 
While  I  was  praying  the  cursing  became 
less  violent;  and  when  we  had  finished 
and  opened  our  eyes  the  man  was  gone. 
We  walked  out  unharmed. 

Some  time  after  this  episode  I  went  to 
Chicago  and  did  rescue  work  in  the  slums. 
Two  years  later  I  returned  to  New 
England.  On  my  arrival  I  heard  the  won- 
derful news  that  the  wicked  giant  had  a 
short  time  before  been  converted.  He  had 
turned  his  place  of  sin  and  shame  into  a 
house  of  prayer.  A  gospel  meeting  was  to 
be  conducted  in  his  house  that  evening, 
and  I  was  asked  to  lead  that  meeting.  I 
could  scarcely  wait  until  the  time  for 
service.  A  different  ride  out  there  was 
this  one  from  that  of  two  years  before. 
Oh,  what  a  change  had  been  wrought. 
Surely  prayer  changes  things.  My  feelings 
cannot  be  described.  It  was  God  who  had 
wrought.  No  more  drinking  or  cursing; 
no  vile  pictures  on  the  walls,  but  now 
scripture  mottoes.  A  Bible  was  on  the 
center  table.  We  sang  "There  Is  a  Foun- 
tain Filled  With  Blood"  and  it  seemed 
that  the  angels  came  down  to  sing  with 
us.  After  the  message  was  delivered,  testi- 
monies were  given.  I  can  never  forget 
the  testimony  of  the  converted  giant.  He 
said,  among  other  things,  that  he  could 
never  forget  the  prayer  of  two  years  be- 
fore; and  though  he  tried  to  forget  it, 
God  showed  him  hell  and  flames  of  fire. 
It  was  two  o'clock  in  the  morning.  All 
alone  in  his  room  he  had  cried  out,  "God, 


be  merciful  to  me  a  sinner."  There  God 
heard  his  cry.  He  was  saved.  He  ran 
downstairs  and  made  a  cleanup  of  the 
place.  Whiskey  bottles  were  smashed.  Beer 
barrels  were  emptied  into  the  gutter.  It 
was  said  that  the  beer  and  whiskey  ran 
down  the  street  gutters  like  rain. 

Later  this  man  was  filled  with  the  Holy 
Ghost.  His  heart  was  cleansed  by  the 
sanctifying  flame.  I  heard  him  on  the 
platform  of  a  camp  meeting  in  New 
England  testify  to  the  saving  and  sancti- 
fying power  of  God.  A  few  years  later 
he  swept  through  the  gates  of  pearl 
washed  in  Jesus'  blood.  Prayer  changes 
things. — Christian   Witness. 

IF  TWO  OF  YOU 

Rev.  Homer  F.  Yale 

Jonathan  said  to  his  armor-bearer, 
"There  is  no  restraint  to  the  Lord  to  save 
by  many  or  by  few."  The  two  of  them 
started  a  movement  that  led  to  the  dis- 
comfiture of  a  whole  army.  Finney  tells 
of  a  blacksmith  who  was  so  wrought  up 
over  conditions  in  his  community  that 
he  locked  the  shop  door  and  spent  the 
afternoon  in  prayer.  A  great  revival 
started  the  very  next  Sunday,  and  people 
dated  their  deep  conviction  of  sin  from 
the  very  hour  the  old  man  was  praying  in 
his  shop. 

When  Finney  was  conducting  a  revival 
in  a  certain  place,  a  young  woman  came 
from  a  neighboring  town  and  asked  him 
to  go  there  and  preach.  "Her  utterance 
was  choked  with  deep  feeling."  Mr.  Fin- 
ney told  her  he  did  not  see  how  he  could 
go,  but  he  looked  up  the  place  and  found 
that  it  was  a  moral  waste,  cursed  by  a 
minister  who  had  changed  to  infidelity. 
The  young  woman  came  the  next  Sunday, 
and  "appeared  greatly  affected;  too  much 
so  to  converse,  for  she  could  not  control 
her  feeling."  The  evangelist  consented  to 
go  the  next  Sunday  evening,  and  after 
his  arrival  at  her  home  he  heard  her  pray- 
ing in  a  room  above.  He  remained  in  the 
home  overnight,  and  heard  her  praying 
and  weeping  nearly  all  night.  She  pleaded 
with  him  to  come  again,  and  "at  the  third 
service  the  Spirit  of  God  was  poured  out 
on  the  congregation."  A  spirit  of  prayer 
came  powerfully  upon  Mr.  Finney,  as  it 
had  upon  this  young  woman.  The  spirit 
of  prayer  spread,  and  the  revival  that  fol- 
lowed was  so  powerful  that  "nearly  all 
the  principal  inhabitants  of  the  town 
were  gathered  into  the  church,  and  the 
town  was  morally  renovated."  This 
great  spiritual  movement  was  started  by 
the  young  woman's  prayers. 

Where  can  we  find  anyone  interested 
enough  to  pray  like  that  today?  Finney 
was  noted  for  his  wonderful  life  of 
prayer,  and  for  his  dependence  on  the 
leading  of  the  Holy  Spirit.  Cannot  we 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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Contributions  by  Young  Writers 


To  the  Young  People 

Mrs.   George  W.   Ayers 


Eccles.  12:1,  "Remember  now  thy 
Creator  in  the  days  of  thy  youth,  while 
the  evil  days  come  not,  nor  the  years  draw 
nigh,  when  thou  shalt  say,  I  have  no 
pleasure  in  them." 

Eccles.  11:9,  10,  "Rejoice,  O  young 
man,  in  thy  youth;  and  let  thy  heart 
cheer  thee  in  the  days  of  thy  youth,  and 
walk  in  the  ways  of  thine  heart,  and  in 
the  sight  of  thine  eyes:  but  know  thou, 
that  for  all  these  things  God  will  bring 
thee  into  judgment.  Therefore  remove 
sorrow  from  thy  heart,  and  put  away  evil 
from  thy  flesh:  for  childhood  and  youth 
are  vanity." 

We  can  clearly  see  that  these  scripture 
verses  have  reference  to  young  people  and 
are  trying  to  teach  them  how  to  walk. 
Then  we  say  in  our  minds,  "This  is  a  new 
year,  I'll  just  turn  over  a  new  page  and 
start  all  over  again."  Why  not  say,  "I'll 
let  God  forgive  and  forget  all  my  sins 
and  start  all  over  again.  I'll  let  Him  make 
a  real  man  or  woman  out  of  me"? 

The  Bible  says,  "Remember  now  thy 
Creator  in  the  days  of  thy  youth,"  it 
didn't  say  remember  tomorrow,  next 
week,  next  month  or  next  year.  It  means 
now  while  we  are  young  and  useful.  God 
does  save  some  old  men  and  women  on 
their  deathbeds,  but  why  cheat  Him  that 
way  by  waiting  until  you  are  ready  to  die 
and  offer  Him  a  feeble  old  body  that  you 
and  the  devil  have  worn  out  and  expect 
Him  to  get  glory  out  of  your  few  re- 
maining hours  on  earth?  Give  Him  your 
heart  and  life  while  you  are  young  and 
work  for  Him.  Show  the  world  that  you 
are  grateful  to  God  for  giving  you  the 
gift  of  eternal  life.  Live  in  such  a  way 
that  the  worldly  young  people  with  whom 
you  come  in  contact  will  say,  "I'd  like 
to  be  a  Christian  if  I  could  be  as  happy 
and  good  as  so  and  so." 

The  next  verse  says,  "Rejoice,  O  young 
man  .  .  .  and  let  thy  heart  cheer  thee  .  .  . 
but  know  thou,  that  for  all  these  things 
God    will   bring   thee   into   judgment." 

It  means  be  glad  you  are  young,  but 
be  careful  that  you  do  not  sow  any  wild 
oats,  for  God  will  bring  them  out  on  the 
judgment  day.  My  parents  used  to  say, 
Be  sure  your  sins  will  find  you  out,  if 
not  down  here,  then  up  there  in  judgment. 
That  surely  is  true  and  you  have  all  heard, 
"That  whatsoever  a  man  soweth  that  shall 
he  also  reap." 

You  have  heard  daddy  and  mother  say, 
"Son,  don't  do  this  or  that,"  but  if  you'll 
turn  to  Jesus  and  give  your  heart  and  life 
to  Him,  He'll  say  for  you  to  obey  your 
parents. 

Remember  now  thy  Creator  while  you 


are  young  and  able  to  work  for  God  and 
win  other  young  people  to  Him. — Coral 
Ridge,  Ky. 


Behold,  Now  Is  the  Accepted  Time 

Sylvia  Donmoyer 

We  read  in  2  Cor.  6:2b,  "Behold,  now 
is  the  accepted  time;  behold,  now  is  the 
day  of  salvation."  We  know  that  now  is 
the  time  when  the  Spirit-filled  people  need 
to  work  and  pray  as  never  before;  for 
now  is  the  day  of  salvation  and  what  we 
do  must  be  done  quickly,  for  the  night 
cometh  when  no  man  can  work.  Behold, 
now  is  the  accepted  time,  tomorrow  may 
be  too  late.  We  see  the  signs  appearing 
on  every  hand  and  the  coming  of  the 
Lord  so  near.  We  need  to  get  under  the 
burden  to  deliver  souls  from  a  burning 
hell.  Who  else  will  do  it  if  we  don't?  The 
sinner  can't  take  the  gospel  and  convince 
men  and  women  to  turn  from  sin  unto 
righteousness  because  they  are  living  in 
sin  themselves.  It  takes  a  man  or  woman 
that  has  this  experience  of  salvation  with- 
in his  soul;  one  who  is  really  born  again. 
John  3:3,  "Jesus  answered  and  said  unto 
him.  Verily,  verily,  I  say  unto  thee,  Ex- 
cept a  man  be  born  again,  he  cannot  see 
the  kingdom  of  God." 

Can  we  get  a  glimpse  of  Jesus  hanging 
on  the  cross,  the  blood  running  down? 
He  suffered  there  in  agony  untold.  While 
we  were  yet  sinners,  Christ  died  for  us. 
He  said,  "Father,  I'll  go."  Would  we  be 
willing  to  say,  "Father,  I'll  go  and  tell 
the  lost  and  dying  about  Jesus"  or  will 
we  shrink  back  while  others  are  crying 
for  someone  to  come  and  tell  them  the 
story  of  the  cross?  Oh!  will  we  arise  and 
awake  to  the  fact  that  now  is  the  time, 
or  will  we  slumber  on  in  our  same  old 
way  and  later  awake  to  the  fact  that 
Jesus  is  coming  and  we  are  also  lost? 
What  are  we  doing  about  the  souls  that 
are  dying  and  going  to  hell?  Are  we  warn- 
ing them  to  prepare  to  meet  God? 

You  may  say,  I  am  saved,  sanctified 
and  baptized  with  the  Holy  Ghost  and 
fire,  but  this  is  not  all,  we  must  go  and 
tell   others    about   it. 

I  read  a  tract  one  time  of  a  man  who 
was  very  wicked.  He  hated  everything 
good  and  loved  everything  bad.  There 
was  an  elderly  man  and  his  wife  who 
lived  a  few  miles  away.  One  night  the 
old  man  had  a  dream.  He  dreamed  that 
he  died  and  was  carried  by  the  angels  to 
heaven.  Everyone  welcomed  him  home.  He 
found  his  children  and  many  acquaint- 
ances, also  the  mother  of  this  wicked 
man.  Soon  another  entered  heaven  and 
it  was  his  wife.  They  were  enjoying  the 
blessings  of  heaven  when  he  began  to 
look   for   the  man  mentioned  above.  He 


searched  heaven  for  him  and  finally  asked 
Jesus  about  him.  Jesus  said  he  had  not 
come  because  no  one  had  ever  asked  him. 
Then  the  old  man  awoke.  He  called  for 
his  wife  to  hurriedly  prepare  breakfast 
as  he  had  to  go  to  town  at  once.  His  wife 
was  puzzled  for  her  husband  was  not 
physically  able  to  walk  to  town.  He  then 
told  her  his  dream. 

It  wasn't  long  until  he  was  on  his  way 
to  tell  the  man  to  prepare  to  go  to  heav- 
en, and  he  told  his  dream  in  the  most 
forcible   way  possible. 

The  younger  man,  who  was  a  black- 
smith, didn't  take  much  heed  until  every- 
thing in  his  shop  seemed  to  go  wrong. 
Finally  he  went  to  his  house  and  told 
his  wife  about  it  and  they  two  began  to 
call  on  God,  and  the  man  was  saved. 

Let  us  not  delay  in  telling  the  good 
news,  even  to  the  most  wicked  men. 
Whosoever  calleth  upon  the  name  of  the 
Lord  shall  be  saved.  If  we  tell  them  about 
it,  they  can't  point  their  finger  at  us  in 
the  day  of  judgment  and  say,  "You  never 
told  me." 

The  only  way  to  be  saved  is  to  confess 
and  repent  of  your  sins,  accept  Jesus  as 
your  Savior  and  turn  your  back  on  sin 
and  Satan.  Let  us  all  do  our  part  and  go 
over  the  top  for  Jesus  and  win  many 
souls.  The  harvest  truly  is  ripe  but  the 
laborers  are  few.  "Choose  ye  this  day 
whom  you  will  serve."  Where  will  you 
spend  eternity,  heaven  or  hell? 

You  may  say,  We  won't  know  until 
we  die.  But  you  will,  for  the  Bible  says: 
"My  spirit  will  bear  witness  with  your 
spirit  that  you  are  the  sons  of  God." 

The  Tools  Quarreled 

Violetie  M.  Olson 

The  carpenter's  tools  had  a  conference. 
Brother  Hammer  was  in  the  chair.  The 
meeting  had  informed  him  that  he  must 
leave  because  he  was  too  noisy,  but  he 
said,  "If  I  am  to  leave  the  carpenter's 
shop,  Brother  Gimlet  must  go  too;  he  is 
such  an  insignificant  thing  that  he  makes 
very   little   impression." 

Little  Brother  Gimlet  said,  "All  right, 
but  Brother  Screw  must  go  also.  You  have 
to  turn  him  around  again  and  again  to 
get  him  anywhere!" 

Brother  Screw  said,  "If  you  wish,  I  will 
go,  but  Brother  Plane  must  leave  also.  All 
his  work  is  on  the  surface.  There  is  no 
depth  to  it!" 

To  this  Brother  Plane  replied,  "Well, 
Brother  Rule  will  also  have  to  withdraw 
if  I  do,  for  he  is  always  measuring  folks, 
as  though  he  were  the  only  one  who  is 
right." 

Brother  Rule  then  complained  against 
Brother  Sandpaper  and  said,  "I  don't  care, 
he  is  rougher  than  he  ought  to  be,  and 
is  always  rubbing  people  up  the  wrong 
way." 

In  the  midst  of  those  speeches  the 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Class  Evangelism 

(Continued  from  page  15) 
experiences  to  stand  in   the   face  of   the 
world  and  say  no.     I  Lke  to  let   people 
know  that  Christ  in  my  life  means  more 
than  all  the  pleasures  of  the  world. 

Mrs.  H.:  There  are  two  different  kinds 
of  Christians  in  the  world.  Let  me  tell 
you  about  them.  Some  think  to  stand  for 
Christ  means  to  always  be  preaching  to 
people  and  telling  them  what  they  should 
do  and  condemning  them  and  criticizing 
them  for  partaking  of  worldly  things. 
The  other  kind  lives  so  beautifully  that 
they  don't  even  have  to  speak.  Their  lives 
preach  the  sermon.  Their  lives  bring 
condemnation  to  those  who  are  unsaved. 
Of  course,  there  may  be  times  when 
words  are  needed  if  God  gives  them  to 
you,  but  words  spoken  in  your  own 
strength  does  more  harm  than  good.  So, 
Martha  dear,  just  go  on  rejoicing  in  Him 
and  letting  your  light  shine.  God  is  look- 
ing for  young  people  who  can  stand  the 
test.  Those  who  cannot  stand  in  high 
school  and  college  are  not  the  kind  God 
is  looking  for  to  carry  His  gospel  into  all 
the  world. 

Uncle  Sam  is  now  calling  out  young 
men  to  prepare  for  battle.  He  will  not  ac- 
cept just  any  one  but  He  is  looking  for 
the  best.  So  God  is  looking  for  strong, 
courageous  young  people  to  fight  for 
Him.  The  young  men  who  go  forth  for 
our  country  must  have  courage  to  face 
the  cannon  and  die  if  needs  be.  Then  why 
should  soldiers  of  the  cross  be  less  willing 
to  fis^ht  for  the  greatest  cause  in  all  the 
world? 

I'm  thinking  perhaps  since  I  have  been 
so  ill  that  we  should  not  hold  our  meet- 
ing so  long  tonight.  Keep  your  questions 
over  till  next  time  and  pray  that  we'll  all 
be  well  for  our  next  meeting.  Let  us  sing 
a  verse  of  our  good  old  son?: 

"Jesus,  keep  me  near  the  cross! 

There  a  precious  fountain; 

Free  to  all  a  healing  stream, 

Flowed  from  Calv'ry's  mountain." 
Now  let  us  have  the  Mizpah  benedic- 
tion, "The  Lord  watch  between  me  and 
thee,  when  we  are  absent  one  from  an- 
other," Gen.   31:49. 

Exchange  Page 

(Continued  from  page  13) 
who  will  be  one  year  old  December  24, 
became  very  ill  with  an  abscess  in  her  left 
ear.  For  days  she  lay  in  her  crib,  hot  with 
fever,  and  so  quiet  that  it  was  frighten- 
ing. Sometimes  I  felt  I  couldn't  stand 
the  mental  strain  and  fear  any  longer  and 
the  words  of  my  own  poem  kept  ringing 
in  my  ears,  bringing  comfort  and  con- 
solation. 

The  Lord  has  restored  her  to  health 
again,  so  I'm  sending  this  poem,  hoping 
it  may  bring  comfort  to  someone  else  in 
a  troubled  hour. 

Good-bye  and  I  hope  to  see  you  at  the 


Assembly  next  year.  May  God  continue 
to  bless  you. — Evelyn  (Scogin)  Robert- 
son. 

Press  on 

Evelyn    (Scogin)    Robertson 
Have  you  come  into  the  valley  of  deep 

trouble  and  despair? 
Is   the  mountain   top   behind  you — is  it 

hard  to  breathe  a  prayer} 
Has  some  darkening  cloud  of  sorroto  hid 

the  Savior's  face  from  view? 
Press  on — just  a  little  farther — Christ  is 

u>atching  over  you. 

He  knows  your  heart  is  breaking  from  the 

pain  it  has  to  bear, 
He  has   borne  it  all   before  you — every 

sorrow  He  will  share; 
Never  waver — only  trust  Him — He  will 

shoiv  you  what  to  do. 


Press  on — just  a  little  farther — Christ  is 
watching  over  you. 

Washington,  D.  C. 

February  Prize 

MRS.  OLLIE  HILL 
Riverside,  Ga.,  is  the  happy  winner  of 
the  cash   prize  of    $5.00   for   selling   the 
most  papers  and  having  the  money  in  on 
time. 

Honor  Roll 

Harry  Henderson,  Lindale,  Ga. 
T.  J.  Collins,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 
Olen  Peele,  Dillon,  S.  C. 
Henry  Sellers,  Chattanooga,  Tenn. 
Lois   Goff,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 
Mrs.  H.  S.  Norris,  Thomaston,  Ga. 

We  must  do  what  we  do  as  we  go,  as 
time  will  not  permit  us  to  stop  on  our 
march  to  eternity. 


lESUCHADNEZZAR  AT  THE  ZENITH  OF 
HIS  GLORY,  SUDDENLY  LOST  WlS  REASON. 
H£    WAS   DRIVEN  FROM    HIS   KINGDOM, 
3ECAME    HAIRY     DWELT  WITH  BEASTS 

ANO  LIVED  ON  <>kASS  FOR  SEVEN 

(Past.  4:29-37) 
__H£  WAS  DIVINELY   WARNE[ 
3EFORE  HAND. 

(  'J)xk  .4:5-/6.24-26,  33-34  U 


Ahals  Ironic  Cbnduct 

^Davids  triumphal  entry  into 
jerusalem  with  the  ark  of 
the  lord,  possibly  kept  saul's 
posterity  (through  david1  from 

continuing  on  the  throne. 
for  her  mockery  she  was 

cursed  with  barrenness  — 

hence  no  children. 

(S &m.&--/6-23) 

<3H£   was  Saul's  daughter 

AND  PAVID-S     FIRST  WIFE. 
(J Saw..  14  49)   (J Sam.  I820-2&) 


LEADING-    RELIG-IOUS  PARTY  OF  JEWRY 

IN   NEW    TESTAMENT   TIMES  (Mai+.na), 

WAS  NOT  IN    EXI5TENCE    DURING" 
THE    OLD  TESTAMENT    PERIOD  — 

IT  SPRANG-  FROM  THE  ^CMASID/M* 
A  MOVEMENT  WHICH  ORIGINATED 
AFTER   THE   BABVLONIAN  CAPTIVITY. 
(fief.   "ASSIDFANS"  Stand". Amr. Inc.) 
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The  Usher  of  the  Church 

Rev.  E.  L.  Henderson 
It  is  my  experience  with  churches  that 
they  pay  less  attention  to  the  selection 
and  preparation  and  work  of  the  usher 
than  any  other  worker  in  the  church.  Yet, 
this  position  in  the  church  is  one  of  the 
most  important  places  to  fill.  This  office 
should  be  magnified  more  than  it  is  at 
present.  It  is  a  fine  service  rendered  to 
the  Master  and  the  church. 

The  Selection  of  Ushers 
The  usher's  position  is  a  responsible  one, 
for  he  holds  within  himself  the  power  to 
add  to  or  detract  from  the  atmosphere 
of  a  church  service.  He  can  make,  or  lose, 
many  friends  for  the  church  by  his  use 
of,  or  lack  of,  tact  and  judgment.  He 
should  not  act  as  though  he  were  afraid  to 
meet  strangers  at  the  door.  He  should  not 
be  a  grouchy  person.  He  should  present  a 
neat  personal  appearance.  He  should  be 
able  to  take  second  place  to  the  pastor  in 
meeting  the  people.  It  is  a  mistake  to  elect 
a  person  to  be  usher  just  because  he  is 
not  fitted  for  any  other  place  in  the 
church.  Pick  your  best  men  for  this  place, 
for  they  are  going  to  make  the  first  im- 
pression on  strangers  who  come  to  your 
church. 

The  Usher  in  Action 
When  an  usher  meets  the  guests  at  the 
door  he  should  look  them  squarely  in  the 
face  for  two  reasons:  first,  that  he  may 
impress  them  with  the  sincerity  of  his 
welcome;  second,  that  he  may  remember 
their  faces  so  that  he  can  recognize  them 
when  they  come  again.  He  should  never 
point  them  to  a  seat  instead  of  escorting 
them  to  a  seat.  He  should  do  them  the 
courtesy  of  asking  them  where  they 
would  prefer  to  sit.  He  should  never  place 
old  people,  who  do  not  hear  readily,  in 
the  back  of  the  church.  He  should  never 


place  a  lady  with  small  children  about 
midway  of  a  long  pew,  and  then  about 
half  the  way  of  service  some  of  the  chil- 
dren have  to  be  taken  out  of  church  and 
the  mother  or  father  have  to  disturb 
preacher  and  people  pulling  the  children 
out  of  the  jam  of  the  pew.  To  serve 
strangers  best  the  usher  should  have  a 
small  table  at  the  door  with  song  books 
and  give  the  strangers  a  book  as  they 
come  into  the  church,  opened  at  the  num- 
ber the  congregation  is  singing  at  the 
time.  If  one  is  late  he  should  not  direct 
him  all  the  way  down  the  aisle  to  the 
front  seat  and  thus  embarrass  him,  unless 
he  especially  requests  the  front  seat.  He 
should  not  seat  people  while  special  songs 
are  being  sung,  prayer  is  being  offered, 
or  the  scripture  lesson  is  read.  Ushers 
should  find  a  seat  at  preaching  time  near 
the  place  where  they  meet  the  people  and 
sit  there  to  meet  late  comers.  All  ushers 
should  be  at  the  church  at  least  thirty 
minutes  before  the  service  in  which  they 
are  to  usher  begins.  They  should  feel 
this  a  solemn  obligation. 

Their  Organization 

There  should  be  a  head  usher  from 
whom  all  other  ushers  take  their  orders. 
The  church  should  designate  who  this  will 
be  at  the  time  of  election,  or  the  ushers 
should  get  together  as  soon  as  elected  and 
elect  some  one  of  their  number  head 
usher.  The  head  usher  should  designate 
at  least  a  week  before,  just  what  service 
each  usher  is  to  serve  in.  He  should  have 
a  meeting  with  the  force  of  ushers  at 
least  monthly  and  discuss  their  problems, 
and  find  better  ways  to  serve  the  people. 
They  Should  Cooperate  With  the  Pastor 

They  should  have  conferences  with  the 
pastor  and  have  an  understanding  about 
the  service.  The  auditorium  doors  should 
be  closed  at  a  certain  stage  of  the  service 


to  keep  quiet  and  reverence  in  the  church. 
There  are  many  other  things  that  the  pas- 
tor will  suggest  to  them  for  the  better- 
ment of  the  service.  Never  consider  this 
a  light  matter.  The  pastor  my  wish  to 
put  cards  in  your  hands  for  you  to  give  to 
strangers  at  the  door  and  ask  them  to 
put  their  name  and  address  on  the  card 
and  leave  it  on  the  pew.  This  will  greatly 
assist  the  pastor  in  following  up  the 
strangers  that  come  to  his  church.  If  he 
does  not  have  time  to  visit  them  each 
week  after  they  leave  their  address  he 
can  write  to  them  and  thus  keep  in  touch 
with  them  until  he  can  contact  them  in 
their  homes.  If  the  pastor  asks  for  a  lifted 
hand  of  those  who  need  spiritual  help, 
the  ushers  should  get  their  name  and  ad- 
dress and  give  this  to  the  pastor  so  he  can 
contact  them  and  seek  to  help  them. 

Yes,  Mr.  Usher,  you  can  do  almost  as 
much  for  the  church  in  your  field  of 
labor  as  the  class  leaders  do  in  their  field 
of  labor.  Wake  up,  those  of  you  that  are 
asleep,  and  see  how  much  you  can  do 
for  your  church  and  pastor  this  year. — 
Wesleyan  Methodist. 

A  Message  from  the  Pastor 

When  tempted  to  stay  away  from 
church  in  summer,  answer  with  a  decisive 
"No."  Say  "No"  for  three  reasons. 

The  first  reason  is:  If  everybody  did 
that,  there  would  be  no  one  at  church 
but  the  preacher,  and  you  can't  have  a 
very  inspiring  service  with  just  the 
preacher. 

The  second  reason:  It  is  an  act  of  dis- 
loyalty. When  you  united  with  the  church 
you  promised  to  be  faithful  and  loyal 
to  the  services,  not  only  in  winter,  not 
only  on  rainy  Sundays,  but  throughout 
the  church  year.  But  someone  may  say, 
"I  am  there  in  spirit."  Still  the  preacher 
does  not  like  to  preach  to  spirits.  It  is 
hard  to  work  up  a  lot  of  enthusiasm  over 
spirits.  He  likes  to  see  men  and  women 
of  flesh  and  blood,  young  men  and  young 
women,  boys  and  girls,  whole  families 
before  him  in  the  pews.  That  is  what 
inspires  him  and  helps  him  in  the  service. 

The  third  reason:  You  are  starving  your 
soul  and  dwarfing  your  higher  life.  Man 
does  not  live  by  bread  alone.  Bread  is  very 
necessary,  but  it  does  not  satisfy  the  soul. 
Man  does  not  live  alone  by  breathing  in 
pure,  sunshiny  air  of  outdoor  life.  The 
soul  requires  an  atmosphere;  it  must 
breathe  or  die.  Consequently,  feed  your 
souls  at  the  church  services.  Taste  and 
see  that  the  Lord  is  good.  Satisfy  your 
deeper  longings  with  the  fatness  of  God's 
house.  Let's  make  every  Sunday  a  Go-to- 
Church   Sunday. 

A   Big   Man   Needed 

A  Western  rancher  had  asked  the  dis- 
trict superintendent  that  a  pastor  be  as- 
signed to  this  community. 

(Continued  on  page  25) 
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Bible  Training  School 


The  Desirable  and  Acceptable 
Sacrifice 

Ruby  Thompson 

"The  sacrifices  of  God  are  a  broken 
spirit:  a  broken  and  a  contrite  heart,  O 
God,  thou  wilt  not  despise,"  Psa.   51:17. 

Sacrifices,  bloody  and  unbloody,  have 
been  common  since  the  inauguration  of 
the  plan  of  redemption.  God  required 
these  sacrificial  offerings  as  a  token  of 
man's  acknowledgment  of  his  dependence 
on  the  Divine.  However,  as  years  elapsed 
before  the  incarnation  of  Christ,  these 
sacrifices  became  more  and  more  formal. 
Consequently,  God  was  not  well  pleased 
for  He  desired  not  lip  service  and  a  "far- 
off"  heart,  but  real  devotion  and  fellow- 
ship with  man.  That  redemptive  plan, 
fulfilled  in  Christ  which  provided  free 
pardon  for  all  mankind,  did  not  dispense 
our  duty  to  sacrifice;  it  limited  our 
most  reasonable  sacrifice  to  the  offering 
of  our  entire  life  if  we  would  prove  God's 
greatest  blessings.  Thus,  the  day  of  sacri- 
fice is  not  over.  To  many  individuals  the 
word  "sacrifice"  suggests  pain:  the  lover 
of  money  is  pained  at  the  thought  of 
parting  with  a  few  pieces  of  silver;  the 
lover  of  pleasure  is  pained  at  the  thought 
of  forfeiting  a  few  hours  of  fleshly  in- 
dulgence; the  lover  of  self  (proud)  is 
exceedingly  agitated  at  the  thought  of 
losing  his  reputable  position  in  the  eyes 
of  man.  Yet,  did  not  Jesus  say,  "Whoso- 
ever he  be  of  you  that  forsaketh  not  all 
that  he  hath,  he  cannot  be  my  disciple"? 
God  calls  us  to  part  with  all  those  things 
that  are  competitors  and  rivals  with 
Christ  for  sovereignty  of  the  heart. 

In  Gen.  22  we  read  the  familiar  ac- 
count of  Abraham  being  tempted  of  God 
to  take  his  only  son  Isaac,  whom  he  loved, 
and  offer  him  as  a  burnt  offering.  Abra- 
ham didn't  know  the  reason  why  God 
made  a  request  that  even  seemed  contrary 
to  His  own  laws  concerning  the  taking 
of  life,  nor  why  God  wanted  Isaac,  the 
child  of  promise,  in  the  very  prime  of 
youth.  "Abraham  arose  up  early  in  the 
morning"  signifying  immediate  obedience; 
he  conferred  not  with  wife,  nor  friends, 
nor  servants,  but  made  all  things  ready 
and  set  out  to  meet  God  at  the  appointed 
place.  What  a  beautiful  act  of  sacrifice! 
In  addition  to  the  sorrow  of  losing  his 
dearest  treasure,  he  knew  that  his  return 
without  Isaac  would  bring  everlasting 
shame  and  reproach.  A  predicament?  No, 
God  was  trying  Abraham  and  from 
previous  tests  he  had  learned  to  put  his 
complete  trust  in  God;  he  had  learned 
that  obedience  brought  Divine  approval 
on  his  life.  I  believe  Abraham  had  really 
rejoiced    in    the    Lord,    don't    you?    The 


critical  moment  came  as  Abraham  lifted 
the  knife  to  slay  his  son.  Hark,  the  voice 
of  an  angel  from  heaven — Isaac  was  re- 
leased, another  sacrifice  had  been  provid- 
ed in  the  thicket.  The  desirable  and  ac- 
ceptable sacrifice  was  not  in  the  blood  of 
Isaac,  but  in  the  yielded  manner  in  which 
he  had  been  given. 

Since  it  is  the  natural  desire  of  every 
Christian  to  grow  into  the  "stature  and 
fullness  of  Christ"  we  ought  to  pay  ear- 
nest heed  to  the  unique  plan  of  Divine 
prescription.  If  there  is  a  rival  for  the 
throne  of  our  heart,  we  may  liken  that 
affection  to  the  wood,  the  thing  itself 
to  Isaac,  and  our  willingness  to  give  it  up 
is  the  spirit  that  kindles  the  fire;  then 
let  it  burn  to  ashes.  God  has  provided 
something  much  more  precious  than  gold 
in  the  "trial  of  your  faith."  "Isaac"  is 
not  always  restored,  but  the  sacrifice  will 
prove  the  acceptable  will  of  God  for  you. 
John  said,  "Every  branch  that  beareth 
fruit,  he  purgeth  (sets  free  from  impuri- 
ties) it  that  it  may  bring  forth  more 
fruit."  Therefore,  one  of  the  natural  con- 
sequences of  Christian  growth  is  the 
endurance  of  trials  that  lead  us  on  more 
frequent  trips  to  the  throne  of  Grace. 
Let's  be  willing  to  endure  and  thank  God 
that  He's  giving  us  something  that  will 
make  us  grow  strong  in  Him. 

Helpful  Scriptures 

Psalm  37:3,  "Trust  in  the  Lord,  and  do 
good;  so  shalt  thou  dwell  in  the  land, 
and  verily  thou  shalt  be  fed." 

God  will  solve  our  financial  problems, 
if  we  put  our  trust  in  Him.  Last  fall 
when  I  did  not  know  how  I  was  going 
to  get  to  come  to  Bible  School,  and  it 
looked  as  if  the  enemy  tried  to  hinder, 
this  scripture  was  a  great  help  to  me. 
There  is  no  need  to  worry  about  finance 
or  about  going  hungry  so  long  as  we  put 
our  trust  in  the  Lord. — H.  M.  Hunt. 

Isa.  26:3,  4,  "Thou  wilt  keep  him  in 
perfect  peace,  whose  mind  is  stayed  on 
thee:  because  he  trusteth  in  thee.  Trust 
ye  in  the  Lord  forever:  for  in  the  Lord 
JEHOVAH    is    everlasting    strength." 

Thank  the  Lord  for  that  deep-settled 
peace  that  abides  in  our  souls  when  we 
put  our  trust  in  Him.  We  can  have  peace 
in  our  souls  and  have  peace  with  our 
fellow  men  if  we  put  our  trust  in  the 
Lord.  Trust  is  an  anchor  to  the  soul.  If 
we  put  our  trust  in  Him,  we  will  not  be 
tossed  about  with  every  wind  of  doctrine. 
— H.  M.  Hunt. 

John  3:16,  "For  God  so  loved  the 
world,  that  he  gave  his  only  begotten 
Son,    that    whosoever    believeth    in    him 


should   not    perish,   but   have   everlasting 
life." 

This  verse  means  much  to  me  because 
it  gave  me  eternal  life  which  means  ever- 
lasting. He  loved  me  so  much  He  gave 
His  Son  for  me,  and  for  whosoever  be- 
lieveth. I  hope  by  putting  in  this  verse 
it  will  give  someone  else  everlasting  life. — 
Mary  Jane  Dickson. 

Dear  Lighted  Pathway  Readers: 

Regardless  of  the  chilly  winds  from 
the  snow-capped  Smokies,  there  is  an  add- 
ed warmth  of  God's  love  in  our  hearts 
as  we  begin  to  enumerate  the  providential 
favors  extended  to  us  in  B.T.S.  this  past 
year. 

Certainly  we  have  found  "The  secret 
place  of  the  Most  High,"  for  daily  we 
feel  His  protection  as  we  "abide  under 
the  shadow  of  the  Almighty."  Nowhere 
have  I  been  that  the  Lord  seemed  to  dwell 
so  continuously  as  in  B.T.S.  Many  times 
our  hearts  are  so  overwhelmed  with  His 
goodness,  as  we  pray  at  the  beginning 
of  each  period,  that  we  are  made  to  sit 
together  in  heavenly  places  the  entire  day. 

Numbers,  who  have  been  undecided 
as  to  what  the  Lord  would  have  them 
do,  have  found  this  an  ideal  place  to  get 
alone  with  God  and  allow  Him  to  speak 
to  them. 

We  were  made  to  appreciate  the  spirit- 
ual environment  here  more  than  ever  be- 
fore as  we  returned  from  the  various 
states  after  the  Christmas  holidays.  Un- 
fortunately, some  of  the  students  have 
unsaved  homes,  others  came  in  contact 
with  sin  in  some  manner,  but  all  found 
it  good  to  be  back  within  the  walls  of 
protection. 

The  world  today  is  in  turmoil,  the 
European  countries  are  waged  in  war,  en- 
during untold  pain  and  woe  and  at  last 
death  in  torn  villages.  Our  own  country 
is  being  fortified  in  behalf  of  national 
defence.  While  the  world  is  being  ade- 
quately equipped  to  face  its  enemy  I  feel 
that  I  can  speak  the  dominant  aim  of 
almost  three  hundred  vigorous  young 
men  and  women  by  saying,  "Our  spirit- 
ual zeal  and  enthusiasm  is  intensified  to 
fortify  the  ranks  of  the  great  Church  of 
God  by  better  equipping  ourselves  for  the 
Army  of  all  armies."  —  Emma  Adkins, 
B.  T.  S.  student. 

Important  Facts 

According  to  modern  psychologists, 
heredity  must  become  less  and  less  im- 
portant as  the  effects  of  environment 
accumulate.  Both  heredity  and  environ- 
ment are  important;  but  heredity  merely 
sets  the  limits  within  which  an  individual 
may  develop,  while  environment  deter- 
mines how  far  the  individual  may  develop 
within  these  limits.  Thousands  of  years 
ago  the  Psalmist  David,  though  not  ac- 
cepted by  the  world  as  a  psychologist, 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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The  Joyousness  of  Spring 

Bessie  Hanvey 
The  earth   robed     in     new   garments  of 

spring, 
Is  filled  with  such  glorious  lovely  things. 
All  nature  throbbing  in  joyous  sounds, 
Where  serene  content  and  peace  abounds. 

Gently  the  earth  is  refreshed  with  show- 
ers of  rain, 

And  budded  trees  a-blossoming, 

Their  branches  swayed  by  a  fragrant 
breeze 

Swift  leaping  squirrels;  the  humming  of 
bees. 

Birds   chirping   their   songs   of   ecstasy 
Among  the  frail  blossoms  of  May; 
Violets    blooming    in    cool,    shaded    nooks 
Along  moist  banks  of  gurgling  brooks. 

Children,  rejoice  that  spring  gives  new 
birth 

To  a  green-robed,  flower-decked,  sun- 
filled  earth. 

Gay  laughter  echoing  through  dale  and 
glen, 

The  brook  is  sun-warmed  for  wading 
again! 

Did  you  ever  spend  an  enchanted  hour  on 

a  Spring  day, 
And  convene  with  nature  in  an  intimate 

way? 
The  soul   is   lifted   like   a   bright-winged 

bird, 
New  dreams  and  hopes  in  the  breast  are 

stirred. 

Magic   loveliness,   God  created  to  inspire 

in  youth 
Sweet  dreams  of  romance,  love  and  truth, 
I'm     thankful     these     growing,     singing 

things 
That  spring  in  its  regeneration  brings! 

Oh,  strive  to  capture  some  of  the  joyous- 
ness of  spring 

And  be  an  inspiring,  lovely,  singing  being. 

Let  the  heart  abound  with  love,  faith  and 
happiness, 

Man  regenerated  is  God  expressed. 

The  Wind  and  I 

By  Nina  Fcrgusson 
I  called   to  a   spring  wind,   rustling  by, 

"Please  stop  awhile  and  play!" 
"I'd  like  it,"  he  said,  "but  oh  my,  my! 

I've  too  much  to  do  today!" 

"There's  a  lazy  violet  near  your  gate 
Whose  petals  I  must  unfold: 

There's  a  tardy  crocus  lingering  late 
I'm  afraid  I  shall  have  to  scold! 

"There   are   daffodils   hiding   away   from 


showers 
In    the   shelter  of   silky   hoods; 
There  arc  trilliums,  and  dainty  windflow- 

ers 
Beneath  the  dead  leaves  in  the  woods. 

"There's  a  sulky  girl  and  a  quarrelsome 
boy 
On  a  playground  not  far  away; 
I   must   tickle   them   both   so   they'll  not 
annoy 
Their  teacher  the  rest  of  the  day." 

"But  dear  little  breeze,"  I  asked,  "where 
will 

You  rest  when  your  work  is  done? 
You  surely  will  not  be  toiling  still 

After  the  set  of  sun! 

"'Neath  a  bit  of  bark  or  grass,  will  you 
share 
The  home  of  a  friendly  elf?" 
He  laughed,  and  said,  as  he  tousled  my 
hair, 
"I'd   tell,   but  I  don't  know  myself!" 

A  Welcome  for  Spring 

We  thank  our  heavenly  Father, 
As  He  brings  the  lovely  spring, 

We're  glad  to  bid  it  welcome, 
And  see  it  once  again. 

He   sends   the   lovely   sunshine, 

He  sends  the  grasses  green, 
He  paints  the  skies  a  glowing  blue 

All  earth  looks  like  a  queen. 

The  violet   and   the  buttercup, 

And  flowers  big  and  small, 
Are   springing   up   now  everywhere, 

As  they  hear  His  tender  call. 

The   gentle  rains   fall   lightly, 
The  warm  winds  softly  blow, 

The  earth  wakes  up  and  hearkens, 
And  all  things  start  to  grow. 

The  farmer  with  a  thankful  heart 

Goes  out  to  plant  his  seed, 
Praying   for  a  harvest  great, 

His  hungry  ones  to  feed. 

The  city  folk  shed  gloom  and  wrap, 

They've  had  the  winter  through, 

Hurrying    through  the    sunshine, 

With  health  and  life  anew. 

But  most  of  all,  the  children 

Are  happy,  glad,  and  gay 
To  welcome  the  sweet  springtime, 

That  they've  longed  for  many  a  day. 

So  let's  send  up  a  chorus  of  praises, 
To  our  heavenly  Father  above, 

To  thank  Him  for  the  springtime, 
That  He  sends  us  in  His  love. 

— Evelyn  Phillips,  Vine  Grove,  Ky. 


How  Comes  the  Spring? 

Who  can  tell  how  the  spring  comes, 

When  the  branches  of  brown  turn  red; 
When   the  bluebird  and  robin  fly  north- 
ward; 

When   the  brook   bursts  its  icy   bed; 
When  the  earth  after  sleeping  all  winter, 

Is  breathing  the  perfume  of  life, 
And  the  heart-throbs  of  Nature  quicken, 

Like  the  pulses  of  heroes  in  strife? 

Who  can  tell  how  spring  comes, 

When  the  winds  forget  to  moan, 
And  steal  gently  through  the  valley 

With    an   idle    monotone; 
When  snows  melt  in  tears  for  winter; 

When  soft  grows  the  blue  of  the  skies, 
And  over   the   marshy  meadows 

The  mists  of  evening  arise? 

Who  can   tell  how  spring  comes, 

Like  the  olive-bearing  dove, 
With   its  melody  of   gladness, 

With  its  harmony  of  love? 
Who  can  tell?  Ask  not  the  question; 

But,  if  yesterday  were  drear, 
Be   thankful    for   a   blessing, 

And  say,  "The  spring  is  here." 

— Selected 

When~Li7e7s  O'er 

Margaret  Pitts 
Some  day  when  life  on  earth  is  done 
And  I   face  the  setting  sun, 
I  want  to  feel  in  my  heart 
A  readiness  from  this  world  to  part. 

I  want  to  walk  the  streets  of  gold, 
I  want   to  join   the  hundredfold; 
I  want  to  see  my  Savior  dear, 
To  Him  I  always  want  to  be  near. 

I  want  my  record  to  be  clear 
When   to    judgment   I   stand   near; 
I  want  to  hear  my  Savior  tell 
That  on  earth  I've  served  Him  well. 

And   all   these  wishes  we  can   fulfill 

If  we  serve  Him  well  until 

This  life  on   earth   is  done 

And  the  race  for  Him  we've  run. 

Out  In  the  Fields  With  God 

Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning 
The  little  cares  that  fretted  me, 

I  lost  them  yesterday, 
Among  the  fields,  above  the  sea, 

Among   the   winds   at    play; 
Among  the  lowing  of  the  herds, 

The  rustling  of  the  trees; 
Among  the  singing  of  the  birds, 

The  humming  of  the  bees. 

The  foolish  fears  of  what  may  happen, 

I  cast  them  all  away 
Among   the   clover-scented    grass, 

Among  the  new-mown  hay; 
Among  the  rustling  of  the  corn, 

Where  drowsy  poppies  nod, 
Where    ill    thoughts    die    and    good    are 
born — 

Out  in  the  fields  with  God. 

— The  Young  People's  Society 
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PROGRAM  OUTLINE 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo 
merits  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from     being     tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
•cripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  .o  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let   us   bear   this   in    mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son   Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
unless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
It  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians who  can  always  be  depended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
they  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come   to   the   altar   of   prayer   and    accept   Christ. 

**************************** 

Topic:   Religious  Education 

Ottis  Hewett 

Learn  to  do  well;  seek  judgment,  relieve 
the  oppressed,  judge  the  fatherless,  plead 
for  the  widows.  Isa.  1:17. 

Leading  Thought 

Suppose  we  take  the  first  phrase  of 
this  verse  for  our  subject  and  notice  it 
word  by  word.  "Learn  to  do  well."  In 
this  phrase  is  the  aim  of  the  entire  pro- 
gram of  the  Church.  Every  Christian  is 
striving  every  day  to  do  better  and  scat- 
ter more  sunshine.  Learning,  doing,  and 
good  are  the  words. 

Learn,  2  Tim.  2:\j 

Man  is  the  instrument  through  which 
God  works.  How  can  we  be  useful  and 
worthy  tools  in  the  hand  of  God  if  we 
know  nothing  of  His  great  plan  of  sal- 
vation? The  possibility  for  advancement 
is  unbounded.  Our  call  to  advance  is  im- 
perative. Paul  says  "study"  if  we  expect 
to  stand  approved  before  God.  A  young 
convert  is  like  a  newborn  babe,  desiring 
the  sincere  milk  of  the  word  that  he 
might  grow  thereby.  1  Peter  2:2.  As  we 
drink  this  "milk  of  the  word"  we  grow, 
develop,  and  become  able  to  stand — not 
slammed  about  by  every  whim  and  ism 
that  blows  our  way,  but  we  are  able  to 
be  unmoveable  in  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
our  Savior.  We  nibble  again  and  become 
able  to  walk  around,  doing  good  unto 
others  with  whom  we  come  in  contact. 


Then  it  is  that  we  must  consult  this 
"fountain  of  knowledge"  to  be  able  to 
impart  something  of  value.  The  well-read, 
well-prayed  person  always  has  a  plan  for 
advancement  and  doing  good.  "Mark  the 
perfect  man,  and  behold  the  upright:  for 
the  end  of  that  man  is  peace,"  Psa.  37:37. 
Never  set  your  goal  only  as  high  as  some 
outcast  in  your  community  but  mark  the 
perfect  man  and  pattern  your  life  after 
him.  Remember  that  it  was  Dr.  Shurman, 
president  of  Cornell  University,  that  said, 
"No  man  can  be  called  an  uneducated 
man  who  knows  his  Bible,  and  no  man 
can  be  called  an  educated  man  who  does 
not   know   his   Bible." 

Do,   James    1:22 

Doing  is  the  termination  of  education. 
What  are  we  learning  for  if  it  is  not  to 
do  good?  The  person  who  is  always  learn- 
ing and  never  doing  is  just  a  satire  on 
the  true  purpose  of  study.  The  test  of 
an  education  is  in  the  doing.  Many 
churches  have  died  because  of  lack  of  ac- 
tion. If  you  want  something  done  quick- 
ly and  accurately,  take  it  to  the  busy 
person.  I  know  of  people  who  get  their 
greatest  blessing  out  of  working  for  the 
Lord.  If  they  did  not  have  some  position 
and  some  part  to  play  in  the  services, 
they  were  lost  and  felt  out  of  place.  They 
did  not  want  the  job  or  position  but  just 
wanted  to  work.  As  General  Booth  said, 
"For  God's  sake,  do  something."  Do 
something  to  bring  some  soul  to  Christ. 
No  greater  joy  will  you  ever  know  than 
that  of  being  instrumental  in  bringing 
some  soul  to  Jesus.  Begin  on  a  small  scale. 
Do  not  despise  small  beginnings.  The 
greatest  minister  and  worker  were  at  one 
time  mere  beginners.  You  will  feel  awk- 
ward and  self-conscious  in  your  first  ef- 
forts to  do  something  for  Jesus;  some- 
times you  may  feel  that  what  little  you 
can  do  will  not  be  missed  if  left  undone. 
But  such  is  not  the  case.  If  you  expect  to 
become  established  in  the  grace  of  God, 
become  strong,  and  please  God,  you  must 
be  a  worker;  and  to  be  a  worker  you 
must  begin  to  work.  We  have  the  same 
and  even  greater  advantages  than  our 
predecessors,  so  let's  get   to  work. 

Good,  Gal.  6:10 
The  glory  of  education  is  its  contribu- 
tion to  God's  kingdom.  The  first  and 
second  speakers  impressed  us  to  "learn 
to  do."  Learn  to  do  what?  Learn  to  do 
good.  Learn  to  be  a  blessing.  You  remem- 
ber God  said  to  Abraham,  "Get  thee  out 
of  thy  country  .  .  .  and  I  will  bless  thee, 
and  make  thy  name  great;  and  thou  shalt 
be  a  blessing,"  Gen.  12:1,  2.  God  was 
going  to  bless  him  and  in  consequence 
of  that  blessing  upon  him,  he  was  to  be 
a  blessing  to  others.  This  has  always  been 


God's  plan — first  to  bless  some  soul  that 
came  out  from  the  world  and  then  to 
make  that  soul  a  blessing  to  others.  God 
does  not  save  us  just  to  keep  us  from 
sin  and  hell  and  give  us  a  happy  time 
(He  gives  this  indeed),  but  to  make  us 
a  blessing  to  others.  This  truth  must  be- 
come thoroughly  grounded  in  your  mind 
and  soul,  young  convert,  if  you  would 
be  a  real  Bible  Christian.  Scatter  sunshine. 
Always  overflow  with  zest  and  zeal  so 
that  others  may  catch  the  sparkle  and 
tingle  that  you  possess.  There  are  a  multi- 
tude of  ways  in  which  the  new  convert 
can  be  a  blessing.  Most  of  you  are  mem- 
bers of  a  family,  you  are  a  father,  mother, 
son,  daughter,  brother,  or  sister.  The  hap- 
piness of  your  relatives  is  largely  in  your 
keeping.  You  can  be  cheerful  around  the 
house,  you  can  do  your  work  cheerfully, 
singing  a  song  while  you  do  that  piece 
of  work  which  you  ordinarily  do  not 
like  to  do.  You  can  be  patient,  having  a 
kind  regard  for  the  weaknesses  of  the 
other  members  of  the  family,  overlooking 
their  failures  and  making  the  best  of 
the  matter.  You  can  help  lift  a  burden 
now  and  then  and  make  yourself  as  use- 
ful as  possible.  Such  little  things  have  a 
wonderful  influence  and  are  too  often 
forgotten,  while  the  young  Christian 
dreams  of  doing  some  great  thing.  Culti- 
vate a  cheerful,  sunshiny  disposition  and 
make  an  effort  to  speak  kindly  and  cheer- 
fully to  all  you  meet.  These  are  simple 
things,  but  they  are  fundamental  things, 
very  essential  to  Christian  character. 
Christian  work  is  a  protection  against 
temptation.  An  idle  Christian  is  a  par- 
ticular mark  for  the  devil  to  shoot  at. 
Ask  God  to  give  you  something  to  do. 
Learn  to  do  something  good  every  day, 
and  do  it. 

Topic:  Be  Still  and  Know 

Mrs.  Violet  Busser 
Leader's  Thoughts 

Scripture:  "Be  still  and  know  that  I 
am   God,"  Psa.  46:10. 

There  is  only  one  way  to  know  God, 
that  is,  "Be  still  and  know."  As  the  soul 
that  waits  upon  God  and  for  the  heart 
that  will  cease  from  itself,  enters  into 
prayer  and  hushes  every  other  sound,  we 
can  hear  His  still,  small  voice.  Even  as 
the  great  storm  arose  on  the  sea  and  the 
waves  beat  high,  the  Master  arose,  re- 
buked the  wind,  and  said  unto  the  sea, 
"Peace,  be  still."  The  wind  ceased  and 
there  was  a  great  calm.  We,  too,  can  feel 
the  quietness  and  peace  hover  over  our 
souls;  if  we  listen  we  can  hear,  if  we 
look  we  can  see  the  radiant  face  of  our 
Master.  And  when  we  hear  His  voice  and 
see  His  face,  new  life  comes  back  to  us 
as  life  comes  back  to  withered  blooms 
that  drink  the  summer  rain. 

In  Horror  of  Darkness  ("Be  still  and 
know") 

"Lo,   a   horror  of   great   darkness   fell 
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upon  him,"  Gen.    15:12. 

Abram  fell  into  a  deep  sleep  and  in  that 
sleep  his  soul  was  oppressed  with  a  dread- 
ful darkness.  When  sorrow  presses  down 
upon  the  soul,  takes  away  the  peaceful 
rest,  launching  it  on  a  sea  unlit  by  a  ray 
of  hope,  that  is  the  time  the  Lord  wants 
us  to  "be  still  and  know." 

It  was  then  that  the  Lord  showed 
Abram  in  a  vision  that  He  would  deliver 
his  people  and  bring  them  forth  with  a 
great  substance,  that  He  would  bless 
Abram  with  a  ripe  old  age  and  he  would 
go  to  his  fathers  in  peace. 

Christ  Himself  passed  through  the 
horror  of  darkness  of  Calvary,  with  the 
cry  of  forsakenness,  but  He  was  still  and 
learned  the  purpose  and  will  of  God.  He 
came  forth  victorious.  By  this  we  are 
redeemed  and  have  life.  If  we  keep  still 
as  we  go  through  the  valley,  we  will 
come  forth  on  the  mountain  top.  After 
the  storm  comes  the  rainbow,  and  after 
the  crushing  down  of  the  soul,  disquiet- 
ness  and  unrest  comes  the  calmness  and 
peace  of  God,  if  we  keep  still  and  know 
that  He  is  God.  Let  us  remember  it  takes 
the  storm-clouds  to  form  the  rainbow, 
it  takes  the  night  to  show  the  stars. 

In   Time   of  Chastening    ("Be   still   and 

know") 

Job  5:17;  Heb.   12:7-11 

When  a  child  becomes  disobedient  and 

receives  the  rod,  it's  hard   to  be  still,  it 

hurts.  But  when  it  is  over  the  child  learns 

obedience   and   knows   who   has   the   rule 

over  it.  Children  of  God,  it  seems  hard 

for  a  season  to  endure  the  chastening  of 

the  Lord,  but  when  the  rod  is  lifted  we 

come   forth   with   the   peaceable   fruit   of 

righteousness,    we    learn    obedience    and 

know  that  He  is  God. 

Jonah,  a  prophet  of  God,  learned  obed- 
ience after  the  Lord  chastened  him.  The 
Lord  told  Jonah  to  go  to  Nineveh  and 
cry  against  it  for  their  wickedness.  He 
disobeyed  and  went  to  Tarshish  in  a  ship. 
The  Lord  let  punishment  befall  him.  He 
was  cast  into  the  sea  and  the  Lord  pre- 
pared a  great  fish  that  swallowed  him. 
It  was  in  the  belly  of  the  fish  that  Jonah 
learned  to  "be  still  and  know."  After 
he  was  delivered,  he  was  willing  to  go  to 
Nineveh.  When  chastening  comes,  we 
need  not  question  and  say,  I  cannot  un- 
derstand and  do  not  know  what  this 
means.  Let  us  be  still  and  know  God  has 
a  purpose  in  all  His  holdups. 

"Be  not  impatient,  but  in  stillness  stand, 
Even   when   compassed  'round  on  every 

hand, 
In  ways  thy  spirit  does  not  comprehend, 
God  cannot  clear  thy  way  till  thou  art 

still, 
That  He  may  work  in  thee  His  blessed 

will, 
And  all  thy  heart  and  will  to  Him  do 

bend." 


In   Times  of  Sorrow  and  Distress    ("Be 
still  and  know") 
Psa.    71:20;    120:1 

David,  a  mighty  man  cf  God,  knew 
all  about  trouble  and  distress.  He  did 
not  become  impatient  but  he  waited  on 
God  and  sought  the  Lord  continually. 
He  praised  and  magnified  in  advance. 
This  proved  that  David  had  confidence 
in  the  grace  of  God  that  He  would  de- 
liver him.  In  the  2  3rd  Psalm,  David  said, 
"He  maketh  me  to  lie  down  in  green 
pastures:  He  lcadeth  me  beside  the  still 
waters.    He    restoreth    my    soul." 

Daniel,  the  prophet  of  old,  could  have 
been  in  great  distress  when  he  was  cast 
into  the  lions'  den,  but  he  was  still  for 
he  knew  the  Lord  would  deliver  him. 
"Be  still,  my  soul,  for  so  thy  Lord  com- 
mands: 
E'en  when  thy  way  seems  blocked,  leave 

it  in 
His  wise  hands; 

His  arms  are  mighty  to  divide  the  wave. 
Be  still,  my  soul,  be  still  and  thou  shall 

see 
How  God   can   work   the  impossible  for 

thee, 
For  with    a  great    deliverance    He    doth 

save." 
In  Testing  Times  ("Be  still  and  know") 

Job,  a  prophet  of  old,  knew  all  about 
tests  and  trials.  During  this  test  of  af- 
fliction he  had  many  impatient  com- 
forters, but  amidst  it  all  Job  was  patient. 
He  was  willing  to  be  still  and  know  God. 
"Be  still,  my  soul,  for  just  as  thou  art 

still, 
Can  God  reveal  Himself  to  thee;  until, 
Through  thee  His  love  and  light  and  life 
Can  freely  floiv; 
In  stillness  God  can  work  through  thee 

and  reach 
The  souls  around  thee,  He  then  through 

thee  can  teach 
His   lessons  and  His  power  in  weakness 

show. 

Conclusion 

As  we  go  through  these  dark  places, 
these  trials  and  tests,  let  us  be  patient 
and  wait  upon  God.  He  always  has  a 
purpose  and  will  lead  us  forth  victorious 
if  we  will  be  still  and  know. 
"Be  still,  a  deeper  step  in  faith  and  rest, 
Be  still  and  know,  thy  father  knowelh 

best 
The   way   to  lead  His   children   to   that 

fair   land, 
A  summer  land,  where  quiet  waters  flow; 
Where  longing    souls    are    satisfied  and 

know 
Their  God,  and  praise  for  all  that  He  has 

planned. 

Topic:  The  Fearful 

Mrs.   Howard  Robbins 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Fear  seems  to  be  a  great  weapon  used 

by  the  enemy  to  hinder  those  who  would 

do  good.  He  cannot  talk  to  everyone  alike. 


There  are  people  he  can  tell  there  is  no 
God,  others,  "you  have  plenty  of  time," 
and  to  some,  "your  position  is  too  high." 
But  those  who  do  not  believe  these  lies, 
he  causes  to  fear.  We  find  in  Isa.  41:10, 
"Fear  thou  not;  for  I  am  with  thee:  be 
not  dismayed;  for  I  am  thy  God:  I  will 
strengthen  thee;  yea,  I  will  help  thee; 
yea,  I  will  uphold  thee  with  the  right 
hand  of  my  righteousness." 

I'm  Afraid  I  Cannot  Hold  Out 

Have  you  not  had  someone  tell  you 
when  you  begged  him,  Yes,  I  would  love 
to  be  a  Christian  but  I'm  afraid  I  can't 
hold  out?  To  that  person  Paul  said  in  1 
Cor.  10:13,  "There  hath  no  temptation 
taken  you,  but  such  as  is  common  to 
man:  but  God  is  faithful,  who  will  not 
suffer  you  to  be  tempted  above  that  ye 
are  able;  but  will  with  the  temptation 
also  make  a  way  to  escape,  that  ye  may 
be  able  to  bear  it." 

In  Phil.  1:6  we  find  this  promise: 
"Being  confident  of  this  very  thing,  that 
he  which  hath  begun  a  good  work  in 
you  will  perform  it  until  the  day  of  Jesus 
Christ." 

I'm  Afraid  I  Cannot  Surrender  All 

Some  people  think  they  cannot  sur- 
render the  things  they  hold  dear  to  them. 
Some  prefer  friends,  or  wealth,  or  maybe 
that  sinful  pleasure.  Others  try  to  serve 
God  and  take  that  along  too,  but  in  Matt. 
16;2  5,  26  we  find,  "For  whosoever  will 
lose  his  life  for  my  sake  shall  find  it. 
For  what  is  a  man  profited  if  he  shall 
gain  the  whole  world,  and  lose  his  own 
soul?  or  what  shall  a  man  give  in  ex- 
change for  his  soul?" 

That  alone  should  make  us  glad  to 
surrender  everything.  For  what  are  things 
of  this  world  compared  to  what  God  hath 
in  store  for  those  who  love  and  serve 
Him?  "If  we  suffer  we  shall  also  reign 
with  him:  if  we  deny  him,  he  also  will 
deny  us,"  2  Tim.  2:12. 

J  Am  Afraid  of  Persecution 

Here's  a  class  who  fears  to  speak  the 
name  of  Jesus.  They  never  tell  their  class- 
mates or  those  whom  they  meet  that 
Christ  died  to  save  sinners.  They  fear 
they  will  be  scorned  or  mocked  but  1 
Pet.  2:21  says,  "For  even  hereunto  were 
ye  called:  because  Christ  also  suffered  for 
us,  leaving  us  an  example,  that  ye  should 
follow  his  steps."  1  Pet.  4:16,  "Yet  if 
any  man  suffer  as  a  Christian,  let  him 
not  be  ashamed;  but  let  him  glorify  God 
on  this  behalf." 
I'm  Afraid  Jesus  Will  Not  Receive  Me 

Fear  causes  people  to  think  Jesus  does 
not  love  sinners,  or  that  they  have  been 
too  mean.  They  fear  Christ's  blood  is  not 
sufficient  or  that  He  saves  only  certain 
people.  But  Paul  said  in  Rom.  10:13, 
"Whosoever  shall  call  upon  the  name  of 
the  Lord  shall  be  saved,"  and  "Him  that 
cometh  to  me  I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out." 
Then  to  make  clear,  Christ  still  stands 
waiting    and   longing    to   save    and    bless 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


you.  Rev.  22:17,  "And  the  Spirit  and 
the  bride  say,  Come.  And  let  him  that 
heareth  say,  Come.  And  let  him  that  is 
athirst  come.  And  whosoever  will,  let 
him  take  the  water  of  life  freely." 

Topic:  This  Woy 

Miss  Sarah  Leonard 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

People  find  ways  of  doing  different 
things  in  life,  but  there  is  just  one  way 
that  you  can  go  to  heaven  and  this  is  by 
the  way  of  the  cross.  Some  people  seem  to 
think  that  you  can  get  there  living  any 
old  crooked  life,  but,  thank  God,  you 
have  to  walk  straight.  We  have  to  line  up 
with  Jesus  and  be  humble  to  get  in  this 
way. 

This  Way  Is  a  Despised  Way 

2  Tim.  3:12.  "Yea,  and  all  that  will 
live  godly  in  Christ  Jesus  shall  suffer  per- 
secution." That  is  true.  If  we  live  godly 
in  Christ  we  are  going  to  suffer.  Christ 
had  to  suffer  and  so  do  we.  This  way  is 
dcspitefully  used.  Some  people  might 
come  to  our  homes  or  churches  just  to 
see  if  they  can  find  out  something  wrong 
about  us  and  go  off  and  persecute  us,  so 
we  ought  to  live  godly  and  show  them 
that  this  is  the  right  way. 

Jesus  was  persecuted  and  beat  upon  and 
stood  the  test,  so  why  shouldn't  we  be 
willing  to  walk  after  Him?  Some  people 
are  not  willing  to  stand  the  persecutions 
while  others  are.  You  will  never  get  in 
this  way  until  you  are  willing. 
It  Is  a  Narrow  Way 

Matt.  7:13,  14,  "Enter  ye  in  at  the 
strait  gate:  for  wide  is  the  gate,  and  broad 
is  the  way,  that  leadeth  to  destruction, 
and  many  there  be  which  go  in  thereat: 
Because  strait  is  the  gate,  and  narrow  is 
the  way,  which  leadeth  unto  life,  and  few 
there  be  that  find  it."  The  way  that  leads 
to  destruction  is  the  broad  or  wide  gate. 
The  way  that  leads  to  life  everlasting  is 
strait  and  narrow.  You  can't  live  any  old 
way  and  go  there,  but  you  have  to  take 
this  way,  but  few  are  going  to  find  it. 
It  Is  The  Only  Way 

John  14:6.  "Jesus  saith  unto  him,  I  am 
the  way,  the  truth,  and  the  life:  no  man 
cometh  unto  the  Father,  but  by  me." 
Thieves  and  robbers  try  other  ways,  but 
fail.  We  might  try  other  ways  but  fail 
until  we  come  God's  way.  If  we  had  the 
boldness  that  Peter  and  John  had,  we 
could  declare  the  way  and  maybe  cause 
more  souls  to  come  this  way.  This  is  the 
only  way  we  can  see  the  Lord. 
Conclusion 

Jer.  6:16.  "Thus  saith  the  Lord,  Stand 
ye  in  the  ways,  and  see,  and  ask  for  the 
old  paths,  where  is  the  good  way,  and 
walk  therein,  and  ye  shall  find  rest  for 
your  souls.  But  they  said,  We  will  not 
walk  therein." 

This  is  a  clean  way,  a  holy  way,  a  plain 
way,  a  safe  way,  and  a  joyful  way.  You 
get  joy  out  of  living  this  way.  Jesus  is 


coming  soon  and  let's  stay  in  the  way  and 
be  ready. 

If  Two  of  You 

(Continued  from  page  17) 
learn  a  lesson  from  him,  who  says,  "I  find 
myself  better  or  worse  as  I  pray  more  or 
less"?  Do  we  care  enough  about  others 
to  pray  for  them  in  a  way  which  will 
mean  an  intensity  of  desire  for  them  to 
find  God? 

Jesus  did  not  intimate  that  a  great  host 
is  necessary,  but  "if  two  of  you  shall 
agree  on  earth  as  touching  any  thing  that 
they  shall  ask,  it  shall  be  done  for  them 
of  my  Father  which  is  in  heaven."  In  the 
next  verse  He  says  that  Fie  is  present 
where  there  are  two  or  three  gathered  to- 
gether in  His  name.  Do  we  come  in  His 
name,  with  something  of  His  intensity  of 
passion,  pleading  with  all  our  souls,  all 
our  lives,  for  the  lost?  A  revival  is  sure 
to  come,  if  we  can  get  one  or  two  enough 
in  earnest. 

A  student  in  the  University  of 
Rochester  some  years  ago,  the  son  of  a 
minister,  said  he  had  always  been  able 
to  tell  when  there  was  going  to  be  a  re- 
vival in  the  church,  by  looking  at  the 
knees  of  his  father's  trousers.  Are  we  min- 
isters in  condition  ourselves  to  start  a 
genuine  revival?  Are  we  revealing  to  our 
people  the  power  of  the  Spirit  in  our  own 
lives? — The  Watchman-Examiner. 

The  Tools  Quarreled 

(Continued  from  page  18) 
Carpenter  of  Nazareth  walked  in.  He  had 
come  to  perform  His  day's  work.  He  put 
on  His  apron  and  walked  to  the  bench 
to  make  a  pulpit  from  which  to  preach 
the  gospel  to  the  poor.  He  employed  the 
screw,  the  gimlet,  the  hammer,  the  plane, 
the  rule  and  all  the  tools.  After  the  day's 
work  was  over  and  the  pulpit  was  fin- 
ished there  was  silence  in  the  conference 
for  a  while. 

Then  Brother  Saw  arose  and  said, 
"Brethren,  this  convention  is  altogether 
uncalled  for.  I  perceive  that  all  of  us  are 
laborers  together  with  God  in  construct- 
ing His  holy  temple.  Let  us  evermore  be 
content  to  be  used  by  the  Great  Car- 
penter each  in  his  place  and  capacity." 

After  singing,  "Praise  God  From  Whom 
All  Blessings  Flow,"  they  departed  in 
peace. — Herman,  Minn. 

A  Big  Man  Needed 

(Continued  from  page  20) 
"How  big  a  man  do  you  want?"  the 
church  official  asked. 

"Well,  elder,"  the  wiry  man  of  tan 
replied,  "we're  not  overly  particular,  but 
when  he's  on  his  knees  we'd  like  to  have 
him  reach  to  heaven." — Epworth  Herald. 


Important  Facts 

(Continued  from  page  21) 
gave  this  advice  in  Psa.  1,  "Blessed  is  the 


man  that  walketh  not  in  the  counsel  of 
the  ungodly,  nor  standeth  in  the  way  of 
sinners,  nor  sitteth  in  the  seat  of  the 
scornful."  Regardless  of  the  intensity  and 
beauty  of  one's  vision  of  Christ,  it  can 
easily  be  marred  by  worldliness  and  sin 
unless  one's  environment  is  conducive  to 
Christian   living. 

This  is  why  Bible  School  is  such  a 
wonderful  place.  Nowhere  in  all  the 
world  is  it  easier  to  live  a  Christian  life 
than  here  where  one  is  under  the  guidance 
of  a  Holy-Ghost-filled  faculty.  Their 
patience  in  teaching  us  the  Word  of  truth, 
and  other  important  subjects  essential  to 
our  well  being,  presents  a  vivid  contrast 
to  the  methods  of  most  instructors. 
Neither  do  they  consider  their  duty  ended 
when  classes  are  dismissed.  If  a  student 
is  faced  by  a  perplexing  problem  he  is 
always  given  a  solution  by  the  good  fac- 
ulty. 

Then  too,  the  beneficial  association 
with  the  students  is  unequaled.  Here  many 
boys  and  girls  are  learning  the  value  of 
true  friendship.  It  is  far  different  from 
worldly  associations  because  the  bond  of 
fellowship  is  formed  from  genuine  ap- 
preciation revealed  by  the  great  love  of 
God.  Year  after  year  roommates  become 
inseparable  friends.  It  is  almost  as  pleasant 
as  a  visit  home  to  find  lovely  friends 
waiting  in  the  dormitory  to  share  one's 
sorrows  and  joys  at  the  close  of  the  day. 
Their  encouraging  words  and  sincere 
prayers  afford  strength  and  encourage- 
ment for  the  tomorrow  that  sometimes 
threatens  to  baffle  one. 

Ah!  with  such  an  environment  an  in- 
dividual's development  knows  no  limit! 
As  the  years  come  and  go  the  godly  in- 
fluences that  are  now  moulding  our  lives 
as  we  study  together  here  will  be  a  per- 
petual source  of  elevating  inspiration! — 
Ruth  Waters,  Florida. 

The  Anvil  of  God's  Word 

Last  eve  I  paused  beside  a  blacksmith's 

door, 
And  heard  the  anvil     ring     the  vesper 

chime; 
Then  looking  in,    I  saw  upon    the  floor 
Old  hammers   tvorn   with   beating   years 

of  time. 

"How    many   hammers   have   you   had," 

said  I, 
"To  wear  and  batter  all  these  hammers 

so?" 
"Just   one,"     said     he,     and  then  with 

twinkling  eye, 
"The  anvils  wear  the  hammers  out,  you 

know." 

"And  so,"    I    thought,    "the    Anvil    of 

God's  Word 
For  ages  skeptic  blows  have  beat  upon; 
Yet,   though   the  noise  of  falling  blows 

was  heard, 
The    anvil    is    unharmed,    the    hammers 

gone."  — Anon. 
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Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
hearing  the  greatest  lecturer  in  America 
give  the  finest  address  ever  given. 

"  'Acres  of  Diamonds' — Dr.  Conwell 
raised  $10,000,000  for  his  college  with 
that  one  speech.  There  are  sixteen  thou- 
sand students  who  go  to  college  every 
year  because  of  him. 

"  'Acres  of  Diamonds' — just  as  the 
men  in  far  lands  found  the  jewels  in  the 
beds  of  streams,  so  the  opportunities  for 
service  are  all  around  us.  Look  about  you! 
Don't  say  that  the  waste  of  your  town 
is  so  barren  that  a  dream  only  makes  you 
unhappy.  Dare  to  dream,  to  plan,  to  hope, 
girls.  Only  by  so  doing  will  your  faith 
grow  strong,  so  strong  that  like  the  yeast 
that  makes  the  dough  rise,  it  will  carry 
you  on  wings  to  the  thing  you  want  to 
do. 

"Celia  Caroline  Cole,  in  a  recent  article 
in  The  Pictorial  Review  tells  of  a  little 
boy  who  sailed  a  kite  above  the  tree  tops. 
Pretty  soon  he  couldn't  see  it  at  all.  But 
he  knew  it  was  there  for  he  felt  the  tug 
of  the  string.  'I  can  feel  it  pull!'  he  said. 

"You  can  feel  the  tug  of  your  vision  if 
you  let  it  sail.  It  will  pull  you  with  gold- 
en cords. 

"Trust  God,  girls!  Don't  be  like  a 
woman  whom  I  overheard  the  other  day — 
a  cowardly  woman  who  thought  she  was 
so  brave  and  independent:  'I  don't  rely  on 
God,  on  prayer,  on  anything,'  she  said.  'I 
stand  on  my  feet.  I'm  proud  of  it.' 

"But  she  can  walk  such  a  little  distance 
on  her  own  feet.  She  cannot  sail  away,  up 
and  up  and  up.  And  she  will  stumble  and 
not  find  a  shining  rail  of  faith  ready 
for  her  hand's  clinging. 

"Once  upon  a  time,  on  an  Eastern 
highway,  girls,  a  woman  said:  'If  I  but 
touch  the  hem  of  His  garment,  I  shall  be 
made  whole.'  If  you  but  trust  in  God, 
He  will  graciously  give  you  His  aid." 

NOTICE 

Y.  P.  E.  Superintendents  and 

Gideons 

We  are  usually  puzzled  at  printing 
time  to  know  what  to  say  to  the  printer 
when  he  comes  with  the  question,  "How 
many  papers  shall  we  print  this  month?" 
We  do  not  like  to  have  a  large  number 
left  on  hand,  nor  do  we  like  to  run  short 
of  papers  to  fill  your  orders.  Will  you 
please  cooperate  with  us  in  getting  your 
order  in  as  early  at  the  first  of  the  month, 
as  possible?  That  is,  now  for  April  issue 
try  to  decide  how  many  you  want  and 
send  in  your  order  by  the  first  of  March 
as  the  number  must  be  decided  upon  soon 
after  the  first.  When  it  is  impossible  to 
do  this,  send  in  your  orders  any  time  and 
we  will  fill  them  if  possible.  However,  we 
should  like  your  cooperation  along  this 
line.  Thank  you. — Editor. 


Will  You  Help  Us? 

We  have  in  our  office  a  picture  of  two 
sweet  looking  little  girls  named  Bertha 
and  Martha,  which  is  written  on  the  back 
of  picture.  If  any  information  was  sent 
with  picture  it  has  been  misplaced.  If  you 
know  these  little  girls  by  name,  write  to 


MRS.  FLORA  E.  TRIM 

Last  month  we  had  the  pictures  of  our 
present  missionaries  to  the  Bahamas.  This 
month  we  are  giving  you  the  picture  of 
one  of  our  first  missionaries  to  the  Baha- 
mas, Sister  Flora  E.  Trim.  Sister  Trim  has 
also  been  a  great  friend  to  the  Editor  and 
has  helped  us  many  times  when  we  were 
carrying  a  heavy  load. — Editor. 

LET  THERE  BE  LIGHT7 

I  was  looking  over  the  good  messages 
of  hope  and  good  will  in  my  Evangel, 
which  reached  me  after  Christmas.  I  no- 
ticed most  of  the  messages  were  about 
"Light"  and  heralders  bringing  good  news 
of  great  joy  to  all  people. 

You  remember  it  was  an  angel  who 
brought  this  good  news  of  our  Savior's 
birth,  and  told  about  the  star  which  is  a 
symbol  of  light  to  all  of  God's  people  to- 
day. 

I  began  to  recall  many  things  Jesus  said 
Himself,  after  He  became  a  herald,  telling 
the  good  news  to  all  men  about  salvation. 

I  thought  that  was  a  wonderful  time, 
that  night,  the  first  Christmas  when 
those  humble  men  out  in  the  fields  heard 
the  voice  of  angels  singing  and  telling 
them  a  King  was  being  born.  We  must 
not  let  that  spirit  die.  It  means  more  to  us 
today  than  it  ever  did,  since  we  know  the 
King  is  a  member  of  our  family,  and  His 
blood  that  covers  us  gives  us  as  much  to 
boast  of  as  Mary,  being  of  royal  lineage. 
We  also  are  heirs  of  the  King,  a  near  kins- 
man of  Jesus. 

Do  you  know  just  what  a  herald  is? 

I  thought  once  maybe  it  was  an  angel, 


but  now  I  know  it  is  much  greater  than 
that,  when  thinking  over  how  we  can  all 
have  a  part  in  this  great  plan  of  sending 
light  to  all  the  world  as  God  planned  in 
the  beginning,  when  He  said,  "Let  there 
be  light." 

One  definition  of  herald,  the  one  I  am 
using  now  and  the  one  each  of  you  girls 
and  boys  can  be,  is  one  who  bears  mes- 
sages from  a  Sovereign. 

I  spell  Sovereign  with  a  capital;  it 
means  God's  message  to  all  minkind. 

Evangel  is  another  messenger  of  good 
news,  especially  gospel  news. 

Now  we  have  the  very  best  message  or 
news  in  all  the  world,  I  know  you  all 
agree  with  me.  We  have  the  gospel  in  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  the  Church  of  God 
Evangel.  Surely  we  are  proud  to  be  the 
bearers  of  the  good  tidings  which  shall  go 
to  all  people.  Your  letters  tell  Sister  Har- 
rison how  much  you  appreciate  the  good, 
inspiring  news  of  hope  and  comfort  each 
month.  She  is  a  herald  for  Jesus,  but  Jesus 
was  speaking  to  all  His  children  when  He 
said,  "Ye  are  the  light  of  the  world."  Can 
you  imagine  how  dark  the  world  would 
be  if  there  was  no  "gospel  light,"  no 
Christians  in  it? 

While  wondering  what  we  can  do  this 
year  to  spread  more  light,  this  great  plan 
gripped  my  heart.  Why,  there  is  our  great 
Lighted  Pathway  family,  each  of  them 
can  be  a  "herald"  by  getting  the  news  of 
the  kingdom  to  as  many  people  as  possible 
in  1941.  We  can  start  right  now  by  or- 
dering an  extra  roll  of  Lighted  Pathways. 
Don't  worry  if  you  can't  sell  them  all,  we 
want  to  give  some  away  too. 

Remember  the  more  light  you  send,  the 
less  darkness  there  is.  Thousands  are  just 
waiting  for  the  wonderful  gospel  light  to 
dispel  the  darkness  in  their  own  lives. 

I'm  sure  most  of  you  can  get  a  quarter 
to  buy  Sister  Harrison's  book,  "Mountain 
Peaks  of  Experience."  After  reading  it 
you  can  pass  it  on.  We  can  start  a  circu- 
lating library.  There  are  many  good  books 
costing  only  a  few  cents. 

I  wish  all  of  you  many  blessings  in 
1941  and  success  as  heralds  for  Jesus. — 
Kathryn  Thompson. 

The  Old  Story 

(Continued  from  page  14) 
There  they  found   the  blessed   Savior 
Guided  by  the  brilliant  star. 

How  their  hearts  rejoiced  to  see  Him, 
Lying  there  so  meek  and  mild; 

Just  a  tiny  new-born   infant, 
Jesus  Christ,  the  Virgin's  child. 

Then  they  spread  the  news  to  others 
How  a  new  King  had  been  born, 

Just  a  baby  in  a  stable 

On  this  starry  Christmas  morn. 

Though  that  time  has  passed,  the  story 

Is  so  dear  to  you  and  me, 
How  our  Savior,  called  Immanuel, 

Came  to  die  to  set  us  free. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 
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Almost  Persuaded,   Now  to  Believe 

Philip  Bliss,  183  8-1876 
In  the  year  A.  D.  62  a  certain  Roman 
citizen  was  cast  into  prison  because  of 
a  multitude  of  accusations  against  him. 
At  his  hearing  before  Festus  he  appealed 
to  Caesar  for  justice,  and  was  held  for 
trial  at  Rome.  Shortly  afterward  he  was 
asked  to  state  his  defense  before  King 
Agrippa  and  Bernice,  who  were  then  vis- 
iting Festus.  That  defense,  uttered  by 
Paul — for  he  was  the  accused  prisoner — 
is  found  in  the  twenty-sixth  chapter  of 
the  Acts  of  the  Apostles,  and  is  one  of 
the  greatest  addresses  to  be  found  in  the 
Holy  Scriptures.  At  the  conclusion  King 
Agrippa  said  to  Paul:  "Almost  thou  per- 
suadest  me  to  be  a  Christian,"  to  which 
Paul  replied,  "I  would  to  God  that  not 
only  thou,  but  also  all  that  hear  me  this 
day,  were  both  almost  and  altogether 
such  as  I  am,  except   these  bonds." 

A  clergyman  by  the  name  of  Brundage 
was  once  preaching  upon  this  subject  and 
concluded  his  sermon  with  these  solemn 
words: 

"He  who  is  almost  persuaded  is  almost 
saved,  but  to  be  almost  saved  is  to  be 
entirely  lost."  Philip  Bliss  was  present 
and  was  so  deeply  impressed  by  these 
words  that  he  wrote  one  of  his  most  help- 
ful hymns,  based  on  the  phrase,  "almost 
persuaded,"  as  a  direct  result  of  this  ser- 
mon. During  the  Moody  revivals  many 
souls,  almost  persuaded,  were  helped  by 
the  appeal  of  this  hymn  to  decide  for 
Christ   before  it   was   too  late. 

0  Love,  That  Wilt  Not  Let  Me  Go 

George  Mathesou,  1842-1906 
Dr.  George  Matheson  was  one  of  the 
most  beloved  clergymen  in  the  Church  of 
Scotland.  His  writings  were  numerous 
and  of  a  high  order.  But  the  marvel  of 
it  all  is  that  he  was  able  to  accomplish 
so  much  without  his  sight;  for  from  the 
age  of  fifteen  he  was  totally  blind.  His 
hymn,  beginning,  "O  Love,  that  wilt  not 
let  me  go,"  was  sung  out  of  his  blindness 
and  gives  evidence  of  the  courage  with 
which  he  bore  his  great  affliction. 

His  own  story  of  how  he  came  to  write 
the  hymn  is  well-worth  quoting:  "My 
hymn  was  composed  in  the  manse  of  In- 
nellan  on  the  evening  of  June   6,   1882. 

1  was  at  the  time  alone.  It  was  the  day 
of  my  sister's  marriage,  and  the  rest  of 
the  family  were  staying  overnight  in 
Glasgow.  Something  had  happened  to  me, 
which  was  known  only  to  myself;  and 
which  caused  the  most  severe  mental 
suffering.  It  was  the  quickest  bit  of  work 
I  ever  did  in  my  life.  I  had  the  impression 


rather  of  having  it  dictated  to  me  by 
some  inward  voice  than  of  working  it  out 
myself." 

William  T.  Stead  quotes  this  letter 
from  a  correspondent:  "At  a  time  of 
great  spiritual  darkness,  when  God,  Christ, 
and  heaven  seemed  to  have  gone  out  of 
my  life,  ...  I  heard  this  hymn  sung  in  a 
little  country  chapel.  The  first  two  lines 
haunted  me  for  weeks,  and  at  last  brought 
light  and  comfort  to  my  dark  soul." 

God  Be  With  You  Till  We  Meet 
Again 

Jeremiah  Eamcs  Rankin,   1828-1904 

Doctor  Rankin,  a  native  of  New 
Hampshire  and  a  graduate  of  Middlebury 
College,  for  many  years  held  the  pastor- 
ates successively  of  several  prominent 
Congregational  churches  in  New  England 
and  Washington,  D.  C,  until  1889,  when 
he  became  president  of  Howard  Univer- 
sity. 

While  pastor  of  a  Congregational 
church  in  Washington,  D.  C,  he  became 
so  impressed  with  the  etymology  of  the 
farewell  greeting,  "Good-bye,"  which 
really  means  "God  be  with  you,"  that  he 
determined  that  a  hymn  should  be 
wrought  out  of  this  beautiful  idea.  So 
he  came  to  write,  "God  Be  With  You  Till 
We  Meet  Again." 

When  he  had  written  the  first  stanza 
he  sent  it  to  two  different  composers, 
one  quite  famous,  the  other  little  known, 
each  of  whom  wrote  a  tune  for  it.  He 
chose  the  tune  of  the  latter,  W.  G.  Tom- 
er, who  was  then  teaching  school  in 
Washington.  Doctor  Rankin  submitted  it 
to  his  organist,  J.  W.  Bishoff,  a  musical 
editor,  and  Bishoff  approved  of  it,  making 
certain  changes  in  it.  In  the  words  of 
the  author:  "It  was  sung  for  the  first 
time  one  evening  in  the  First  Congrega- 
tional Church,  in  Washington,  of  which 
I  was  then  the  pastor  and  Mr.  Bishoff 
the  organist.  I  attributed  its  popularity 
in  no  little  part  to  the  music  to  which 
it  was  set.  It  was  a  wedding  of  words 
and  music." 

God  Himself  alone  knows  how  many, 
many  times  this  hymn  has  been  sung  in 
parting  by  friends  who  have  never  again 
met  upon  this  earth.  But  no  happier  fare- 
well can  be  uttered  by  Christians  than 
the  simple  wish,  "God  be  with  you  till 
we  meet  again." 

Sun  of  My  Soul,  Thou  Savior  Dear 

John  Keble,  1792-1866 

One  of  the  literary  landmarks  of  the 

early  nineteenth  century,  in  sacred  poetry, 

at  least,     was  The  Christian  Year,     the 

work   of   the   Rev.    John   Keble.   A   high 


churchman  of  the  Church  of  England, 
he  was  one  of  the  founders  of  the  Trac- 
tarian  Movement,  which  aimed  at  produc- 
ing a  higher  spiritual  condition  within 
the  church.  At  one  time  he  was  professor 
of  poetry  in   Oxford  University. 

From  his  Christian  Year  was  taken  our 
hymn,  "Sun  of  My  Soul,  Thou  Savior 
Dear,"  which  was  part  of  a  long  hymn 
entitled   "Evening." 

In  Famous  Hymns  of  the  World,  Allan 
Sutherland  tells  this  story  of  Keble's 
hymn.  "In  a  wild  night  a  gallant  ship 
went  to  her  doom.  A  few  women  and 
children  were  placed  in  a  boat,  without 
oars  or  sails,  and  drifted  away  at  the 
mercy  of  the  waves.  Earlier  in  the  eve- 
ning, before  the  darkness  had  quite  settled 
down,  brave  men  on  the  shore  had  seen 
the  peril  of  the  vessel  and  had  put  out 
in  the  face  of  the  tempest,  hoping  to  save 
human  life,  but  even  the  ship  could  not 
be  found.  After  a  fruitless  search,  they 
were  about  returning  to  the  shore,  when 
out  on  the  water,  and  above  the  wail  of 
the  storm,  they  heard  a  woman's  clear 
voice  singing: 

'Sun  of  my  soul,  Thou  Savior  dear, 

If  is  not  night,  if  Thou  be  near.' 
The  work  of  rescue  was  quickly  accom- 
plished. But  for  the  singing,  in  all  proba- 
bility, this  boatload  of  lives  would  have 
drifted  beyond  human  help  or  been  dashed 
to  pieces  before  morning." 

Peace,  Perfect  Peace 

Bishop  Edward  Henry  Bickcrstaff,  182  5- 
1906 

Ten  years  before  Doctor  Bickersteth 
was  made  Bishop  of  Exeter  he  was  spend- 
ing the  summer  of  1875  at  Harrogate, 
in  a  house  loaned  to  him  by  the  Vicar 
of  Casterton.  His  son  states  that  one 
August  Sunday  morning  he  heard  Canon 
Gibbon,  who  was  then  vicar  of  Harro- 
gate, preach  from  the  text,  "Thou  wilt 
keep  him  in  perfect  peace,  whose  mind 
is  stayed  on  thee."  An  allusion  was  made 
in  the  sermon  to  the  original  Hebrew 
words  of  the  text,  which  were,  "Peace, 
peace,"  once  repeated:  the  1611  trans- 
lation happily  rendered  these  words,  "Per- 
fect peace."  This  fired  Doctor  Bicker- 
steth's  imagination  and  set  him  to  think- 
ing upon  this  subject. 

That  afternoon  he  called  on  Arch- 
deacon Hill,  of  Liverpool,  who  was  ap- 
proaching death,  and  he  found  the  Arch- 
deacon troubled  in  mind.  Eager  to  share 
his  thoughts  upon  peace  with  the  dying 
saint,  and  believing  he  could  best  give 
to  him  real  comfort  in  the  form  of  verse, 
he  took  up  a  sheet  of  paper  and  wrote 
this  hymn  exactly  as  it  is  used  today,  and 
then  read  it  to  him. 

The   hymn    with    its    questions,      each 
expressive     of  some  one     of  life's  diffi- 
culties, and  its  answers,  each  coupling  the 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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ARE  YOU  QUALIFIED? 

J.  Lloyd  Jess 

Mary  Morrison  came  to  the  super- 
intendent with  tears  in  her  eyes.  "I  sim- 
ply cannot  teach  that  class  another  Sun- 
day. They  won't  listen  to  me  when  I  am 
teaching.   I   can't   keep   order." 

The  superintendent  invited  her  to  be 
seated  and  asked,  "Did  you  have  your 
lesson  well  prepared?" 

"No,"  she  replied,  wiping  the  tears 
from  her  eyes.  "I  was  out  late  last  night." 

"Are  you  often  unprepared?" 

"Well,  I  must  admit  I  don't  spend 
much  time  studying  the  lesson.  I  didn't 
think  it  required  much  preparedness  to 
teach  a  class  of  junior  boys." 

"I  find  it  requires  twice  as  much  time 
preparing  to  teach  juniors  as  it  does  to 
teach  adults,"  the  superintendent  replied. 
Then  he  asked,  "Do  you  spend  much 
time  preparing  yourself  spiritually  before 
teaching  the  lesson?  Do  you  pray,  ask- 
ing God  to  help  you  in  your  teaching  so 
that  your  pupils  may  receive  inspiration 
and  help?" 

"No,  I  am  afraid  I  haven't  done  that." 
Mary    looked    a    little    ashamed. 

"Have  you  read  the  book  on  teacher 
training  I  gave  you  some  weeks  ago?" 
the   superintendent   asked. 

"No,"  Mary  answered.  "I  haven't  read 
it." 

"Mary,"  the  superintendent  smiled  at 
her,  "don't  you  think  it  may  be  your 
fault  that  you  have  not  been  able  to 
interest  the  boys  in  the  lesson?  You  have 
gone  before  them  without  preparation. 
You  have  put  neither  thought  nor  prayer 
into  your  teaching.  Is  it  any  wonder  the 
boys  are  restless,  and  you  have  difficulty 
in   maintaining   order?" 

Mary  did  not  answer  for  a  few  mo- 
ments. Then  she  looked  up  and  smiled. 
"I  guess  I  haven't  been  doing  the  fair 
thing  with  them.  I'll  take  them  for  an- 
other Sunday,  and  this  time  I  will  prepare 
myself    both    mentally    and    spiritually." 

Many  teachers  make  the  mistake  Mary 
made.  They  think  it  is  a  small  matter 
to  teach  a  Sunday  School  class  and  put 
in  little  time  preparing.  Then  they  won- 
der why  their  pupils  are  not  interested. 
A  teacher  who  goes  before  his  class  having 
put  little  thought  on  the  lesson,  and  who 
has  not  prepared  himself  by  meditation 
and  prayer,  can  hardly  wonder  if  his 
class  is  not  attentive. 

In  Sunday  School  teaching  the  subject 
matter  taught  is  religious.  The  goal  of 
Sunday  School  teaching,  however,  is  not 
just  the  imparting  of  religious  knowledge. 
It    is    to    bring    the    pupil    into    personal 


relationship  with  Jesus  Christ,  leading  to 
a  committal  of  life  to  Him,  and  de- 
veloping in  Christian  life  and  character. 
With  such  an  aim,  then,  the  qualifica- 
tions of  a  Sunday  School  teacher  must  be 
threefold:  spiritual,  intellectual,  and  tech- 
nical. 

Spiritual  qualifications.  A  Sunday 
School  teacher  should  know  religion  in 
personal  experience.  The  teacher  who  can 
impart  religious  information,  but  who 
cannot  impart  the  sense  of  being  truly 
religious,  is  not  a  good  teacher.  He  may 
teach  the  Bible  and  the  doctrines  of  the 
church;  but  if  he  does  not  live  Chris- 
tianity in  his  daily  life,  if  he  does  not 
spread  by  the  contagion  of  his  spirit  a 
sense  of  true  religion,  the  pupils  can 
hardly  be  expected   to  catch  it. 

A  teacher  can  spoil  all  his  teaching  by 
his  attitude.  An  unkind  word,  a  bit  of 
sarcasm,  can  spoil  completely  all  the  rest 
of  his  teaching. 

One  cannot  stress  this  spiritual  quali- 
fication too  much.  It  is  the  great  essential. 
There  is  a  great  need  for  Bible  reading, 
seeking  to  absorb  the  spirit  of  the  Bible, 
a  need  for  prayer  and  meditation.  No 
matter  how  good  a  teacher  may  be  in 
teaching  methods,  no  matter  the  intel- 
lectual knowledge,  these  do  not  avail  if 
the  teacher  does  not  possess  the  Christian 
spirit. 

If  you  are  teaching  and  do  not  have 
a  fellowship  with  Jesus  Christ  which  has 
led  to  a  committal  of  your  life  to  Him, 
a  kindly  Christian  spirit,  then  I  pray  you 
to  get  it.  You  owe  this  not  only  to 
yourself  but   to  your  pupils. 

The  teacher  should  spend  some  minutes 
in  quiet  prayer  before  teaching.  Such 
prayer  provides  the  proper  attitude  and 
spirit  for  teaching — a  spiritual  prepara- 
tion. The  lesson  should  be  gone  through 
prayerfully.  How  many  of  us  do  it? 

Intellectual  qualifications.  One  of  the 
very  essential  parts  of  Sunday  School 
teaching  is  lesson  preparation.  This  can- 
not be  emphasized  too  strongly.  It  is  no 
compliment  to  appear  before  a  class  un- 
prepared. The  teacher  who  respects  his 
pupils  will  think  enough  of  them  to  make 
adequate  preparation.  They  deserve  the 
teacher's  best. 

Draw  up  an  outline.  Have  your  ques- 
tions and  illustrations  thought  out.  Be 
ready  for  any  emergency.  Do  not  be 
taken  unawares. 

My  own  experience  is,  that  when  I 
went  to  the  class  unprepared,  the  pupils 
were  apt  to  be  restless.  But  when  I  went 
with  notes  and  questions  well  thought 
out,  I  had  no  difficulty  in  getting  and 


holding  their  attention.  If  your  class  is 
not  as  attentive  as  you  would  like,  ask 
yourself  if  it  is  not  your  fault  in  that 
you  have  not  put  enough  time  and 
thought   on    the   lesson. 

Another  intellectual  qualification  is  a 
good  and  working  knowledge  of  the  Bible. 
Many  teachers  are  not  at  home  among  its 
pages.  The  lesson  helps  are  of  great  as- 
sistance, but  knowledge  of  the  Bible  itself 
is  also  necessary.  The  teacher  should  have 
an  intelligent  understanding  of  its  various 
books.  There  are  books  which  can  be 
purchased  at  little  cost  which  will  give 
this  information.  The  teacher  should 
know  the  Bible  not  only  in  relation  to 
the  information  it  contains,  but  the 
inspirational  passages  which  quicken  the 
heart   and   give  refreshment  to  the  soul. 

Technical  qualifications.  There  is  a 
technique  for  teaching  as  well  as  the 
content  of  teaching.  Teaching  is  an  art, 
and  fortunate  is  the  teacher  who  has 
developed  the  art  in  such  a  way  as  to  be 
really  interesting  and  inspiring.  The  most 
of  us  must  remain  ordinary  teachers. 
But  even  we  can  do  something  to  improve 
our  methods.  There  are  books  published, 
written  by  Christian  education  experts, 
which  can  be  procured  at  a  low  price 
and  which  will  help  in  the  development 
of   better   methods   of   teaching. 

By  all  means,  avoid  the  verse-by-verse 
method  of  teaching.  Some  teachers  use 
this  method.  They  take  up  one  verse,  look 
into  its  meaning,  and  then  pass  to  the 
next.  It  is  not  good  teaching.  It  lacks 
unity.  While  many  good  things  may  be 
said,  they  are  so  spread  out  that  it  is 
difficult  to  take  anything  away. 

Begin  your  lesson  with  two  or  three 
minutes  spent  on  the  story  of  the  lesson 
as  contained  in  the  Scripture  passages. 
Try  to  get  a  pupil  to  start  telling  the 
story;  then  after  a  minute  ask  another  to 
continue  it,  and  in  turn,  another.  When 
necessary  ask  questions  in  order  to  get  the 
story  correct.  The  story  of  the  lesson 
provides    the    setting   and   introduction. 

Then  proceed  to  point  one.  Of  course, 
you  have  your  outline  of  the  lesson  you 
have  carefully  prepared.  This  point  is 
suggested  from  the  Scripture  passages  or 
the  lesson  subject.  Ask  your  questions, 
bring  in  your  illustrations,  engage  in  the 
discussion.  Then  pass  on  to  the  second  and 
third  points,  or  whatever  points  you  have, 
ending  with  your  conclusion,  which  you 
have  carefully  thought  out  and  which 
sums  up  the  lesson.  Use  a  blackboard.  It 
will  be  a  great  help. 

Adjust  your  teaching  technique  to  the 
ages  of  the  class  you  are  teaching.  One 
method  may  be  good  for  one  class  and 
useless  for  another.  Whatever  the  age 
group  you  have,  be  as  interesting  in  your 
technique  as  you  can  possibly  be.  Re- 
member, you  cannot  expect  your  pupils 
to  be  interested  if  you  are  not  interesting. 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Louine  Gay  lord's  Test 


BY  JANE  PARSHALL 


Louine  Gaylord  looked  with  admiring 
eyes  at  the  row  of  mince  pies  which  her 
mother  had  taken  from  the  oven  that 
morning. 

"Where  are  you  going  to  send  some  of 
these  pies,  Mother?"  she  asked. 

"Well,  one  ought  to  go  to  Mrs.  Hunter 
and  her  little  grandson,  and  one  ought  to 
go  to  Mrs.   Gordon,   and " 

"Oh!  Mother,  have  you  forgotten  what 
Mrs.  Gordon  said  about  the  one  you  sent 
her  last  year?  She  said,  'The  crust  ought 
to  have  been  a  leetle  mite  shorter  and  the 
filling  ought  to  have  been  a  leetle  mite 
sweeter,  but  for  anything  else,  the  pie 
was  all  right.'  " 

"I  am  thankful,  daughter  dear,  that  I 
have  a  very  good  forgetter  and  Mrs. 
Gordon's  criticism  had  entirely  passed 
from  my  mind,  and  even  if  it  hadn't,  I 
would  send  her  a  pie  just  the  same,  for  I 
know  she  had  a  very  hard  time  to  get 
enough    food." 

"  'Forgive  and  ye  shall  be  forgiven,'  " 
quoted  Louine  softly,  little  thinking  how 
soon  she  would  have  reason  to  remember 
the  admonition  of  that  verse. 

Later  in  the  day  Louine,  seated  in  the 
schoolroom,  heard  the  teacher  asking  the 
class  to  hand  in  a  written  solution  of  an 
algebra  problem  before  school  closed. 
After  an  hour  of  study  Louine  was  able 
to  solve  the  problem  and  copied  it  neatly 
and  laid  the  paper  on  her  desk.  Her  seat- 
mate,  Lida  Rogers,  was  fretting  and  fum- 
ing and  whispering,  "If  only  I  had  a 
statement  I  could  work  the  question,  but 
I  can't  see  how  to  begin." 

There  was  a  knock  on  the  door  and 
Frank  Mitchell,  a  cousin  of  Louine,  came 
in  and  asked  permission  of  the  teacher 
for  the  young  lady  to  go  with  him  to  the 
store  next  door  to  help  select  a  dress  for 
his  mother. 

As  the  two  young  people  passed  out  of 
the  room,  Lida  Rogers  looked  longingly 
at  Louine's  paper  and  wished  she  dared 
to  look  at  the  problem.  Lida  had  always 
been  an  honest  girl.  She  had  never  cheated 
in  her  studies  but  the  sight  of  Louine's 
paper  overcame  her  scruples,  and  almost 
before  she  knew  what  she  was  doing  Lida 
copied  the  problem  rapidly.  As  soon  as 
she  had  finished  it,  she  carried  it  to  the 
teacher  and  felt  a  great  sense  of  relief 
when  the  paper  passed  out  of  her  hands. 
Her  teacher,  Miss  Wayland,  smiled  happi- 
ly and  said,  "If  I  find  your  work  is  all 
correct,  I  shall  call  you  to  my  desk  again." 

Lida  went  back  to  her  seat  wondering 
why  she  would  be  called  out  in  front 
again;  perhaps  to  explain  her  solution  of 
the  problem.  A  scarlet  flush  suffused 
Lida's    face   as   Louine    came   in   and    sat 


beside  her.  Louine  carried  her  paper  to 
the  teacher,  who  glanced  hastily  at  it 
and  saw  that  the  solution  was  exactly  the 
same  as  the  one  on  Lida's  paper. 

"Did  you  and  Lida  confer  on  this 
problem?"   asked   the   teacher. 

"No,  Miss  Wayland,  we  did  not.  Lida 
seemed  puzzled  how  to  begin  and  I'm 
afraid  she  has  not   worked  it  yet." 

"Oh  yes,  she  was  the  first  one  to  hand 
it  in!" 

"That  was  fine!  I'm  so  glad  she  mas- 
tered it." 

"Congratulations,  old  Sweetheart!" 
wrote  Louine  when  she  went  back  to  her 
seat.  "I'm  so  glad  you  got  the  problem." 
Lida  turned  red  and  white  by  turns.  Her 
eyes  twitched  and  her  hands  worked 
nervously.  But  she  was  spared  the  pain 
of  a  reply,  for  Miss  Wayland  called  very 
pleasantly,  "Will  Miss  Lida  Rogers  please 
come  to  my  desk?" 

Slowly  and  very  reluctantly  Lida  went 
up,  fearing  that  she  was  going  to  be  asked 
to  explain  the  process  by  which  she  had 
solved  the  problem.  But  she  was  spared 
that  ordeal,  for  Miss  Wayland  spoke  very 
kindly  and  told  the  school  that  a  few 
days  ago  she  had  met  Mr.  Perkins,  the 
town  banker,  and  he  had  asked  her  to 
give  a  five-dollar  gold  piece  to  the  first 
pupil  who  handed  in  a  correct  solution 
to  a  certain  problem.  "This  prize  has  been 
won  by  Lida  Rogers,  and  I  am  sure  you 
all  join  with  me  in  giving  her  congratu- 
lations." 

Benny  Arless  held  up  his  hand.  "Please, 
teacher,  may  we  give  her  three  cheers?" 

"Certainly.  Now  all  together!"  When 
quiet  was  restored,  Miss  Wayland  ex- 
plained that  Mr.  Perkins  didn't  want  the 
pupils  to  know  that  there  was  a  prize 
offered,  but  said  to  give  it  to  the  one  who 
handed  in  the  correct  solution  first.  Lida 
seemed  terribly  embarrassed  when  Miss 
Wayland  laid  the  gold  piece  in  her  hand 
and  tears  filled  her  eyes  as  she  walked 
to  her  seat.  Louine  smiled  sweetly  and 
drew  Lida  down  and  kissed  her  lovingly 
and  wondered  why  Lida  seemed  so  down- 
cast. 

"The  only  pupils  who  handed  in  a 
correct  solution  to  the  problem  were 
Louine  and  Lida,  and  I  am  glad  to  see 
that  there  is  no  jealousy  there,"  and  Miss 
Wayland  smiled  tenderly  at  the  two  girls. 

Lida  laid  the  gold  piece  in  Louine's 
hand  saying,  "Oh,  Louine,  can  you  ever 
forgive  me?   I   copied  your  work!" 

Hot  indignation  blazed  in  Louine's 
eyes  and  she  exclaimed  aloud,  "Why,  the 
very  idea!" 

"The  money  belongs  to  you,  it  is  not 
mine,"   said   Lida,    sobbing   bitterly.   The 


teacher  and  pupils  were  astonished  at  the 
turn  of  affairs  and  to  save  Lida  further 
embarrassment  Miss  Wayland  motioned 
to  the  rest  of  the  pupils  to  pass  out  quietly 
as  it  was  just  closing  time. 

The  teacher  and  Lida  both  urged 
Louine  to  take  the  money,  but  she  was 
firm  in  her  refusal  until  Miss  Wayland 
spoke  lovingly  of  the  duty  of  forgiveness. 
When  Louine  saw  how  penitent  Lida 
really  was,  her  heart  was  won,  and  she 
kissed  Lida  and  asked  Miss  Wayland  if 
she  thought  it  would  be  right  for  them 
to  go  together  and  give  the  money  to 
the   Widow   Gordon. 

Miss  Wayland  thought  that  that  would 
be  a  lovely  thing  to  do  and  the  tears 
filled  her  eyes  as  she  saw  Louine  and  Lida 
walking  arm  in  arm  to  the  humble  Gor- 
don home. — Sent  in  by  Mrs.  L.  J.  Schu- 
maker,  New  Castle,  Pa. 

THE  MISSING  BILL 

Josephine   Sloan 

Ethel  Johnson  called  her  friend  Mary- 
lin  Cooke  on  the  telephone.  "How  would 
you  like  to  go  to  the  city  on  a  shopping 
expedition  with  me?" 

"O  Ethel!"  Marylin  exclaimed.  "I 
would  enjoy  taking  the  trip  with  you." 

And  so  the  girls  started  in  the  early 
afternoon.  It  was  while  they  were  in  one 
of  the  large  department  stores  and  Ethel 
was  looking  at  some  dresses  that  she 
dropped  her  purse.  Marylin  picked  it  up 
and  carried  it  for  her.  After  Ethel  had 
made  several  purchases,  Marylin  handed 
the  purse  to  her  friend  who  opened  it. 
The  five-dollar  bill  she  had  placed  in  it 
was  gone.  She  looked  up  in  surprise  at 
her  companion. 

"What's  the  matter?"   Marylin   asked. 

"The  money  is  gone,"  Ethel  gasped. 
She  was  so  stunned  she  hardly  knew  what 
she  was  saying.  Presently  she  railed  to  say 
that  she  would  call  for  her  purchases  the 
next  day. 

On  the  way  home  the  girls  were  not 
in  a  mood  to  engage  in  conversation. 
When  they  parted  that  afternoon  Mary- 
lin said  sympathetically,  "I'm  sorry  I 
didn't  have  enough  change  to  loan  you, 
so  that  you  could  have  taken  your  dress 
home  with  you." 

"Forget  it,"  Ethel  said  a  bit  curtly, 
trying  to  control  her  voice. 

The  girls  did  not  meet  for  several  weeks 
on  account  of  Ethel's  absence  from  town. 
Then  Marylin  was  greatly  annoyed  one 
morning  when  she  overheard  the  conver- 
sation between  two  girls  in  the  post  of- 
fice. Slowly  she  walked  down  the  street 
and  reaching  home  rushed  into  the  living 
room  and  called  to  her  sister,  "I  just 
heard  Mary  Dorr  tell  Susie  Horn  that 
Ethel  is  expected  home  today." 

"Today!"  echoed  Myra.  "Why  could- 
n't she  have  waited  until  tomorrow?" 

"I'm  so  upset,"  declared  Marylin. 
(Continued  on  page  33) 
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Are  You  Qualified? 

(Continued  from  page  28) 
So,  spiritually,  intellectually,  techni- 
cally, the  Sunday  School  teacher  should 
be  qualified.  Which  is  the  most  important 
is  not  the  question.  They  are  all  im- 
portant. The  three  should  go  together 
and  the  successful  teacher  will  seek  to 
measure  up  as  high  as  possible  on  all  three. 
To  know  God  in  intimate  fellowship, 
to  possess  a  personal  experience  of  re- 
ligion, to  embody  as  best  one  can  the 
ideals  and  spirit  of  Jesus,  to  have  an 
intelligent  knowledge  of  the  Bible,  to  be 
adequately  prepared  mentally  and  spir- 
itually, and  with  an  interesting  technique 
— that    teacher    is    well    qualified. 

Hymn  Stories 

(Continued  from  page  27) 
name  of  Jesus  with  some  precious  thought 
of  comfort,  has  often  been  used  in  times 
of  intense  sorrow.  But  the  Rev.  S.  Bicker- 
steth,  son  of  the  author,  tells  us:  "The 
most  touching  occasion  on  which,  per- 
sonally, I  have  ever  heard  it  sung  was 
round  the  grave  of  my  eldest  brother, 
Bishop  Edward  Bickersteth  (of  South 
Tokyo)  at  Chiselden,  in  1897,  when  my 
father   was   chief   mourner." 

Only  a  Boy 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
A  week  passed.  Jimmie  was  happily 
installed  as  "chore  bov"  in  the  Bronson 
household.  The  thin  cheeks  began  to  fill 
out  and  a  hopeful  light  took  the  place  of 
despair  and  distrust  in  his  dark -eyes.  Not 
once  had  he  taken  property  that  did  not 
belong  to  him,  or  had  he  in  any  way 
caused  the  Bronsons  to  be  sorry  for  their 
trust  in  him.  Only  Mother  Bronson,  as 
he  was  told  to  call  the  kindly  woman, 
knew  of  the  costly  necklace  that  he  car- 
ried in  his  pocket.  It  had  fallen  out  of  a 
pocket  one  day  as  she  shook  his  clothes. 
She  said  nothing  but  spent  much  time  in 
prayer.  She  was  sure  that  the  boy  she 
was  beginning  to  love  had  not  come  by 
this  property  honestly. 

Each  morning  Ned  Bronson  took  the 
worn  family  Bible  from  the  mantle  and 
read  a  portion  of  the  beloved  Scripture. 
Then  they  knelt  in  prayer,  asked  God's 
blessing  upon  them  for  their  daily  tasks, 
and  upon  the  boy  who  had  come  into 
their  lives.  At  first  Jimmie  sat  in  his 
chair  and  gazed  fixedly  out  of  the  win- 
dow, but  one  day  he,  too,  knelt  as  they 
prayed.  The  following  morning  just  be- 
fore they  slipped  to  their  knees  Jimmie 
stood  and  said  bravely,  as  the  big  tears 
rolled  down  his  cheeks, 

"I  told  you  I  wasn't  fit  to  live  with 
you,  but  you've  been  so  good  to  me  I — 
I  hated  to  tell  you,  cause  you'll  make  me 
leave  if  you  know,"  he  gulped,  but  con- 
tinued. "At  first  I  wouldn't  pay  no  'ten- 
tion  when  you  prayed,  but  that  God  you 
talk  to  made  me  feel  so  mean  and  little. 


I — I  gotta  know  Him  better  if  He  makes 
folks  act  like  you  do,  and  I  gotta  do 
somethin'  first  or  I  know  He  wouldn't 
have  me." 

Suddenly  deep  sobs  wracked  his  slender 
shoulders.  He  reached  into  his  pocket  and 
drew  out  the  gorgeous  emerald  necklace. 
He  held  it  up — a  beautiful,  blazing  string 
of  stones. 

"I — I  took  this  one  night  just  before 
I  came  here.  I  thought  I  could  sell  it  and 
get  somethin'  to  eat,  but  I  was  afraid  to 
sell  it  for  fear  the  cops  would  get  me.  I 
sneaked  into  a  lady's  room  and  got  it. 
Now  I'm  gonna  take  it  back  and  tell  her. 
I  reckon  she'll  tell  the  cops,  but  I  reckon 
I'd  rather  be  in  jail  than  to  hear  you 
folks  pray  for  me  when  I  know  I — I'm 
just  a  thief."  He  took  an  uncertain  step 
towards  the  door,  but  got  no  further. 
Minnie  Bronson  drew  him  close  in  a 
motherly  embrace  while  her  tears  min- 
gled with  his.  Ned  Bronson  cleared  his 
throat. 

"I  reckon  you  don't  think  we'd  let  you 
go  that  easy,  son,"  he  said.  "After  the 
prayers  and  chores  are  done  we'll  go  with 
you,  Minnie  and  I,  to  this  lady's  house, 
and  maybe  she  won't  be  as  hard  on  you 
as  you  think." 

The  lady  from  whom  Jimmie  had  taken 
the  jewelry  rejoiced  to  see  it  again. 

"I  never  wear  it,"  she  said,  "but  it  is 
a  keepsake  that  I  hold  very  dear,  and  as 
for  you,  Jimmie,  never  mind.  I  won't 
tell  the  police,  for  I  think  your  own  con- 
science has  punished  you  severely.  I'll 
sentence  you  myself  to  stay  on  the  farm, 
and  will  parole  you  to  this  farmer  and 
his  wife,  for  I  know  that  every  home  that 
has  a  family  altar  is  the  best  place  in  the 
world  for  a  boy. 

On  the  homeward  journey  three  happy 
people  bowed  their  heads  as  Ned  Bronson 
prayed,  "Dear  Lord,  we  thank  Thee  for 
giving  us  a  boy,  and  for  speaking  to  his 
heart.  Thou  hast  led  him  into  the  narrow 
way  that  may  be  ridiculed  by  many,  but 
which  surely  leads  to  eternal  life.  Lead 
him  safely  in  it,  dear  Lord.  Amen." 

Once  more  Jimmie  stepped  into  the 
cozy  farm  kitchen  behind  Ned  Bronson. 
He  was  not  the  same  Jimmie  that  ten 
days  ago  had  cowered  as  he  met  the 
honest  eyes  of  Minnie  Bronson.  He  was 
hopeful  and  unafraid  as  he  washed  for 
the  evening  meal.  He  had  paid  a  great 
price  in  confessing  his  deed,  but  it  was 
worth  it.  Now  he  was  not  only  fit  to 
live  with  the  best  folks  he  had  ever 
known,  but,  best  of  all,  his  heart  was  fit 
for  God's  indwelling  presence. 

Peace — such  as  only  God  can  give — 
filled  the  boy's  soul  like  a  glorious  sun- 
rise bursts  upon  the  horizon  of  a  virgin 
day. — Sunday  School  Banner. 

Anyone  who  lets  his  tongue  go  into 
the  wholesale  business  will  soon  drive  his 
mind  into  bankruptcy. 


What  the   Lord   Did  For  Me  When 
My  Husband  Passed  Away 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
to  die.  He  had  so  much  to  live  for.  We 
had  our  little  home  that  my  husband  and 
Dad  built.  He  had  a  good  position;  we  had 
all  our  furniture  almost  paid  for  and  were 
where  we  could  begin  to  save  money.  We 
were  very  happy  together.  They  had  to 
put  sides  up  on  his  bed  and  strap  him  in. 

At  supper  time  a  good  neighbor  asked 
me  to  go  to  his  house  and  eat  supper.  I 
left  mother  at  the  hospital,  but  I  pleaded 
with  her  to  stay  there  until  I  got  back 
because  I  felt  I  couldn't  do  without  her. 
When  we  reached  the  neighbor's  home  I 
felt  I  couldn't  go  any  further,  the  burden 
was  too  great.  The  wife  of  the  home  asked 
me  to  go  into  her  bedroom  and  lay  down 
and  rest  but  I  knew  I  couldn't  rest,  I  had 
to  pray.  In  my  prayer  my  husband  would 
stand  before  me  so  straight  and  tall  in  his 
black  suit  he  wore  so  much.  I  thought 
I  would  go  crazy  without  him,  but  just 
then  I  felt  the  burden  being  lifted.  It 
seemed  I  saw  a  great  hand  outstretched 
to  me,  laying  on  my  shoulder  to  comfort 
me  and  a  sweet  voice  said  to  me,  "I  will 
meet  you  in  the  morning."  It  was  won- 
derful, the  burden  was  gone.  I  felt  sweet 
peace;  I  was  ready  for  my  husband  to 
leave  me.  When  we  got  back  to  the  hos- 
pital, mother  wasn't  there  but  the  Lord 
had  helped  me  so  wonderfully  I  didn't 
need  mother  to  cling  to.  The  next  morn- 
ing when  I  saw  my  mother  I  told  her  I 
was  prepared  and  she  was  satisfied. 

A  few  hours  before  my  husband  died,  I 
called  his  name  trying  to  get  him  to  talk 
to  me.  He  couldn't  answer  us  any  more 
but  he  lifted  both  arms  to  heaven.  That 
gesture  has  been  a  wonderful  comfort  to 
me  in  this  life. 

After  he  had  passed  away  they  took  me 
to  his  side  and  in  that  precious  moment 
it  seemed  I  was  nearer  to  him  than  during 
all  his  terrible  suffering.  Heavenly  peace 
was  resting  upon  me. 

My  husband  has  been  gone  two  years 
and  I  still  go  to  the  good  Lord  with  all 
my  troubles  and  trials,  for  I  know  He 
will  help  me. 

I  hope  and  pray  that  my  experience 
will  bless  and  help  others  in  this  Christian 
warfare  as  it  has  helped  me. — Elizabeth 
Rose  Childers,  Cincinnati ,  Ohio. 

Peter's  Springtime  Garden 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
"Oh,"  said  Carol.  "Then  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Crosley  are  your  grandpa  and  grandma. 
That's  fine.  But  you  may  have  our  seeds. 
Then  they  won't  need  to  get  some  new 
ones." 

And  so  they  showed  little  Peter,  for 
that  was  his  name,  how  to  smooth  the 
ground  and  to  sprinkle  the  seeds  over  it. 
Then  they  patted  it  firmly.  They  let  Peter 
plant  the  seeds,  even  though  he  mixed 
the  kinds  and  put  too  many  in  one  place. 


[Page  30] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


As  summer  came  near,  and  the  seeds 
sprouted  and  grew,  Carol  and  Jack  were 
busy  keeping  the  grass  and  weeds  out  of 
their  own  flowers,  but  nevertheless  they 
found  time  to  see  that  Peter's  flowers 
were  weeded,  too.  Many  a  laugh  they  had 
together,  when  Peter  was  not  around, 
over  the  tangled  way  the  flowers  grew 
because  Peter  had  planted  them  so.  And 
they  were  glad  when  Peter  picked  his  first 
bouquet  the  day  his  mother  came. 

"It's  been  lots  more  fun  than  our  own 
garden,  hasn't  it,  Jack,"  asked  Carol. 

"It  always  is,  when  you  help  others," 
Jack  replied. — Selected. 

Treasured  Gleanings 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
the  ground.  "Would  you  like  me  to  read 
you    something    from      this      Book — the 
Bible?"  he  asked  the  soldier. 

"I'm  so  thirsty,"  replied  the  man, 
"I  would  rather  have  a  drink  of  water." 

Quickly  as  he  could  the  chaplain 
brought  the  water.  Then  the  soldier 
asked:  "Could  you  put  something  under 
my  head?" 

The  chaplain  took  off  his  light  over- 
coat, rolled  it  and  put  it  gently  under 
the  soldier's  head  for  a  pillow. 

"Now,"  said  the  soldier,  "if  I  had  some- 
thing over  me;  I'm  very  cold."  There  was 
only  one  thing  the  chaplain  could  do.  He 
took  off  his  own  coat  and  spread  it  over 
the  soldier.  The  wounded  man  looked  up 
into  his  face  and  added,  feebly:  "If  there 
is  anything  in  that  Book  in  your  hand 
that  makes  a  man  do  for  another  what 
you  have  done  for  me,  please  read  it  to 
me." — Source  Unknown. 

Be  Hospitable  to  Young  Visitors 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
lection  I  have  drawing  books  and  a  box 
of  crayons,  some  large  cardboard  dolls 
with  cutout  coats,  dresses  and  hats,  a  bag 
of  marbles,  a  set  of  tiny  chairs  that  were 
left  from  a  parlor  suite  my  own  children 
used,  a  pair  of  kindergarten  scissors,  and 
a  smaller  set  of  paper  dolls  and  clothes 
to  be  cut  out  if  the  player  chooses,  sev- 
eral rubber  ducks  and  fish  for  very  tiny 
callers,  a  toy  truck,  and  a  small  wagon, 
a  tin  tea  set  and  an  aluminum  baking  set, 
a  fairylike  stove,  a  fair-sized  doll  that 
has  seen  much  use,  and  a  box  of  clothes 
for  her,  a  top,  some  puzzles,  and  dozens 
of  other  trinkets.  I  am  always  running 
across  something  new  to  slip  into  one  of 
the  boxes  of  my  "treasure  chest." 

Nowadays  so  many  pretty  cards  and 
novelties  come  into  the  home  in  the  way 
of  advertisements  that  one  need  not  go 
to  the  effort  and  expense  of  buying  elab- 
orate games  and  articles,  because  all  these 
will  be  new  to  the  little  explorer  and 
different  from  his  supplies  at  home.  I 
endeavor  to  put  into  this  box  only  toys 
and  trinkets  that  do  not  create  confusion, 
for  if  drums,  horns,  pianos,  trains,  rifles 


and  the  like  were  included  the  purpose 
would  be  frustrated — there  would  still 
be  as  much  clatter  and  tumult  as  if  the 
youngster  were  scampering  from  room 
to  room  helping  himself  to  whatever  took 
his  fancy. 

In  this  collection  are  boxes  of  toys  that 
appeal  to  the  boys  and  others  that  charm 
the  little  girls,  or,  if  there  happens  to  be 
more  than  one  child  at  a  time,  two  or 
more  boxes  furnish  just  the  things  needed 
for  a  session  of  school,  to  play  housekeep- 
ing or  some  other  interesting  game  to- 
gether. 

If  you  show  thoughtfulness  for  the 
little  guests,  they  will  enjoy  coming  to 
your  house  and  not  have  to  be  dragged 
protestingly  along  just  because  Mother 
wants  to  go.  My  chest  has  served  not 
only  as  a  safety  valve  for  pent-up  vim 
during  calls  but  has  also  proved  a  draw- 
ing card  as  well.  Many  of  the  boys  and 
girls  come  to  "visit"  with  me  by  them- 
selves for  they  realize  they  will  receive  a 
hearty  welcome  and  find  a  sympathetic 
understanding  of  what  little  folks  need 
and  like. — Mother's  Golden  Notv. 

Why  I  Know  the  Bible  Is  the  Word 
of  God 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
diamonds  in  a  bucket  of  pitch,  and  one 
is  apt  to  get  his  fingers  dirty  going  after 
them. 

But  the  Bible  contains  not  only  truth 
but  truth  only.  Science  has  turned  its 
critical,  microscopic  eye  upon  it,  but  it 
has  never  yet  been  convicted  of  essential 
error.  Its  ethical  code  has  undergone  the 
closest  scrutiny  of  moral  philosophers  and 
not  a  flaw  has  been  discovered  in  all  its 
matchless  precepts.  How  can  you  explain 
this  in  any  other  way  but  that  the  Bible 
is  the  Book  of  books,  the  one  divine  Book 
that  comes  from  God,  while  these  other 
books  have  come  from  men?  It  is  the  one 
great  Book  of  Truth.  No  better  definition 
has  ever  been  given  of  it  than  the  one 
given  by  Locke.  "It  has  God  for  its  au- 
thor, salvation  for  its  end,  and  the  truth 
without  mixture  of  error  for  its  matter." 

And  the  Bible  is  its  own  best  commen- 
tator, of  course. 

'  Tis  owlet  Atheism, 

Sailing    across    the    sky    with    obscene 
wing, 
Drops  his  blue  fringed  lids, 

And  hooting  at  the  glorious  sun 
Cries,  'Where  is  it?'  " 

And  so  the  man  who  comes  to  this  blaz- 
ing sun  of  light  and  truth  with  eyes  that 
are  blind  with  prejudice  and  a  heart  cal- 
loused with  unbelief  can  never  find  the 
glorious  things  revealed  upon  its  blessed 
pages,  but  any  man  who  comes  disarmed 
and  with  the  humility  which  becomes  the 
honest  searcher  after  God,  such  a  man  can 
no  more  doubt  the  divine  inspiration  of 
that  Book  and  its  consequent  infallibility 


than  he  can  doubt  his  own  existence  in 
the  universe  round  about  him. 

When  Alexander  the  Great  stood  be- 
fore Diogenes,  as  he  sat  by  his  tub,  the 
general  asked  the  philosopher  what  he 
could  do  for  him.  And  Diogenes  rather 
grimly  replied,  "Simply  get  out  of  my 
light."  And  so  leave  a  man  alone  with  this 
Book  without  any  intruding  shadow  of 
suspicion  or  doubt  or  destructive  criticism 
and  he  will  know  that  what  is  before  him 
comes  from  God. 

And  perhaps  a  bit  of  advice  like  this 
may  not  be  amiss  for  the  man  who  scoffs 
and  thinks  it  an  evidence  of  superior  in- 
tellect to  criticize  what  God  has  revealed 
for  the  man's  own  good. 

It  is  said  that  on  a  certain  occasion  a 
young  member  of  Parliament  was  at  the 
same  house  as  the  giant-minded  Carlyle, 
and  supposing  Carlyle  to  be  a  nonbeliev- 
er  like  himself,  made  some  flippant  re- 
mark about  the  Bible  and  the  Christian 
religion.  "Young  man,"  said  the  giant- 
minded  Carlyle,  "I  recommend  you  to  re- 
tire to  your  chamber  without  delay,  there 
to  open  your  Bible,  to  go  upon  your  knees 
before  God,  to  ask  for  a  better  under- 
standing of  these  matters,  and  not  to  rise 
until  your  prayer  is  answered.  I  believe 
you  will  then  find  yourself  a  happier  and 
a  wiser  man." 

Within  this  awful  volume  lies, 

The  mystery  of  mysteries. 
Happiest  they  of  the  human  race 

To  whom  God  has  granted  grace 

To  read,  to  fear,  to  hope,  to  pray, 
To  lift  the  latch  and  force  the  way. 

And  better  had  they  ne'er  been  born 
Who  read  to  doubt,  or  read  to  scorn." 

—Scott. 

(To  be  continued) 

Sally  Jo 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
respondence.  She  recognized  the  name  and 
tried  hard  to  recall  whether  this  particu- 
lar firm  was  connected  in  any  way,  but 
she  was  not  sure.  She  could  easily  find 
out  if  she  could  look  at  the  files,  but  of 
course  she  could  not  just   then. 

The  stranger  wanted  to  see  Mr.  War- 
rick, and  seemed  disappointed  to  learn 
that  he  had  left  the  city  for  a  week  end. 
It  was  most  important  that  he  get  in 
touch  with  him  and  at  once.  He'd  flown 
from  his  own  city  in  order  to  reach  the 
office  before  Mr.  Warrick  left.  Had  not 
Mr.  Warrick  received  his  telegram?  He 
had  telegraphed  as  soon  as  he  knew  he 
could  come.  There  certainly  was  time  for 
the  telegram  to  be  delivered  before  eleven 
o'clock,  and  he  could  not  understand 
why  it  had  not  been  received. 

Sally  Jo  expressed  her  regret  and  sym- 
pathized with  him  in  his  disappointment. 
She  offered  to  telegraph  Mr.  Warrick  at 


March,  1941 
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the  address  where  he  would  be  that  even- 
ing, but  there  was  no  way  to  reach  him 
now  on  the  train.  Was  there  anything 
else  she  could  do? 

The  stranger  seemed  to  be  thinking 
deeply. 

"I  have  got  to  get  word  back  to  my 
firm  at  once  and  let  them  know  that  I 
have  been  unable  to  contact  Mr.  War- 
rick," he  said.  "You  know  about  the 
Sterritt   contracts,   I  suppose." 

Sally  Jo  did  not  answer.  Her  heart  beat 
faster.  Was  this  man  a  friend  of  the  com- 
pany, or  was  he  an  enemy?  How  was  she 
to  know?  If  he  was,  as  he  claimed  to  be, 
an  executive  of  one  of  the  large  firms 
with  whom  they  were  dealing,  she  must 
be  careful  not  to  offend  him  with  need- 
less suspicion.  In  fact,  she  knew  Mr.  War- 
rick did  not  wish  it  to  be  known  that  he 
was  at  all  suspicious  of  the  working  of 
the  other  people.  He  had  warned  her 
against  referring  to  such  a  thing  even 
among  the  others  in  the  office.  She  had 
come  to  know  that  it  was  on  this  account 
that  she  had  been  put  here  at  this  par- 
ticular time.  She  could  be  trusted  to  keep 
quiet. 

The  stranger  sat  down  on  one  of  the 
desks,  drumming  with  his  fingers  mean- 
while and  apparently  deep  in  thought  as 
to  what  he  should  do  next. 

Then  he  sprang  to  his  feet  and  came 
over  close  beside  her. 

"Are  you  Mr.  Warrick's  secretary,"  he 
asked. 

"No,"  Sally  Jo  was  glad  to  answer. 

"Where  is  his  secretary?"  came  the 
next  question. 

"She   is   out." 

"Didn't  I  see  you  come  out  of  M^. 
Warrick's  office  just  now?"  he  asked 
pleasantly,  with  a  glance  at  the  name  on 
the  door. 

What  was  the  man  up  to?  Sally  Jo 
suddenly  grew  suspicious,  but  she  must 
not  show  it.  She  wished  she  could  get  rid 
of  him. 

She  only  nodded.  Then  she  said,  rather 
briskly  though  still  courteously,  "I  am 
awfully  sorry,  Mr.  Turbridge,  that  you 
missed  Mr.  Warrick,  but  there  is  nothing 
that  we  can  do  about  it.  He  will  be  back 
Monday  forenoon,  and  I  will  tell  him  you 
called.  He  will  be  so  sorry  not  to  have 
seen  you.  Or  perhaps  you  can  see  him 
then.  Good  day." 

She  bowed  slightly,  with  a  little  frosty 
smile  of  dismissal,  and  started  to  back 
away  from  him. 

Just  then  the  telephone  bell  started  to 
ring  in  Mr.  Warrick's  outer  office.  She 
ought  to  answer  it,  but  she  wanted  to 
see  him  out  the  door  first.  She  wished  she 
were  not  alone;  but  surely  someone  would 
be  in  soon.  She  let  the  telephone  ring. 

"Good  day,"  she  said  again.  "I  really 
must  get   to  work." 

"See  here,  little  girl,  you  can't  get  rid 


of  me  that  quick.  This  is  really  impor- 
tant. I  know  Mr.  Warrick,  and  I  know  he 
would  want  you  to  help  me.  I  need  some 
information,  and  I  want  you  to  get  it 
for  me  if  you  can.  Come  on  and  be  nice 
about  it,  and  I'll  make  it  worth  your 
while."  He  edged  nearer  to  her,  with  an 
ingratiating  smile,  and  looked  straight 
into  her  eyes. 

She  was  thoroughly  frightened  now, 
but  managed  to  remain  outwardly  calm. 

"I  can  give  you  no  information  what- 
ever," she  said  coldly.  "You  might  as  well 
go  now." 

The  telephone  was  still  ringing  fran- 
tically. 

"Oh,  very  well  then."  He  moved  to- 
ward the  door. 

She  paused  only  long  enough  to  see  him 
open  the  door  and  pass  out,  and  then 
almost  ran  to  answer  the  telephone. 

It  was  one  of  Mr.  Warrick's  closest 
business  friends,  whom  she  knew  but 
slightly  from  having  met  him  a  few 
times  in  the  office.  He  wished  some  infor- 
mation that  she  was  very  glad  to  be  able 
to  give. 

She  was  about  to  hang  up  the  receiver, 
when  she  heard  a  slight  sound  and  looked 
up.  There  in  the  middle  of  the  room  stood 
Mr.  Turbridge,  looking  curiously  around 
him.  He  had  opened  the  door  and  come  in 
without  a  sound. 

Sally  Jo  wanted  to  scream.  Oh,  if  she 
only  dared  to  call  that  man  on  the  other 
end  of  the  wire.  But  how  could  she  tell 
him  of  her  need?  If  she  showed  suspicion 
or  fright,  this  man  could  overpower  her 
in  an  instant.  She  was  sure  now  that  he 
was  seeking  information  about  those  con- 
tracts, and  some  of  the  material,  possibly 
enough  to  serve  his  purpose,  was  there  in 
the  files  a  few  feet  from  where  he  was 
standing.  What  if  he  demanded  her  to 
get  it  for  him? 

She  doubted  if  anyone  could  hear  her 
scream  even  if  she  did,  and  he  certainly 
would  stop  her  before  she  could  say  any- 
thing over  the  phone.  No,  she  must  use 
her  wits  and  somehow  stave  off  the  fel- 
low until  the  rest  of  the  office  force  re- 
turned at  least.  She  thought  of  something 
more  to  say  to  the  man  on  the  phone. 
Anything  to  give  her  a  little  time  to 
think. 

The  door  of  the  room  was  one  that 
closed  of  itself,  silently,  but  she  reasoned 
that  it  was  probably  the  little  click  of  the 
latch  as  it  shut  that  she  had  heard  and 
that  made  her  look  up  when  she  did.  That 
meant  he  had  not  been  in  the  room  more 
than  a  minute  and  had  probably  not  heard 
her  conversation. 

She  must  think  of  some  plan,  and  her 
quick  wits  were  at  work. 

"All  right,  Mr.  Batten,  you  say  you 
will  be  right  over?" 

"What?'  demanded  an  astonished  voice 
at  the  other  end. 

"I  will  have  it  ready  for  you  in  a  few 


minutes.  I  am  awfully  sorry  to  have  kept 
you  waiting  for  it  so  long." 

"Waiting  for  what,  Miss  Brenton?" 

"Oh,  that's  good,  that  your  man  is 
right  there  with  your  car.  I  am  glad  you 
don't  have  to  walk  on  a  hot  day  like  this. 
You  would  almost  melt,  you  know,"  she 
giggled  nervously,  "even  if  it  is  only  a 
few  blocks." 

"Pardon  me,  Miss  Brenton,"  the  man's 
mystification  was  turning  to  grave  con- 
cern, "I  don't  understand  you  at  all.  Are 
you — ill,  or  is  anything  wrong?" 

"Yes,   very,"   she   almost   panted    now. 

"I'll  be  over  just  as  quickly  as  a  taxi 
can  get  me  there,"  came  in  quiet,  reas- 
suring tones  over  the  phone.  And  he  hung 
up. 

She  ventured  to  look  again  at  the  man 
in  the  room.  He  was  nervously  fidgeting 
with  his  watch.  She  was  gleefully  exult- 
ant. It  had  worked.  But  there  was  still 
some  time  to  be  taken  care  of. 

Sally  Jo  held  the  receiver  to  her  ear, 
as  though  1  stening  very  carefully  to  in- 
structions being  given.  She  heard  the 
operator's  impatient  "Number,"  "Num- 
ber, please,"  several  times  before  she 
finally  hung  up. 

Mr.  Turbridge  was  growing  very  im- 
patient. 

"See  here,  girlie,  I  haven't  all  day  to 
wait.  I  have  to  catch  a  train.  But  I  sud- 
denly remembered  that  some  of  the  infor- 
mation I  want  is  in  one  of  the  last  two 
letters  our  firm  wrote  to  Mr.  Warrick. 
Would  you  mind  letting  me  see  it?  You 
surely  wouldn't  object  to  showing  me  our 
own  correspondence,  would  you?  Of 
course  I  could  look  at  the  carbon  copy  of 
the  letter  if  I  were  in  our  own  office,  but 
I'm  not,  and  I  need  it  right  away.  See  if 
you  can't  find  it  for  me  in  just  a  minute." 

Sally  Jo  did  not  answer.  She  moved 
over  toward  the  filing  cabinet  which 
stood  nearest  the  door.  She  touched  it  as 
though  about  to  open  it,  merely  to  disarm 
his  suspicion,  then  she  quickly  opened  the 
door  and  walked  out,  saying  as  she  did 
so,  "I  am  expecting  a  man  here  in  a 
minute,  one  of  Mr.  Warrick's  business 
friends,  and  I  must  have  something  ready 
for  him." 

Mr.  Turbridge  followed  her  out  of  the 
office.  "Will  you  let  me  see  that  card 
you  have  in  your  hand?"  he  asked.  "I 
think  there  is  some  memoranda  on  it  that 
I  want  to  keep.  I'll  give  you  another  one." 

But  Sally  Jo  meant  to  keep  that  card. 
It  was  the  only  evidence  she  had  that  this 
whole  thing  was  not  a  wild  hallucination. 
She  was  almost  afraid  Mr.  Batten  would 
think  she  was  crazed  by  the  heat. 

She  glanced  at  the  card  as  she  walked 
rapidly  away  from  him.  "No,  there  is 
nothing  written  on  it,"  she  said. 

"Give  me  that  card,"  he  growled. 

But  just  then  there  were  steps  and 
voices  in  the  hall,  and  a  very  angry  Mr. 
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Turbridge   slipped   out    the   door   as   two 
of  the  girls  came  in  together. 

Sally  Jo  suddenly  felt  weak.  She 
dropped  into  a  chair. 

"For   goodness'   sake,   Sally  Jo,   what's 
the  matter?  The  heat  sure  has  got  you. 
You  look  like  you've  seen  a  ghost." 
"Perhaps  I  have,"  she  said,  with  a  smile. 

*  *  si- 

Mr.  Frank  Warrick,  enjoying  the  cool 
breezes  at  the  mountain  hotel  that  night, 
was  handed  a  special  delivery  letter.  He 
opened  it  eagerly.  It  was  a  closely  type- 
written page  giving  as  nearly  as  she  could 
recall  it  Sally  Jo's  interview  with  Mr. 
Anson  Turbridge  of  Clark  and  Banta 
Company. 

The  man's  eyes  opened  wide  as  he  took 
it  in  at  a  glance,  and  when  he  finished 
reading  there  was  an  angry  gleam  in  them. 
"It  was  never  Turbridge  at  all,"  he 
growled  to  his  wife.  "It  was  one  of 
Piltzer's  spies,  I'll  wager  anything.  And 
that  girl!  She  certainly  is  a  brick!  I  can't 
figure  out  yet  though  how  she  managed 
to  call  Tom  Batten  on  the  phone  with 
him  standing  there.  But  it  evidently 
worked." 

"I'm  sorry,  Win,"  he  went  on  after  a 
moment's  thought,  "you  will  have  to 
excuse  me  the  rest  of  the  evening  and  all 
day  tomorrow.  I  must  get  Drake  on  the 
phone  and  make  a  couple  of  other  cal's.  I 
think  I'll  run  to  the  city  on  the  midnight 
train.  I'll  spend  Sunday  with  you  and  pos- 
sibly Monday,  too." 

"But  Frank,"  she  exclaimed  in  dismay, 
"tomorrow!" 

"I  know  it,  dear.  It  can't  be  helped. 
As  I  see  it  now  I  can  close  up  the  Ster- 
ritt  matter  in  a  few  hours,  and  it's  the 
only  thing  to  do." 

"Your  office  is  closed  on  Saturday." 
"It  will  not  be  closed  if  I  am  there," 
he  smiled  grimly.  "That's  so,  Miss  Glas- 
sing is  out  of  reach,  Miss  Home  is  sick, 
I'll  have  to  fall  back  on  Miss  Brenton.  By 
the  way,  she's  Ed  Barnett's  little  sweet- 
heart. He  used  to  talk  so  much  about  her, 
as  such  a  fine,  loyal  little  worker,  so 
modest  and  refined,  and  her  clear  business 
head,  and  all  that.  I  thought  he  meant  it 
and  it  was  pure  business,  and  then  I  found 
he  was  taking  her  out.  Lately  he's  stopped 
saying  anything  about  her,  and  I  believe 
the  old  boy  is  in  love  all  right.  But  now 
that  he's  been  sent  away  to  the  other 
branch  I  don't  know  how  things  stand. 
I  suppose  they  write,  but  that  isn't  the 
same.  It's  queer  Ed  never  did  get  married. 
He  is  a  nice  fellow,  for  all  he  is  old- 
fashioned  and  a  bit  behind  the  times.  But 
I  must  leave  you  now.  See  you  again  be- 
fore I  go  for  the  train." 

And  he  was  off  to  the  telephone. 

A  BABEL  OF  VOICES 
Saturday  morning,  nearly  nine  o'clock. 
Sally  Jo  stood  on  the  porch  all  ready  to 
go,  her  suitcase  on  the  step  beside  her. 


"I  am  so  glad,  dear,  that  you  are  to 
have  this  trip  with  Aunt  Josephine.  She 
always  enjoys  having  you  with  her  so 
much." 

"But,  mother,  I  still  think  you  ought 
to  go  instead  of  me.  I  have  just  been 
away  for  two  weeks,  and  you  need  to 
get  away  from  the  heat  more  than  I  do." 
"That's  all  right,  dear.  Father  cannot 
go,  and  I  will  stay  with  him." 

"But  I  could  take  care  of  Father." 
"Your  Aunt  Josephine  wants  you,  Sally 
Jo.  I  couldn't  think  of  taking  your  place. 
Here  she  comes  in  the  car  now.  Wait  just 
a  minute;  I  hear  the  telephone. 

"Sally  Jo,  you  are  wanted  on  the 
phone,"  she  called  an  instant  later.  "I 
don't  know  who  it  is.  It's  a  man's  voice," 
she  added  quietly  as  Sally  Jo  dropped  the 
suitcase  she  had  picked  up  and  entered 
the  house. 

When  she  came  out  to  the  two  women 
on  the  porch  a  few  minutes  later,  they 
saw  that  something  had  happened. 

"What  do  you  think?  Mr.  Warrick  is 
back  in  the  city  and  wants  me  to  come 
to  the  office  as  soon  as  I  can  get  there." 
"To  the  office, — on  Saturday, — and  a 
hot  Saturday  1  ke  this?  Why,  I  thought 
everybody  was  away." 

"They  are.  That's  the  trouble.  Miss 
Glassing  in  gone  and  Miss  Home  is  sick, 
and  Mr.  Warrick  needs  somebody.  He 
says  it  will  only  be  a  couple  of  hours, 
and  would  I  mind  very  much?  He  hoped 
it  would  not  interfere  with  any  plans  I 
had  for  the  day." 

"Did  you  tell  him  it  would?"  Aunt 
Josephine  asked  sharply. 

"No,  I  couldn't  tell  him  that.  I  said 
of  course  I'd  be  glad  to  come." 

"Oh,  Sally  Jo,  that's  too  bad.  Jose- 
phine, you  couldn't  wait  until  noon,  could 
you?" 

"I  am  afraid  not.  We  are  late  starting 
now." 

"Couldn't  mother  go.  Aunt  Josephine? 
She  needs  to  get  away  from  the  heat,  and 
I  have  just  been  away  for  two  weeks." 
"You  dear,  unselfish  child!"  Aunt 
Josephine's  eyes  were  brimming  with  love 
and  pride.  "You  are  sure  you  have  to  go 
to  the  office?"  Sally  Jo  nodded.  "Well 
then,  Nettie,  if  you  can  get  your  things 
together  in  a  few  minutes  I  may  as  well 
take  you.  I  would  really  love  to  have 
you,"  she  added  graciously.  "Come  on, 
I'll  pack  your  bag  while  you  dress." 

"But  Josephine,  I — I  can't.  I  haven't 
the  housework  all  finished  yet,  and  I 
haven't  got  things  prepared  for  tomorrow, 
the  cooking  or  anything." 

"Now,  Mother,  please!  I  want  you  to 
go,  and  don't  you  worry  about  a  thing. 
Father  and  I  will  make  out  all  right. 
I  will  have  the  afternoon  home  to  do 
things." 

"But  dear,  I  hate  to  go  in  your  place. 
You  would  enjoy  this  trip  so  much." 


"Now,  Muzzie,  it's  all  settled.  I  am 
glad  you  are  going  to  take  her,  Aunt 
Josephine,  and  don't  let  her  back  out.  I 
can  take  care  of  this  house  over  one  week- 
end." 

"Of  course  you  can,  Sally  Jo.  I  am  dis- 
appointed for  your  sake,  but  I  think  it  is 
sweet  of  you  to  let  your  mother  go.  I 
shouldn't  like  to  take  that  long  drive 
alone." 

A  few  words  more,  a  farewell  kiss  and 
a  lot  of  good  wishes,  and  Sally  Jo  was 
gone,  leaving  Mrs.  Brenton  and  Aunt 
Josephine  to  a  hurried  packing  and  de- 
parture. 

When  she  reached  the  office,  there  was 
a  long  piece  of  difficult  copying  to  be 
done,  and  a  number  of  letters  to  be  writ- 
ten. One  was  to  Mr.  Anson  Turbridge,  of 
Clark  and  Banta  Company,  with  Mr. 
Warrick's  deep  regret  at  having  missed  his 
call,  and  stating  that  the  telegram  had 
evidently  never  been  delivered.  The  Ster- 
ritt  contract  was  practically  closed,  or 
placed  beyond  the  point  where  it  could  be 
interfered  with. 

Mr.  Warrick  expressed  his  appreciation 
of  Sally  Jo's  coming,  when  she  first  came 
in,  but  throughout  the  morning  he  was 
busy  and  preoccupied  and  said  but  little 
to  her.  As  she  worked  away  on  her  type- 
writer through  the  long  hot  movning,  she 
was  often  tempted  to  wish  that  Aunt 
Josephine  and  her  car  had  been  a  few 
minutes  earlier. 

"If  I  had  only  been  started  before  he 
called,"  she  said  to  herself,  and  then  was 
ashamed  of  the  thought. 

No,  she  was  really  glad  that  mother 
was  having  the  chance;  and  she  was  glad, 
too,  that  she  was  able  to  help  Mr.  War- 
rick in  his  unusual  situation.  But  it  was 
hard  to  have  the  day  to  which  she  had 
looked  forward  to  so  eagerly  suddenly 
turned  into  an  ordinary  day  at  the  office, 
with  the  prospect  of  going  home  to  finish 
Mother's  dusting,  and  prepare  the  meals 
for  Father  and  herself  on  Sunday. 

Mr.  Warrick  was  warm  in  his  praise 
of  her  action  in  getting  rid  of  her  un- 
welcome caller,  and  he  laughed  heartily 
at  the  account  of  her  telephone  conversa- 
tion with  Mr.  Batten.  Yes,  Mr.  Warrick 
was  pleased  with  her,  and  that  was 
enough  to  reward  her  for  the  loss  of  the 
pleasure  trip — almost. 

(To   Be   Continued) 

The  Missing  Bill 

(Continued  from  page  29) 
"How  can   we  be  hostesses   this  evening 
when    every    moment    we'll    feel    that — 
that — " 

"Yes,  I  know,"  put  in  Myra.  "But  she 
may  not  come  over,  and  yet.  if  she  doesn't 
come  what  will  we  say  when  someone 
asks  us  why  she  is  not   here?" 

"I  don't  know,"  returned  Marylin.  "O 
Myra,  couldn't  you  talk  to  some  of  the 
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committee  and  ask  them  to  get  another 
place  for   the  missionary  meeting?" 

"Who  would  want  to  get  ready  for 
company  at  this  late  hour?"  objected 
Myra.  "It's  too  late  to  phone  all  the  mem- 
bers and  invited  guests.  We'll  just  hope 
that  no  one  asks  why  Ethel  Johnson  is 
not  here." 

The  members  of  the  society  and  invited 
guests  came.  There  were  so  many  of  them 
in  fact  that  more  chairs  were  needed. 
Two  of  the  young  ladies  volunteered  to 
go  to  the  neighbors  and  borrow  some.  So 
they  went  over  to  the  first  house,  but 
the  rooms  were  all  dark.  It  was  necessary 
to  go  to  the  next  and  they  stated  their 
errand  and  returned  with  a  chair  apiece. 
Others  were  still  coming  and  it  was  nec- 
essary  to   go   back   again. 

Presently  all  were  seated  and  the  pro- 
gram was  carried  out  as  planned.  Refresh- 
ments were  served  and  a  social  hour  fol- 
lowed. 

It  was  several  minutes  after  the  last 
guest  had  departed  and  Marylin  and  Myra 
were  tidying  up  the  room  before  retiring. 
Marylin  just  noticed  the  borrowed  chairs 
in  the  dining  room.  "Whose  chairs  are 
these?"  she  called.  "Myra,  I  didn't  know 
that   you   had   borrowed   any." 

"I  didn't — oh  yes,  I  remember  now. 
Two  young  ladies  volunteered  to  go  and 
borrow  some.  Really,  I  don't  know  where 
they  went.  I  didn't  think  to  ask." 

Just   then   the   telephone   rang. 

Myra  lifted  the  receiver.  "Yes,  I  re- 
member. You  say  the  second  house  east. 
Well,  we'll  see  that  they  are  taken  home 
tomorrow.  Oh  tonight?  The  dining  room 
chairs,  you  say.  Yes,  we'll  see  that  they 
have  them   tonight." 

Myra  turned  from  the  telephone.  "The 
second  house,"  she  repeated,  looking  at 
her  sister.  "Why,  Marylin,  the  chairs  be- 
long to  Johnson's." 

The  girls  sat  down  to  debate  the  ad- 
visability of  taking  the  chairs  back  that 
evening.  First,  Myra  said  she  would  go 
alone.  But  that  would  mean  several  trips. 
Maybe  it  would  be  better  if  they  went 
together.  There  was  hardly  a  chance  that 
they  would  see  Ethel. 

And  so  Myra  led  the  way  and  Marylin 
followed.  In  response  to  their  timid  knock 
Ethel  opened  the  door.  "I'm  so  glad  you 
came  over.  Come  in,"  she  urged,  tugging 
at  Marylin's  arm.  "I've  something  im- 
portant to  tell  you. 

"You  know  I  was  called  away  from 
home  by  a  telegram.  My  grandmother  was 
very  ill  and  it  was  almost  impossible  for 
mother  to  go  and  care  for  her  so  I 
volunteered  to  be  a  substitute.  While 
away  I  was  so  busy  I  did  not  think  of 
my  loss.  This  evening  I  went  to  my  writ- 
ing desk  to  pen  a  few  lines  to  grandma 
and  there,  in  a  pigeonhole,  was  the  missing 
five-dollar  bill.  I  must  have  placed  it 
there  while  making  out  a  list  of  what  I 
intended  to  buy.  I  was  so  happy  when  I 


had  found  the  money  that  I  dashed  out 
of  the  house,  intending  to  come  right  over 
to  tell  you,  Marylin.  But  I  noticed  that 
you  had  company  and  so  came  back, 
intending  to  come  over  in  the  morning. 
And  Marylin,  whenever  you  hear  me  mak- 
ing an  unjust  accusation  again  just  re- 
mind me  of  the  time  I  lost  my  five-dollar 
bill." 

"But  you  didn't  accuse  me,  Ethel," 
objected  Marylin. 

"I  know,  dear,  that  I  didn't,  but 
actions  sometimes  speak  louder  than 
words." 

State  Superintendents  of  Sunday 
Schools  and  Y.   P.   E's 

ALABAMA:  T.  G.  Pearson,  Box  97,  Pratt  City, 
Ala. 

ARIZONA:    Ray  T.   Hill,   Box    503,   Bisbee,   Ariz. 

ARKANSAS:    Ruff  Gentrv.    Higden.   Ark. 

CALIFORNIA:    Lula   V.   M.lam,    El   Centro,   Calif. 

CONNECTICUT,  NEW  JERSEY,  PENNSYL- 
VANIA, RHODE  ISLAND:  D.  N.  Lykens,  Ri.  2, 
Williamsburg.    Pa. 

FLORIDA:  Lewis  Willis,  Box  844,  Avon  Park. 
Fla. 

GEORGIA:    Roy   Douglas,    Box    782,    Macon,    Ga. 

IDAHO:    Alex   J.    Duncan,    Lewiston,    Idaho. 

IOWA,  NEBRASKA:  Mrs.  J.  L.  Goins,  327  N. 
First    St..    Oskaloosa,    Iowa. 

ILLINOIS:  Leonard  Newton,  501  S.  McClelland 
St.,   W.   Frankfort,   III. 

KANSAS:  Mrs.  Anna  Volk,  1705  Spruce  St., 
Coffeyvtlle,    Kansas. 

KENTUCKY:  Cecil  Bridges,  146  Cotter  Ave., 
Somers-t.    Kv. 

LOUISIANA:  Charles  W.  Conn,  3302  Polk  St.. 
Monroe,     La. 

MAINE.  NEW  HAMPSHIRE,  VERMONT,  and 
MASSACHUSETTS:  Joel  D.  Brown,  83  Conz  St.. 
Augusta.    Me. 

MARYLAND,  DELAWARE,  WASHINGTON, 
D.  C,  EAST  VIRGINIA:  Alva  Mae  McClure,  607 
South   St.,   Easton,   Md. 

MISSISSIPPI:  Arlie  M.  Dorman,  1108  River 
Ave..     Hattiesburg,     Miss. 

MISSOURI:  Raymond  E.  Hall,  Valles  Mines 
Mo. 

MINNESOTA,  WISCONSIN:  Violette  M.  Olson 
Box   486,    Herman.    Minn. 

MONTANA:  William  Pospisil,  Denton,  Mont. 

MICHIGAN:  Mae  Corey,  1247  Clairmount,  De 
tro:t.    Mich 

NEW  JERSEY:  John  Josephsen,  311  Wyoming 
Ave.,   Absecon,    N.    J. 

N.  CAROLINA:  Ralph  Williams,  Box  2581 
Charlotte,    N.    C. 

OHIO:  Wiley  W.  Miller,  209  Cereal  Ave. 
Hamilton,    Ohio. 

OKLAHOMA:  Archie  F.  McWilliams,  Box  1036 
Maud.    Okla. 

OREGON:   Vida  C.  Jackson,  Silverton,  Ore. 

S.     CAROLINA:     Wm.     P.    Stallmgs,    Box     804 

SOUTH  DAKOTA:  A.  H.  Thompson,  Gettys 
burg,    S.    Dak 

TENNESSEE:  C.  J.  Hindmon,  2220  Magnolia 
Ave..    Cleveland.    Tenn. 

TEXAS:  Vessie  D.  Hargrave,  Box  213,  Weather 
ford,  Tex. 

VIRGINIA:    Fatie  Atkinson,   Pulaski,  Va. 

WASHINGTON:  Miss  Io  Garlit,  Box  1513 
Yak  ma.    Wash. 

WEST  VIRGINIA:  Pearl  M.  Stark,  Box  90 
Beckley,   W.    Va. 

Notice 

State  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School  su- 
perintendents, please  write  us  a  card,  giv- 
ing your  name  and  address. 

Contestants  For  Bible  School 
Scholarship 

Herman    Clark,    Jr..    Sevierville,    Tenn. 
Doris  Parrish,   1059    3  3rd   Ave.,  Tampa,  Fla. 
Carroll    James,    Rt     2.    Box   91.    Forrest   C.ty.    Ark. 
Clyde    Case,    7    Pelzer    St.,    Monoghan    Mill,    Green- 
ville,   S.    C. 
George    Camnbell.     SteelvUle.     Mo. 
Ralph   E.  Williams,   Box   2581,  Charlotte,  N.  C. 
Mrs.  Earl   Roupe,   Rt.   3,  Box    176,  Uniontown,  Pa. 

Silver  Lining 

A  book  of  57  beautiful  poems.  An  in- 


expensive gift  for  your  friend.  Price  2  5c. 
Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905  Park- 
er St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

New  Gideons 

Mrs     Rufus    F.    Davis,    Mullins,    S.    C. 

Robert    Coleman,    Federalsburg,    Md. 

Gladys   Goff,   Greenwood,   S.  C. 

Mrs.    T.    M.    Morr.s,    Talladega,    Ala. 

L.    L.    Zeigler,    Haylow,    Ga. 

Bernard   Porter,  Thomasville,   Ga. 

Mrs.    Earl    Deas,    W.ll.ston,    Fla. 

Mrs.    Eun.ce   Gownn.    Wolf   Creek,   Tenn. 

Mary    Ann    Joseph,    Carey,    Oh.o. 

Ethel    Trospen,    Pinev.lle,    Ky. 

Mrs.    Nell.e    Caldwell,    Simms,    Texas. 

Carl  Johnson,   Berkley,   W.   Va. 

Timmey   Whitt.ngton,   McCall  Creek,   Miss. 

Sylva   Carter,    K  ldav,    Ky. 

Cora    Home,    T.ce,    Fla. 

Mrs.    Charl.e    Nelson,    Chattanooga,    Tenn. 

Mrs.    Myrtle   West.   Hope   Mills,    N.   C. 

J.    D.    Lan.er,    Da  ngerfield,    Texas. 

Mrs.    Alice    Smith,    Basse  t,    Texas. 

B  Hie    Newsome,    Mt.    Vernon,    Texas. 

W.    J.    Cothern.    Palmetto.    Fla. 

Mrs.    Etta    Richard.    Potosi,    Mo. 

Florence    Jones.    Orangeburg,    S.    C. 

Ella    M  tchell,    Doddsv  lie,    Miss. 

Mrs.    M.    L.   Tharp,    Miley,   S.   C. 

Ellis    E.    Wise,    Fort   M.U,    S.   C. 

Floyd    McClung.    Tulare,    Cal.f. 

B.    T.    Haggard,    Gainesville,    Fla. 

Mrs.   T.    L.    Forester,    Wood    River,   III. 

Elmer    Henderson,    Clearwater,    Fla. 

Clyde    Scott,    Buford.    Ga. 

Mrs.  Geo.  T.  Ray,  Winnsboro,  Tex. 

Mrs.    Zoe   Brown.    Selman    City,    Tex. 

Tom    Lykens,    W.lliamsburg,    Pa. 

Charles    Aurandt,    Williamsburg.    Pa. 

Hazel    Shaw,    Williamsburg,    Pa. 

Mrs.    Gladys    Crawford,    Rayville,    La. 

Helen   Bullock,   Gobler,   Mo. 

Ilene    Jackson,    Bitely,    Mich. 

Mrs.   M.ldred   Ellsworth,  Sea  tie,  Wash. 

Tillie  Axtell,   Winchester,   Idaho. 

Mrs.    Marv.n   Ow.ng,    Laurens,   S.   C. 

Earl    Yeary,    Hardburly,    Ky. 

Mrs.   H.   H.   Beasley.   Punta   Gorda,   Fla. 

S.   R.   Williams.   Sebastian.    Fla. 

Albert  McBride,  Cocoa,   Fla. 

Robert    M.    Cam,    Biairsville,    Ga. 

Mrs.    Clestell    Hammond,    Enigma,    Ga. 

Lethia    Mae    Cobb,    Ch  llicothe,    Mo. 

Mrs.    Edward    Joplm,    Logan,    111. 

Mrs.    Rachel    McAvery,    Belfast,    Me. 

Stella   Harpster,    Jun.ata,    Pa. 

J.    H.    Pressor.    S.\    Stephens,    S.   C. 

M.    G.    Quinton,   Simpsonville,    S.   C. 

Floyd    Lumpkins,    La    France,    S.    C. 

Aldyth    E.    Dakter,    Mcintosh,    S.    Dak. 

Bertha    Carr.    Lebanon,    Tenn. 

Alton  B.   Haworth.  Sevierville,  Tenn. 

Margaret    Sacerfield.    Copperh.il,    Tenn. 

Titus   Cox,    Falls   Mills,    Va. 

Mrs.   Virgie  W.lson,   Radford,   Va. 

Elizabeth   Clendenin,    Minden,    W.    Va. 


To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  $1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  nol  be  one 
of  the  number  who  is  going  to  put  THE  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?  Read 
the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


The  Lighted  Pathway  has  enriched 
your  spiritual  life.  Times  beyond  number 
you  have  met  God  in  its  pages.  Through 
its  columns  you  have  received  a  continu- 
ous picture  of  life  in  its  most  serious 
aspects. 

Its  editorials,  its  contributed  articles, 
its  choice  quotations  from  the  wise  of  all 
ages  have  entered  largely  into  your  liter- 
ary inheritance. 

H.  G.  Wells  said,  "Three  quarters  of 
the  present  trouble  of  the  world  is  due 
to  the  moral  and  intellectual  confusion  of 
aimless  youth." 

The  Lighted  Pathway  youthful  army 
of  readers  are  not  aimless  youths. 

Cromwell  said,  "Only  the  young  have  a 
full  life  to  give."  Increase  the  numbers  of 
youthful  readers  of  the  Lighted  Pathway 
and  with  visions  glorious,  Christian  youth 
walking  in  the  steps  of  Jesus,  wear- 
ing the  garments  of  His  matchless  right- 
eousness, will  give  generous  service 
through  all  the  years. 

Conviction 

Conviction  in  a  religious  sense  is  the 
first  degree  of  repentance,  and  implies 
that  we  are  guilty  before  God;  that  we 
can  do  nothing  of  ourselves  to  gain  His 
forfeited  favor;  that  sin  is  odious  and 
hateful,  even  the  greatest  of  evils.  Saving 
conviction  is  the  work  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 
A  man  may  be  deeply  convicted  and  not 
repent. 

Repentance 

Repentance  is  that  sorrow  for  sin 
which  produces  newness  of  life.  The  term 
most  frequently  used  in  the  New  Testa- 
ment is  a  Greek  word  which  means 
change  of  mind.  It  denotes  an  after- 
thought that  produces  sorrow,  and  a  de- 
sire of  amendment.  It  is  a  true  mourning 
for  sin,  and  an  earnest  desire  of  deliver- 
ance from  sin.  Repentance  produces  a  to- 
tal change  of  heart  and  life.  The  usual 
means  of  repentance  is  the  Word  and  the 
ministers  of  the  Word. 

Regeneration 

All  terms  employed  in  the  scripture  to 
express  Regeneration  convey  the  idea  that 
it  is  a  supernatural  work.  It  is  as  distinct- 
ly an  act  of  creation  as  that  of  the  heav- 
ens and  earth  in  the  beginning. 

Regeneration  is  a  divine  act  whereby 
the  Holy  Ghost  recreates  the  pardoned 
sinner.  He  is  possessed  of  a  new  nature. 

The  Witness  of  the  Spirit 

Rom.  8:16,  "The  Spirit  itself  beareth 
witness  with  our  spirit,  that  we  are  the 


children  of  God." 

The  Holy  Ghost  gives  full,  sure  and 
abiding  conformation  to  our  personal  con- 
sciousness of  a  perfect  knowledge  that  we 
are  the  children  of  God.  The  blessed  Holy 
Ghost  unites  with  our  soul  in  declaring 
that  we  are  saved.  This  is  the  doctrine  of 
assurance  taught  by  the  Church  of  God. 
Her  members,  when  sinners,  prayed  in 
tears  of  agony  through  many  a  darkened 
hour  at  a  mourners'  bench  until  they 
wore  it  to  splinters  waiting  for  the  mo- 
ment when  it  would  suddenly  flash  across 
the  darkness  of  their  troubled  soul  and 
light  it  with  holy  joy. 

Sanctification 

There  are  five  theories  as  to  when  and 
how  entire  sanctification  can  be  reached. 

1.  The  Catholic  theory  of  sanctifica- 
tion in  purgatory,  after  death. 

2.  The  Calvanistic  theory  of  sanctifi- 
cation in  death. 

3.  The  theory  of  sanctification  by 
growth  held  by  some  Presbyterians  and 
others. 

4.  The  Zinzendorf  theory  of  entire 
sanctification  at  conversion. 

5.  The  Methodist  theory  of  partial 
sanctification  at  conversion;  entire  sanc- 
tification a  second  blessing. 

The  Methodist  church  was  a  Holiness 

movement,    organized    for    the  avowed 

purpose  of  spreading  scriptural  Holiness 
throughout  the  world. 

Prayer 

Do  long  prayers  have  any  place  in  our 
devotion?  The  four  prayers  in  the  Bible 
which  brought  the  swiftest  answers  were 
the  shortest. 

One  was  that  of  the  child  Samuel: 
"Speak  Lord,   for   thy   servant   heareth." 

The  second  was  the  prayer  of  the  pub- 
lican, "God  be  merciful  to  me  a  sinner." 

The  third  was  the  appeal  of  blind 
Bartimeus:  "Jesus,  thou  son  of  David, 
have  mercy  on  me." 

And  the  last  was  the  prayer  of  the  dy- 
ing thief  on  the  cross:  "Jesus,  remember 
me  when  thou  comest  into  thy  kingdom." 

These  were  all  one  sentence  in  length, 
but  they  brought  an  immediate  answer 
because  they  were  the  prayers  of  sincere 
and  needy  souls.  We  can't  pray  too  much 
but  we  can  talk  too  much. 

Madame  Chiang  Kai  Shek,  the  great- 
souled  woman  of  China,  in  an  article  on 
"What  Religion  Means  to  Me,"  says  this: 
One  of  my  strongest  childhood  impres- 
sions is  of  my  mother  going  to  a  room  she 
kept  for  the  purpose  on  the  third  floor  to 


pray.  She  spent  hours  in  prayer,  often  be- 
ginning before  dawn.  When  we  asked  her 
advice  about  anything,  she  would  say,  I 
must  ask  God  first.  Asking  God  was  not  a 
matter  of  spending  five  minutes  to  ask 
Him  to  bless  her  child  and  grant  the  re- 
quest. It  meant  waiting  upon  God  until 
she  felt  His  leading. 

A  penniless  invalid  widow  with  five 
children  taught  them  to  pray  for  an  edu- 
cation. 

One  of  her  boys  bought  him  a  Bible  and 
read  in  James  1:5,  "If  any  of  you  lack 
wisdom,  let  him  ask  of  God  .  .  .  ."  He 
prayed  for  an  education,  He  had  never 
seen  a  college.  He  rode  a.  thousand  miles 
and  climbed  college  hill  with  $30.00  in 
his  pocket  and  a  promise  of  a  loan  of  $75. 
Four  years  later  he  and  his  brother  gradu- 
ated. The  one  went  to  one  university,  the 
other  to  another.  One  is  a  Doctor  of 
Medicine,  the  other  a  Doctoi  of  Di- 
vinity. 

At  his  family  altar,  the  Doctor  of  Di- 
vinity taught  his  children  to  pray  every 
morning  for  a  good  education.  God  an- 
swered their  prayer  by  opening  the  way. 
Three  of  them  are  through  college;  the 
fourth  is  in  the  senior  class  of  college;  the 
fifth  a  freshman  in  college,  the  two 
youngest  are  nearly  through  high  school. 

I  know  legions  of  young  people  '.n  the 
Church  of  God  that  ought  to  pray  for  a 
college  education  and  let  God  answer 
their  prayer. 

Dr.  R.  C.  Campbell  in  The  Coming  Re- 
vival says:  "One  recalls  the  beautiful  old 
story  of  the  aged  philosopher  who  took 
his  young  student  to  the  top  of  the  Pyre- 
nees to  spend  the  night  under  a  tent.  All 
went  well  for  a  while.  Then  the  student 
was  awakened  by  strange  sounds  in  the 
great  trees  that  clothed  the  mountainside. 
Frightened,  he  called  to  his  teacher,  'Sir, 
wake  up!  The  world  is  coming  to  an  end. 
Do  you  not  hear  this  terrible  wind?'  The 
old  teacher  reached  out  his  hand  and 
touched  the  body  of  the  frightened  young 
student  and  said,  'Do  not  be  afraid,  my 
boy,  it  is  not  the  end  of  the  world;  it  is 
just  before  dawn  in  the  Pyrenees.'  The 
dark,  benighted  days  in  which  we  live, 
with  their  noisy,  contrary  winds  and  ter- 
rible sounds,  may  be  but  the  herald  of  the 
daydawn  of  a  mighty,  sweeping,  spiritual 
awakening." 

A  certain  poor  widow  in  the  presence 
of  Jesus  gave  two  mites,  her  all.  Had  she 
kept  it  at  compound  interest,  it  would 
today  require  fifteen  figures  to  tell  her 
fortune.  The  books  of  heaven  show  that 
she  is  one  of  God's  billionaires. 


*      Ike  QijjUdU  Boy     * 


Dr.  Frank  Crane 


About  one  boy  in  fifty  will  remain  after  the  feast  and  of  his 
own  accord  offer  to  help  to  clear  the  things  up  or  to  wash  the 
dishes. 

Do  you  know  this  fiftieth  boy} 

There  are  forty-nine  boys  who  are  seeking  jobs;  the  job  seeks  the 
fiftieth  boy. 

The  fiftieth  boy  makes  glad  the  heart  of  his  parents. 
The  fiftieth  boy  smoothes  the  wrinkles  out  of  his  teacher's  fore- 
head, and  takes  the  worry  out  of  her  mind. 

All  the  grouches  and  sour  faces  brighten  when  they  see  the  fif- 
tieth boy  coming,  for  he  is  brave  and  cheery. 
The  forty -nine  f< 'didn't  think" ;  the  fiftieth  boy  thinks. 
The  fiftieth  boy  makes  a  confidant  of  his  mother  and  a  pal  of  his 
father. 

He  does  not  lie,  steal  nor  tattle,  because  he  does  not  like  to. 
When  he  sees  a  banana  peel  on  the  sidetvalk,  where  it  is  liable  to 
cause  someone  to  slip  and  fall,  or  a  piece  of   glass    in    the    road, 
tvhere  it  may  puncture  a  tire,  he  picks  it  up. 
The  forty-nine  think  it  is  none  of  their  business. 
The  fiftieth  boy  is  a  good  sport.  He  does  not  whine  when  he  loses. 
He  does  not  sulk  tvhen  another  wins  the  prize. 
He  does  not  cry  tvhen  he  is  hurt. 
He  is  respectful  to  all  women  and  girls. 
He  is  not  afraid  to  do  right  nor  ashamed  to  be  decent. 
He  tells  the  truth    whether  the    consequences    to  him    are  un- 
pleasant or  not. 

He  is  not  a  prig  nor  a  sissy,  but  he  stands  up  straight  and  is  honest, 
forty-seven  out  of  forty-nine  like  him.  He  is  pleasant  toward  his 
own  sister  as  toward  the  sisters  of  other  fellows. 
He  is  not  sorry  for  himself. 
He  works  as  hard  as  he  plays. 
Everybody  is  glad  to  see  him. 
Do  you  have  that  kind  of  a  boy  in  your  house? 
If  not,  don't  complain,     there  are  not  enough    of    them    to    go 
around. 


UEDICRTED   ID  IHE  LHLIRCH  UF  UDD  TDUNG  PEOPLES  CNDEHVDR 


I 


Vol.  12  April,  1941 


I 


Christ  is  Risen 


:;/    ~Wh 


y 


-m, 


E  AS  THE  ET 


Thy  Word  is  a  Light  Unto  My  Path 


- 


«««««<^w»wwe=a=a=«3Mt=a=s=a=a=ifc^^ 


cShe  Sditor's  cSWi 


Alda    B.    Harrison 
Editor 


essage 

Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

It  is  Easter.  Winter's  night  is  over.   It 
is  the  morning  of  the  year,  and  the  glad 
song  of  the  out-of-doors  greets  us. 
The  leaves,  the  flowers,  the  song  birds 

have  awakened.   Once 

more    we    leave       the 

house,      take      a   good 

breath,  and  bid  nature 

good   morning. 

Hopes      renewed, 

promises  fulfilled,  joy 

succeeding        sorrow, 

victory  following  de- 
feat,   peace   be      unto 

you,  is  the  salutation 

of    the   risen   Christ. 
Who     has     not    at 

some   time  stood      by 

the  casket  of  a  loved 

one?  Without  a  doubt 
some  of  the  readers  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way have  stood  and  looked  down  into  the 
dear  face  of  some  precious  one  during 
the  last  year  and  have  said  good-bye,  but 
if  you  are  a  Christian  you  realize  that 
death  does  not  end  all,  but  that  some  day 
you  shall  see  him  again.  What  a  consoling 
thought. 

How  do  you  know  there  is  a  resurrec- 
tion? Because  God's  Word  tells  us  so.  Be- 
cause we  see  the  resurrection  power  all 
around  us.  It  is  something  we  cannot  an- 
swer. We  must  just  turn  it  over  to  an 
omnipotent  God  and  acknowledge  that 
it  is  true. 

Someone  asked  an  old  fisherman  how 
he  knew  that  Christ  had  risen  from  the 
dead.  He  replied:  "You  see  the  cottages 
near  the  cliff?  Well,  sometimes  when  I 
am  far  out  at  sea,  I  know  that  the  sun 
is  risen  by  the  reflection  in  those  win- 
dows. How  do  I  know  that  Christ  has 
risen?  Because  I  see  His  light  reflected 
from  the  faces  of  some  of  my  fellows  ev- 
ery day,  and  because  I  feel  that  resurrec- 
tion power  in  my  own  soul." 

Do  you  feel  that  resurrection  power  in 
your  soul  at  this  Easter  time?  If  you  do, 
then  that  light  is  reflecting  from  your 
face  to  others  around  you. 

We  might  spend  our  time  and  efforts 
in  this  Easter  message  trying  to  comfort 
those  who  have  lost  loved  ones  or  those 
who  arc  now  about  to  leave  this  world,  to 
assure  them  that  they  would  live  again, 
but  there  is  another  thought  running 
through  my  mind  and  I  believe  the  Spirit 
is  leading  me  to  write  along  this  line.  We 
like  to  think  of  that  resurrection  power 
that  quickens  these  mortal  bodies  of  ours 
and  enables  us  to  live  in  this  world  and 
be  a  blessing  in  resurrecting  dead  lives,  to 
lives  of  usefulness  and  power  in  this 
world.  It  is  the  same  power  that  will  some 
day  call  us  from  our  graves,  that  gives 


us  victory  in  this  life.  And  now  if  my 
friends  who  have  borne  with  me  down 
through  these  twelve  years  of  service  for 
the  young  people,  will  forgive  me  for  us- 
ing again  "My  High  Resolve,"  which  was 
found  on  the  cover  page  of  the  first 
Lighted  Pathway,  we  will  use  this  for  our 
leading  thought. 

I  dedicate  my  life  to  redeeming  deserts 
into  rose  gardens.  I  shall  take  time  to 
feel  the  tragedy  of  emptiness  in  the  lives 
of  people  I  meet.  I  shall  seek  by  all  means 
to  bring  showers  of  refreshing  to  fall 
upon  sands  of  truth  and  kindness.  I  shall 
seek  to  turn  deserts  into  rose  gardens. 

The  unawakened  are  everywhere.  They 
are  asleep  to  their  possibilities.  Equipped 
for  lives  of  service  and  a  great  destiny, 
they  wander  aimlessly  on. 

Hedged  in  by  the  stone  wall  of  their 
own  frailties  and  faults,  they  see  not  the 
world  of  opportunity  that  reaches  beyond 
the  stars.  It  shall  be  my  high  resolve  to 
awaken  and  inspire.  It  shall  be  my  aim  to 
lift  them  up  to  where  they  shall  see  the 
great  world  of  beauty,  love  and  inspira- 
tion. 

Desert  minds  and  barren  hearts  shall  be 
made  to  rejoice  and  blossom  as  the  rose. 
I  shall  bide  my  time,  though  it  may  take 
years  of  effort  and  sacrifice.  I  am  re- 
solved to  see  every  desert  within  my  reach 
and  influence  become  waving  fields  of 
grain,  and  gardens  of  flowers,  and  land- 
scapes of  rich  vintage. 

Let  us  read  that  second  paragraph.  The 
unawakened  are  everywhere.  Yes,  this  is 
true.  Look  around  you  in  your  church  as 
you  listen  to  the  Easter  message.  Boys  and 
girls,  men  and  women  with  their  names 
on  the  church  book  and  testifying  to  an 


experience  with  God  who  are  unawakened 
to  the  need  of  their  own  lives  or  of  those 
around  them.  Yes,  they  are  asleep  to  the'r 
possibilities,  and  they  wander  aimlessly 
on.  Not  aware  of  the  possibilities  of  a  use- 
ful life,  the  enemy  has  them  hedged  in 
by  a  stone  wall.  They  do  not  realize  that 
great  opportunities  lie  before  them.  My 
aim  in  this  message  is  to  awaken  these 
young  people  until  they  shall  arise  at  this 
Easter  time  to  do  something  for  them- 
selves and  others.  Young  people,  if  you 
want  to  amount  to  something,  you  must 
believe  first  in  God  and  then  in  yourself 
enough  to  try.  God  cannot  do  any  great 
thing  with  your  life  unless  you  are  willing 
to  place  yourself  in  His  hands  and  try. 
You  may  say,  I'm  not  cut  out  to  do  great 
things.  How  do  you  know  'til  you  try? 
Some  folks  are  in  the  habit  of  depending 
on  circumstances,  or  they  expect  to 
mount  on  some  great  wave  of  good  for- 
tune, or  they  are  looking  for  a  tide  in  the 
affairs  of  men  that  will  pick  them  up  and 
carry  them  where  they  want  to  land,  or 
of  trusting  to  the  recommendation  of 
some  influential  friend.  These  may  all  be 
good  and  helpful  and  perhaps  every  one  of 
us  has  benefited  by  them,  but  to  rely 
upon  them  and  at  the  same  time  fail  in  in- 
dividual equipment  and  preparation  is  like 
leaning  on  a  broken  stick. 

As  I  look  around  me  and  out  over  the 
whitened  harvest  fields  and  see  the  boys 
and  girls  who  are  asleep  to  their  possibili- 
ties, I  have  a  desire  to  come  to  you,  take 
you  by  the  shoulders  and  give  you  a  good 
shaking,  but  then  I  know  that  my  shak- 
ing would  not  suffice,  but  when  this 
resurrection  power  comes  into  your  life 
and  fills  you  and  thrills  you  and  be- 
comes your  teacher,  we  believe  that  you 
will  awake  from  your  sleep  and  go  forth 
to  do  the  Master's  will.  Then,  I  wonder 
if  this  is  not  what  is  wrong  with  our  boys 
and  girls  who  are  sitting  idly  by  with 
folded  hands.  They  need  a  greater  infill- 
ing  with   this   resurrection   power. 

Hedged  in  by  the  stone  wall  of  their 
own  frailties.  Yes,  the  enemy  of  your 
soul  has  built  a  stone  wall  about  you  and 
made  you  think  your  poverty  will  not  let 
you  do  things  worth  while.  But  remem- 
ber that  resurrection  power  that  broke 
the  seal  on  the  tomb  of  our  Savior  can 
break  the  stone  wall,  whatever  it  may 
be,  that  binds  you. 

I  can  almost  see  some  of  you  (as  you 
read  this  message)  lift  up  your  eyes  unto 
the  whitened  harvest  fields  and  say,  I 
wonder  if  I  might  be  of  some  use  in  the 
service  of  the  Master.  I  am  poor  with  such 
unfavorable  surroundings.  I  have  no  edu- 
cation. Isn't  it  too  late  now?  I  know  a 
certain  minister  of  the  gospel  who  could 
(Continued   on    page   20) 
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(Continued  from  last  issue) 

It  was  past  one  o'clock  when  they 
finally  finished  and  she  was  able  to  go 
out  for  a  bite  of  lunch.  The  rest  of  the 
day  gave  promise  of  being  even  less  inter- 
esting, although  Sally  Jo  ordinarily  en- 
joyed a  bit  of  housework. 

It  was  late  in  the  afternoon,  and  she 
had  practically  finished  her  self-appointed 
tasks  when  the  telephone  bell  rang. 

"Yes,  this  is  Sally  Jo,  Aunt  Sarah. 
Something  unexpected  turned  up  at  the 
office  and  I  had  to  work  this  morning, 
so  Mother  went  with  Aunt  Josephine. 

"Oh,  I  didn't  mind,  not  much.  Of 
course  I  wanted  to  go,  but  Mother  needed 
the  change  more  than  I  did.  Mother  felt 
the  heat  so  much.  And  I  had  only  gotten 
back  from  camp,  you  know." 

"Yes,  Aunt  Sarah,  I'd  like  to  very 
much.  But  I  have  to  get  the  meals  for 
Father." 

"What's  that,  daughter?"  her  father 
asked,  from  the  hall  where  he  had  just 
come  in. 

"Wait  a  minute,  Aunt  Sarah.  Father's 
here,"  as  her  father  came  into  the  room. 
"Aunt  Sarah  asked  me  if  I  could  come 
over  to  her  house  for  supper  tonight  and 
spend   the   evening  with  her." 

"Why  don't  you?  I  have  to  go  to  a 
meeting  tonight  and  that  will  leave  you 
all  alone.  I  would  much  rather  you  would 
go." 

"But  your  supper?" 

"Don't  worry  about  that.  I'll  get  it 
down  town.  Really,  I  mean  it,  Sally  Jo. 
I  have  to  meet  one  of  our  men  and  ought 
to  take  him  out  for  supper.  I'll  meet  him 
a  little  early.  I  can  get  him  on  the  phone, 
and  we'll  have  supper  together.  So  you 
get  ready  and  run  over  to  Aunt  Sarah's. 
No,  I'll  run  you  over  in  the  car,  and 
come  and  get  you  when  I  am  ready  to 
come  home  tonight.  It  will  be  a  little 
late,  but  you  won't  mind  that,  you  and 
Aunt  Sarah  are  such  great  chums." 

"All  right,  Aunt  Sarah,"  Sally  Jo's 
voice  had  a  glad  lilt.  "Father  is  going  to 
bring  me  over  in  the  car  and  then  come 
for  me  late  tonight  when  he  is  through 
with  a  meeting  he  has.  I'll  be  there  in  less 
than  an  hour.  Thank  you  so  much." 

"How  long  will  it  take  you  to  get 
ready,  little  girl?  Will  half  an  hour  be 
enough  time?" 

"Plenty,  I'll  be  ready  in  less  than  thirty 


minutes. 

So  the  day  was  to  end  a  happy  one 
after  all.  She  was  very  fond  of  Aunt 
Sarah,  and  longed  to  tell  her  all  about 
her  experiences  at  the  camp.  She  had  not 
seen  her  since  she  returned  home. 

During  the  supper  hour  she  chatted 
with  Aunt  Sarah  and  Uncle  Ted,  describ- 
ing the  camp  life  and  recounting  all  the 
funny  things  that  happened.  It  was  after 
Uncle  Ted  had  gone  out,  and  she  and 
Aunt  Sarah  were  snuggled  down  together 
on  the  davenport  for  one  of  those  con- 
fidences she  had  enjoyed  ever  since  she 
could  remember,  that  she  told  the  thing 
that  was  deepest  in  her  heart. 

"Aunt  Sarah,"  she  almost  whispered  the 
words,  "I  am  going  to  be  a  missionary." 

"A  missionary!  Dear  child,  what  do 
you  mean?" 

"While  I  was  there  at  the  camp  there 
was  a  dear  little  woman  who  had  been  a 
missionary  to  the  Indians  in  South  Ameri- 
ca. She  was  wonderful,  Aunt  Sarah,  and 
her  face  just  shone.  All  the  girls  loved 
her.  She  had  gone  through  dreadful  things 
down  there,  and  lost  her  husband.  He 
was  killed  by  the  very  people  they  went 
to  help.  But  she  loves  those  people  and 
wants  to  go  back  to  them  and  tell  them 
about  Jesus.  She  told  us  all  about  the 
awful  need,  and  how  sad  and  hard  their 
lives  are,  and  what  joy  comes  into  their 
hearts  when  they  learn  that  there  is  a 
God  who  loves  them  and  who  died  to 
save  them.  And  then  she  asked  who  would 
go  and  tell  them.  She  said  God  was  calling 
some  of  the  girls  right  there  before  her 
to  go  down  to  those  Indian  tribes  with 
the  gospel;  that  they  were  begging  for 
someone  to  bring  them  the  light,  only 
they  didn't  know  what  it  was  they  need- 
ed. She  said,  'Don't  you  hear  them  call- 
ing?' And  it  seemed  to  me  I  did.  Some- 
thing inside  me  said,  'Yes,  I  hear  them.' 
And  God  seemed  to  say  to  me,  'You  go, 
Sally  Jo.'  And  I  promised  I  would." 

"Promised  who,  darling?" 

"Why,  God,  first.  I  said,  'Yes,  Lord, 
I'll  go  if  you  want  me  to.'  Then  after- 
ward I  told  Mrs.  Wiler,  the  missionary, 
and  I  told  Mrs.  Wilsie.  They  said  they 
were  glad  and  they  hoped  I  would  go  on 
and  follow  the  Lord  the  whole  way." 

"But  Sally  Jo,"  Aunt  Sarah's  arm 
tightened  about  her,  "what  would  we 
ever  do  without  our  little  girl?  What 
makes  you  think  God  wants  you  to  go 
down  there  in  that  awful  place.  There 
are  snakes  there,  dreadful  snakes,  and 
wild  animals,  and  fierce  savages.  You 
said  this  woman's  husband  was  killed 
there.  They  might  kill  you,  Sally  Jo.  Or 
you  might  get  sick  and  there  would  be 


no  doctor  or  nurse  to  take  care  of  you. 
They  get  dreadful  fevers  there.  I  read  an 
article  about  an  explorer  who  traveled 
through  the  heart  of  South  America,  and, 
dear,  there  are  no  nice  homes,  or  roads, 
or  automobiles  or  anything  like  you  are 
accustomed  to.  You  would  never  be  happy 
there,  never!" 

"I  had  thought  of  those  things,  too. 
But  then  God's  Word  says,  'Go  ye  into 
all  the  world,'  and  somebody  has  to  go 
if  these  people  are  ever  to  know  about 
Him." 

"Yes,  somebody,  but  not  you.  You 
have  everything  to  live  for,  everything 
to  stay  home  for.  Let  somebody  go  who 
hasn't  so  much  to  leave.  Weren't  there  a 
lot  of  other  girls  there?  Did  they  all  feel 
that  they  had  to  go  because  that  woman 
told  of  the  need?" 

"No,  they  didn't.  There  were  two  or 
three  others  who  stayed  after  the  meeting 
and  said  they  believed  God  wanted  them 
to  go,  but  most  of  them  didn't  seem  to 
think  any  more  about  it,  except  they  said 
they  would  pray  more.  But,  Aunt  Sarah, 
you  know  at  the  Conference  last  summer 
I  gave  my  life  to  the  Lord,  and  I  was  so 
happy  afterward.  You  said  you  were 
glad." 

"Yes,  darling,  I  am  glad.  I  want  you 
to  be  a  good,  true  Christian,  but  that 
doesn't  mean  you  have  to  be  a  missionary. 
You  can  do  a  lot  of  good  here.  My  dear 
child,  you  don't  know  what  it  means.  I 
can't  bear  to  think  of  your  going  out 
there,  at  least  not  in  one  of  those  wild, 
unknown  pioneer  fields,  where  there  is 
nothing  but  danger,  and  toil,  and  hard- 
ship." 

"There  are  precious  souls,  Aunt  Sarah. 
We  sometimes  sing,  'I  gave,  I  gave,  my 
life  for  thee,  what  hast  thou  given  for 
me?'  and  now  if  God  wants  me  to  give 
up  all  these  things  for  Him,  oughtn't  I 
to  do  it?" 

Aunt  Sarah  suddenly  dropped  her  face 
into  her  hands  and  shook  with  great  sobs. 
Sally  Jo  was  crying  too.  For  several  min- 
utes neither  spoke.  And  then  Aunt  Sarah 
lifted  her  face  and  wiped  away  her  tears. 

"Forgive  me,  Sally  Jo,  I  am  ashamed  of 
myself.  You  dear  brave  girl,  of  course 
you  must  go,  if  God  wants  you,  and  I 
will  not  stand  in  your  way.  It  was  selfish 
of  me  to  make  it  harder  for  you.  I'll  not 
do  it  again.  But  you  know  you  have 
always  been  so  dear  to  me,  like  my  own 
child, — I've  never  had  a  little  girl  of  my 
own.  Have  you  told  your  mother  yet?" 

"No,  I  haven't.  I  wish  now  that  I  had. 
I  thought  I  wouldn't  tell  her  right  away, 
but  every  day  I  put  it  off  it  gets  harder. 
I  don't  know  what  Mother  and  Daddy 
will  say." 

"You   are   all   they  have,   Sally  Jo.   It 

will  be  pretty  hard.  Let's  get  down  now 

and  pray  for  them.  We  must  pray  that 

you  will  be  clearly  guided,  to  know  if 

(Continued  on  page  31) 
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he    cried,      "they've    killed    Him! 


When  Sunshine  Mary  Brought  Good 
News 

Alice  M.  Arbach 
They  could  not  comfort  "Sunshine 
Mary" — not  her  daddy,  who  was  dis- 
tressed by  her  crying,  nor  her  mother, 
who  grew  quite  impatient  about  it.  They 
have  killed  Jesus!"  she  cried.  "They  have 
crucified   Him!" 

Mary  was  only  five,  but  she  remem- 
bered what  was  told  her — remembered  so 
well  that  she  had  been  put  in  the  first 
grade.  But  Mary  was  not  happy  about 
what  she  had  just  learned  at  school.  She 
sobbed,  "And  now  I  can't  ever  see  Him 
and  hear  Him  say,  'Suffer  the  little  chil- 
dren to  come  unto  me!'  " 

No,  they  could  not  comfort  Mary!  This 
was  too  great  a  sorrow. 

It  was  only  a  month  ago  that  Miss 
Aylmer  had  come  to  be  her  teacher  at 
the  little  mountain  school,  but  every  day 
of  that  month  Mary  had  been  learning 
what  she  had  never  heard  before.  The 
first  thing  teacher  did  every  day  was  to 
read  out  of  a  Book  she  called  the  Bible, 
a  Book  which  she  said  God  had  written. 
Mary  had  never  heard  of  God  before! 
When  she  got  home  the  first  day,  she 
ran  to  her  mother  and  asked,  "Muvver, 
did  you  know  there  was  someone  living 
up  in  the  sky,  and  He's  called  God — 
and  He  can  do  anything?" 

"Who  told  you  about  Him?"  asked 
her  mother. 

"Teacher    did,"    replied    Mary. 
"Oh!"    said    her    mother.      "Yes,    I've 
heard  of  Him.  Now  run  away  and  wash 
your  hands  and  come  and  have  your  sup- 
per!" 

As  Mary  washed  her  hands  she  won- 
dered why,  since  her  mother  knew  about 
God,  she  had  never  told  her  about  Him! 
She  decided  that  it  was  because  Mother 
thought  Mary  had  heard  all  there  was  to 
know. 

The  next  day,  Mary  ran  home  faster 
than  the  day  before. 

"Muvver,"  she  cried,  as  she  ran  into 
the  kitchen,  "God  has  a  Son!  God  sent 
His  Son  down  here.  And  He  lays  His 
hands  on  children's  heads  and  blesses  'em. 
I'd  love  to  feel  His  hand  on  my  head! 
Don't  you  wish  He'd  come  to  Gold  Rock 
and  bless  me?" 

"Oh  yes,  I  guess  so,"  said  her  mother. 
"Now  the  buns  are  nearly  ready,  and 
Daddy  will  be  here  in  a  minute.  Go  and 
wash  your  hands!" 

Mary  went  away  to  do  as  her  mother 
bade  her,  but  she  was  a  little  puzzled. 
Mother  didn't  seem  to  care  to  talk  about 
God   and  Jesus   as   Teacher   did. 

And  then,  one  Friday,  Mary  came  run- 
ning home,  weeping  bitterly.  "Oh,  Muv- 


They've    killed    the   Lord   Jesus!' 

It  didn't  do  any  good  to  offer  her 
hot  biscuits  and  maple  syrup  that  night. 
Mary   could  not   eat   anything. 

On  Saturday  morning  she  ran  up  the 
road  to  the  house  where  Teacher  lived. 
She  must  ask  her  if  there  was  no  hope; 
had  they  really  killed  Him?  But  Teacher 
had  gone  to  the  nearest  town,  fifteen 
miles  away,  to  spend  the  day.  Mary  was 
very  sad  all  that  day. 

Then  Sunday  morning  came.  Mary 
thought  Teacher  would  be  at  home  then. 
So,  at  nine  o'clock,  up  the  road  she  ran 
and  saw  Teacher  standing  in  her  door- 
way. 

"Good  morning,  Sunshine  Mary!"  she 
cried  in  a  cheery  voice.  "Why,  dear,  you 
don't  look  at  all  like  your  name  today! 
Where's  that  smile  we  all  love  so  much?" 

"O  Teacher,"  Mary  cried,  "is  He  really 

** ************************** 

A  Prayer  for  the  Children  of  Europe 

Dallas  King 

Dear  God,  they  have  no  bed  to  kneel 
by,  no  loving  hand  to  tuck  the  covers 
snug.  Wandering  amid  the  falling  bombs 
and  flaming  torches,  they  are  too  fright- 
ened to  pray.  And  so  in  the  peace  and 
quiet  of  the  gathering  dusk  I  lift  my 
eyes   to   the   heavens   above: 

Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep, 

I  pray  Thee,  Lord,  my  soul  to  keep; 

Let  not  their  tender  bodies  be 

Steeped  in   kindred  blood, 

Nor   their  hearts   know      the   fury   of 
enemy  hate. 

If  I  die  before  I  wake, 

I  pray  Thee,  Lord,  my  soul  to  take, 

Make  wars  cease  for  Jesus'  sake. 
God   bless  everybody. — Newberry,   S.   C. 

**************************** 

dead?  Didn't  He  p'waps  get  well  again, 
even  if  they  did  crucify  Him?  I  want 
to  see  Him,  and  have  Him  lay  His  hand 
on  my  head!" 

Teacher  knelt  right  down  there  on  the 
rocky  ground  and  drew  Mary  to  her  in 
a  tight  embrace. 

"You  blessed  child!"  she  cried.  "You 
didn't  know,  and  I  should  have  told  you. 
They  crucified  Him,  but  He  rose  again 
and  came  right  out  of  the  grave,  and 
His  disciples  saw  Him,  and  His  mother, 
and  the  other  Mary,   and — " 

But  Sunshine  Mary  couldn't  wait  to 
hear  of  any  others  who  had  seen  Him. 
"Will  I  see  Him?"  she  cried  eagerly.  "Oh, 
Teacher,    will   I?" 

"Yes,  dear,"  Teacher  answered.  "But 
not  here.  He  didn't  stay  down  here  very 
long  after  He  rose  from  the  grave.  He 


went  back  to  Heaven  to  His  Father.  But, 
Mary,  He  said  He  went  because  He  want- 
ed to  prepare  a  place  for  us  to  go  and 
live  with  Him  forever.  All  who  love  Him 
will  go  there,  so  you  and  I  will  both  go, 
dear,  and  see  Him  and  hear  Him,  and 
feel   His    loving   hands." 

Mary's  heart  was  brimming  over  with 
joy.  Back  along  the  road  she  ran. 

"Oh,  Daddy!"  she  cried.  "He's  alive! 
My  Jesus  is  alive!" 

"Daddy's  girl,"  he  said,  "what  does  all 
this  mean?  You've  been  so  unhappy  lately, 
and  now  you're  so  glad.  What  have  you 
been  hearing?" 

"Oh,  Daddy,  didn't  you  know  they 
crucified  Him?  And  He  came  alive  again 
and  went  up  to  heaven  to  God,  and  He's 
getting  a  place  ready  for  us — if  we  love 
Him!  Oh,  I  love  Him  so!  Don't  you 
love  Him,  Daddy?" 

"Well,  I  have  heard  about  Him,  Mary, 
but  I  haven't  thought  much  about  Him 
for  a  long  time — not  for  a  good  many 
years,  I  guess." 

"Oh,  Daddy!"  said  Mary  in  a  small, 
hurt  voice,  as  she  turned  away  from  him 
and  began  to  cry  harder  than  ever. 

Her  father  gathered  her  into  his  arms 
and  said  gently,  "Would  you  like  to  tell 
me  all  about  Him,  darling?" 

And  Mary  told  him,  in  her  childish 
language — told  him  all  her  teacher  had 
told  her  of  the  Lord  Jesus'  life  upon  the 
earth  spent  in  caring  for  the  poor  and 
sick  and  wretched,  of  His  death  on  the 
cross,  and  of  how,  because  He  was  God, 
death  could  not  hold  Him  in  the  grave, 
but  He  arose  and  finally  went  back  to 
heaven  to  prepare  a  place  for  everyone 
who  loves  Him.  God  carried  the  little 
child's  words  home  to  her  father's  heart, 
so  that  he  said,  rather  huskily: 

"Darling,  that  was  an  awful  lot  to 
do  for  folks  who  treated  Him  so.  And  I 
have  been  hurting  Him,  too,  by  for- 
getting about  His  love  and  what  He  did 
for  me.  But  we  do  both  love  Him,  don't 
we,  Mary?  And  shall  we  try  together  to 
show  Him  that  we  do?" 

Mary's  blue  eyes  smiled  up  at  him 
happily.  Then  some  of  the  troubled  look 
came  back  into  her  face,  as  she  said,  "But 
Muvver  said  she  had  heard  about  God. 
Do  you  suppose  she  knows  that  Jesus  is 
alive?" 

Mary's  father  turned  his  head  away 
from  the  anxious  look  in  the  little  girl's 
eyes.  She  could  not  understand  why  he 
held  her  so  tightly  without  speaking  for 
several  moments  before  he  was  able  to 
smile  at  her  and  answer  quietly,  "We 
must  talk  to  her  about  Him,  musn't  we, 
Mary?" 

This  is  how  it  happened  that  before  a 
month  had  passed,  there  were  three  in 
that  mountain  cabin  at  Gold  Rock  who 
loved  their  wonderful  Savior.  A  little 
child  had  carried  the  "good  news." — The 
King's  Busitiess. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Going  Slow  With  God 


"Draw  me,  we  will  run  after  thee: 
the  king  hath  brought  me  into  his  cham- 
bers: we  will  be  glad  and  rejoice  in  thee." 
Song  of  Sol.   1:4. 

God  is  never  slow  from  His  stand- 
point, but  He  is  from  ours,  because  im- 
petuosity and  doing  things  prematurely 
are  universal  human  weaknesses.  It  may 
not  only  be  the  result  of  our  fallen  con- 
dition, but  one  of  the  infirmities  in  our 
very  nature  as  creatures,  to  be  in  a  hurry. 
When  we  begin  to  learn  the  ways  of  God, 
we  have  so  many  things  to  unlearn  that 
there  are  some  lessons  which  God  does  not 
begin  teaching  us  till  after  we  have  passed 
the  initial  stages,  and  one  of  these  deeper 
lessons  is  that  of  moving  very  slowly  with 
Himself.  It  is  not  indifference,  nor  lag- 
ging behind;  it  is  just  the  opposite  of  a 
dull  and  slovenly  spirit,  for  it  is  a  dis- 
position entirely  wide  awake  and  energetic 
to  keep  in  the  order  of  God's  will. 

God  lives  and  moves  in  eternity,  and 
every  little  detail  in  His  working  must 
be  like  Himself,  and  have  in  it  the  maj- 
esty and  measured  movement,  as  well  as 
the  accuracy  and  promptness  of  infinite 
wisdom.  When  we  deal  with  God  we  are 
not  dealing  with  impetuous,  short-sighted 
creatures.  It  is  a  great  thing  to  really 
come  to  the  knowledge  as  to  who  God  is, 
and  how  we  are  to  behave  with  Him. 
There  is  no  hurry  in  a  Being  who  sees  and 
knows  everything  from  all  eternity.  True, 
God  often  acts  instantaneously,  but  it  is 
the  instantaneousness  of  mature  and 
boundless  wisdom,  and  not  the  quickness 
of  a  creature's  hurry.  It  is  also  true  that 
we  are  to  "run  the  race  set  before  us," 
and  "run  in  the  way  of  God's  command- 
ments," but  we  are  to  run  with  all  our 
faculties  calmly  collected,  with  thought- 
ful deliberation.  Running  with  God  is  a 
slow  walk  with  the  creature.  We  are  to 
let  God  do  the  swiftness  and  we  do  the 
slowness. 

The  Holy  Spirit  tells  us  to  "be  swift 
to  hear,  slow  to  speak,  slow  to  wrath." 
That  is,  swift  to  take  in  from  God,  but 
slow  to  give  the  opinion,  the  emotions  of 
the  creature.  We  can  never  walk  with 
God  until  we  learn  to  go  slow,  to  take 
time  to  pray,  to  think  twice  before  we 
speak  once,  to  watch  the  pace  of  His 
guidance,  and  measure  our  steps  accord- 
ingly. Rebekah  and  Jacob  were  in  a  hurry 
to  get  God's  foreordained  blessing  from 
the  lips  of  Isaac,  and  paid  the  penalty  of 
twenty  years'  separation  and  sorrow.  Peter 
lagged  behind  Christ  at  the  trial  before 
Pilate,  but  his  very  tardiness  was  the 
effect  of  his  previous  impetuosity  in 
boasting  of  his  fidelity.  Had  he  gone  slow 
in  his  avowals  of  heroism,  and  taken  time 
to  weigh  his  words,  he  would  have  gone 
faster  and  closer  to  the  cross.  The  very 
recollection  as  to  who  God  is  would  pro- 


duce a  thoughtful,  slow,  quiet  movement 
in  all  our  dealings  with  Him. 

We  miss  a  great  many  things  from 
God  by  not  going  slow  enough  with  Him. 
It  must  be  a  secret  joy  in  God  to  give 
Himself  forth  to  those  who  love  and 
appreciate  Him,  but  God  must  always  act 
like  Himself,  and  if  we  fail  to  move  ni 
harmony  with  His  attributes,  and  get  the 
things  He  wants  to  communicate  in  His 
own  way,  he  cannot  change  His  perfec- 
tions to  accommodate  our  whims,  and 
even  if  He  should  undertake  to  hear  and 
bless  us  without  regard  to  time  and  fit- 
ness it  would  do  us  no  good,  for  the 
very  blessings  of  God,  if  not  conferred 
in  God's  way,  would  prove  curses,  like 
eating  raw  meat  or  green  fruit.  There  are 
glimpses  into  God's  perfections,  insight 
into  wonderful  truths,  quiet  unfoldings 
of  daily  opportunities,  gentle  checks  of 
the  Holy  Spirit  upon  our  decisions  or 
words,  sweet  and  secret  promptings  to 
do  certain  things,  the  quiet  solving  of 
hard  problems  and  mental  articulations 
of  special  words  of  strength,  which 
we  have  often  missed  because  we 
took  our  ear  from  God's  telephone  a  little 
too  quickly  or  ran  past  the  angle  of 
vision,  or  wasted  time  by  asking  a  ques- 
tion, or  got  in  a  feverish  state  of  anxiety, 
or  attempted  to  take  God's  work  into 
our  own  hands.  There  is  no  telling  how 
much  we  have  lost  spiritually,  mentally, 
and  physically,  by  not  going  slow  with 
God. 

There  is  a  time  for  everything  in  the 
universe  to  get  ripe.  All  thoughts,  words, 
prayers,  actions,  providences,  opportuni- 
ties, blessings,  spiritual  experiences,  divine 
revelations,  all  avocations,  all  dispensa- 
tions, whether  in  nature,  grace,  or  glory, 
have  a  time  in  which  they  get  ripe;  and 
to  go  slow  with  God  is  the  heavenly  pace 
that  gathers  up  all  things  at  the  time  they 
are  ripe.  What  can  be  greater  than  to  see 
God,  or  to  hear  Him  speak?  and  we  miss 
both  by  not  going  slow. 

Going  slow  with  God  is  our  greatest 
safety.  It  is  dangerous  to  live  with  a 
thousand  live  wires  around  us,  against 
which  we  may  jostle  at  any  time  by  not 
keeping  calm  and  thoughtful  in  our 
movements.  In  factories  of  multiplied  and 
complicated  machinery  a  man  must  needs 
move  cautiously,  and  especially  when 
wheels,  bands,  electric  motors,  and  sharp- 
cutting  instruments  are  running  with 
lightning  speed,  and  a  wrong  step,  or  a 
careless  movement  of  the  hand,  may  cause 
instant  death.  In  may  respects,  we  are 
moving  amid  just  such  unseen  and  com- 
plicated machinery;  and  walking  quietly 
and  slowly  with  God  is  the  only  safe  way 
to  escape  the  swift-flying  bands  and 
pulleys  of  mighty  laws,  as  well  as  demon- 
iac snares. 


There  are  more  religious  delusions  at 
the  present  day  than  since  the  fall  of 
man,  and  every  one  of  them  could  be 
traced  to  a  rash,  impetuous  taking-up 
with  thoughts  and  things  without  taking 
time  to  wait  on  God  in  humility  and 
teachableness  of  spirit.  Doctrines  are 
formed  on  one  text  of  Scripture  not  half 
understood,  while  a  dozen  plain  texts  to 
the  contrary  receive  no  attention.  New, 
wild,  and  extravagant  teachings  are 
rushed  after  like  a  Klondike  gold  field. 
All  sorts  of  pious  fads,  religious  delusions, 
and  visionary  theories  are  hastily  swal- 
lowed down,  because  people  do  not  keep 
humble  enough  to  watch  God  and  trace 
His  slow  and  peaceful  footsteps.  It  is  not 
merely  going  slow  that  is  our  safety,  but 
it  is  LOVING  to  go  slow;  it  is  to  lovingly 
prefer  the  deep,  quiet,  peaceful  river  of 
God's  life  to  the  rushing,  noisy,  exciting, 
and  wild  things  which  always  characterize 
men's  foolishness.  The  soul  that  has  the 
itch  of  impatience  in  it  will  sooner  or 
later  champ  the  bit,  break  the  traces,  or 
run  over  a  precipice.  The  very  center  of 
the  soul  must  be  calm  and  peaceful,  so 
that  it  can  prefer  God's  way  and  God's 
time  of  doing  things.  Did  we  ever  have 
to  repent  for  taking  time  to  wait  on  God, 
or  did  we  ever  fail  to  repent  for  not 
taking  time  to  work  in  His  order? 

We  must  needs  go  slow  with  God  in 
order  to  keep  in  a  reverent  and  worship- 
ping spirit.  This  is  the  way  saints  have 
turned  their  lives  into  a  beautiful  con- 
tinual worship  of  God,  by  going  slow 
enough  to  mix  God  in  with  everything, 
and  tie  all  the  events  of  life  fast  to  His 
throne;  by  referring  all  things  to  Him, 
and  with  the  eye  of  thought  looking  up 
to  Him  to  dictate  their  services  and  their 
steps. 

Some  people  pray  too  fast  to  get  any 
answer,  like  nervous  children  that  rattle 
away  at  their  parents  so  rapidly  that  their 
words  are  not  intelligible.  They  must 
quiet  down  and  talk  slow  enough  to  be 
understood  before  their  wants  or  fears 
can  be  relieved.  One  of  the  curses  put  on 
Adam  was  that  of  "sweat,"  which  ex- 
presses the  hurried,  overheated  or  excited 
state  of  the  body;  and  the  Lord  told 
Ezekiel  that  his  priests  must  not  enter 
the  holy  sanctuary  with  "woolen  gar- 
ments on  them,  or  anything  that  would 
cause  them  to  sweat,"  because  the  God 
of  eternal  and  unruffled  peace  wants  us 
to  worship  Him  with  a  calm,  collected, 
reverent  spirit,  and  not  with  the  sweat 
of  creature-hurry  in  our  minds.  How  can 
we  speak  to  God  in  a  reverent  way  or 
look  to  Him  with  adoring  love  when  we 
have  run  ourselves  into  a  feverish  per- 
spiration and  precipitation  of  thought? 
Whatever  we  do  accurately  must  take 
time  and  collectedness  of  mind,  and  there 
is  no  accuracy  in  all  the  world  like  keep- 
ing company  with  God,  and  yet  nothing 
so  free  from  bondage  or  tediousness.  By 
(Continued  on  page  3  0) 
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Try   Him  With   a  Text 

E.  £.  Nicbolls 

"What's  wrong  with  you  now?  I 
thought  you  were  all  right,"  said  a  Scot- 
tish boy  to  a  friend  who  had  professed 
conversion,  but'  was  in  doubt  and  fear. 

"What's  wrong  with  me  now?"  he  re- 
plied, "I'm  not  right  yet,  for  Satan's  al- 
ways tempting  me." 

"What  do  you  do  then?"  inquired  his 
friend. 

"I  try,"  said  he,  "to  sing  a  hymn." 

"Does  that  send  him  away?" 

"No;  I  am  as  bad  as  ever." 

"Well,"  said  the  other,  "when  he 
tempts  you  again,  try  him  with  a  text; 
he  cannot  stand  that." 

Doubting  one,  troubled  one,  let  the 
good  advice  given  by  the  Scottish  boy  to 
his  friend,  be  followed  by  you.  This  is 
what  the  blessed  Lord  Jesus  did  when 
tempted  by  Satan,  Luke  4:2-12.  "It  is 
written,"  was  His  answer  to  each  subtle 
form  of  temptation,  and  the  enemy, 
foiled  and  defeated,  withdrew  from  the 
conflict. 

Take  your  stand  upon  the  firm  foun- 
dation of  the  Word  of     God, 

meet  the  tempter  with,  "Thus 
saith  the  Lord."  His  Word  can 
never  fail  or  change,  it's  sharp- 
er than  a  two-edged  sword.  No 
creature,  however  powerful, 
can  withstand  it.  "The  word  of 
the  Lord  endureth  for  ever. 
And  this  is  the  word  which  by 
the  gospel  is  preached  unto 
you,"   1  Peter  1:25. 

Do  you  doubt  your  salva- 
cion?  What  saith  the  Scrip- 
tures? "By  grace  are  ye  saved 
through  faith;  and  that  not  of 
yourselves:  it  is  the  gift  of 
God:  Not  of  works,  lest  any 
man  should  boast,"  Eph.  2:8, 
9.  "I  declare  unto  you  the  gos- 
pel* **By  which  also  ye  are 
saved,  if  ye  keep  in  memory 
what  I  preached  unto  you,"  1 
Cor.  15:1,  2.  What  about  your 
sins?  God  says,  "Their  sins  and 
iniquities  will  I  remember  no 
more,"  Heb.  10:17.  "I  write 
unto  you,  little  children,  be- 
cause your  sins  are  forgiven  you 
for  his  name's  sake,"  1  John  2: 
12.  Can  a  believer  be  lost?  Ten 
thousand  times,  No.  Listen  to 
the  Word  of  the  Lord:  "I  give 
unto  them  eternal  life;  and 
they  shall  never  perish,  neither 
shall  any  man  pluck  them  out 


of  my  hand,"  John    10:2  8. — Gospel  Sto- 
ries for  the  Young. 

He  Forgot  to  Bow  His  Head 

Hurled  down  to  death  from  the  top  of 
a  train  because  he  forgot  to  bow  his  head. 
It  was  the  duty  of  this  man  to  stand  on 
the  top  of  the  train,  watching  through 
the  long  miles  of  the  run,  lest  accident 
should  come  to  any  of  the  cars.  By  night 
and  by  day  he  must  be  at  his  post.  Some- 
times in  the  winter  time  the  tops  of  the 
cars  were  slippery  and  dangerous.  Now 
and  then  storms  swept  down  from  the 
north  and  he  had  to  cling  with  all  his 
might  to  the  standard  of  the  brake.  It  was 
none  of  these  things,  however,  which 
brought  the  trainman  to  his  terrible  end. 
He  could  guard  himself  against  ice  and 
storm.  The  trouble  was  that  he  forgot  to 
bow  his  head. 

Just  before  the  train  reached  a  low 
bridge,  the  fringed-out  ends  of  a  dozen 
ropes  stretched  across  the  road 
dangled  in  the  face  of  the  trainman. 
There  were  the  signals  to  him  of  the  ap- 
proach of  the  girders  of  the  bridge.  Now 


When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I, the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee,  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee." 


was  the  time  for  him  to  stoop  and  escape 
danger.  But  he  forgot!  With  an  awful 
force  his  head  struck  the  iron  beams 
above  him,  and  he  was  thrown,  crushed 
and  bleeding  to  the  earth — killed  because 
he  forgot  to  bow  his  head! 

If  we  had  only  remembered  the  morn- 
ing watch  with  God  this  morning,  we 
should  have  gone  through  the  night  safe- 
ly. Then  our  hearts  would  have  been  made 
strong  for  all  that  might  come  to  us.  We 
knew  our  weakness;  we  knew  the  source 
of  our  strength;  and  yet  something 
pushed  the  thought  of  the  hour  with  the 
Master  out  of  our  minds.  Who  knows 
what  it  was?  It  matters  not  now.  The 
crisis  came  in  a  moment  when  we  were 
not  aware  of  our  peril,  and  we  went 
down,  slain  because  we  did  not  stoop  to 
be  with  God. 

"I  do  not  need  to  give  this  time  to 
God!  I  am  strong  enough  to  go  through 
the  day  without  bending  the  knees  before 
I  go!" 

Did  you  say  that?  Think  again.  Never 

deceive  yourself  like  that.  Thinking  thus, 

thousands  of  stronger  men  than  you  have 

gone  down  to  ruin.     Give  Him  this  one 

=  precious    moment.     Bend     the 

head  in  prayer  and  petition  for 

His  help  through  the  day.  Then 

go  on   safe  in  His   keeping. — 

Set. 
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We  cannot  know  nor  understand 
The  leading  of  God's  mighty  hand. 

But  we  can  trust  that  Love  Divine 
Is  shaping  both  your  life  and  mine. 

And  from  this  trust  may  spring  aneiv 
A  courage  that  will  see  us  through. 


If  You  Wont  Him  As 
Much   As — 

If  we  want  God  as  much  as 
the  astronomer  Herschel 
wanted  the  distant  stars,  with 
such  sincerity  that  he  would 
sit  all  night  on  a  balcony  in 
the  wintry  winds  with  an 
awkward  telescope;  if  we  want 
Him  as  much  as  Edison 
wanted  an  electric  filament, 
so  that  he  would  experiment 
with  six  hundred  different 
substances  that  he  might  get 
his  radiant  light — if  we  hun- 
ger like  that  for  God,  we  will 
not  complain  about  difficulty; 
we  will  quit  arguing  and 
postponing  and  begin  this  very 
hour  to  seek  Him! — Robert 
M.   Barflett. 

To  draw  nigh  to  God  we 
must  close  our  eyes,  ears,  and 
heart  to  any  bid  that  might  be 
made  by  Satan  or  any  of  his 
agents  or  influences  to  get  us 
to  wait  until  tomorrow. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 
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for  children  of  neighborhood.  Ten  came. 
Told  part  of  Joseph  story.  They  begged 
for  more.  We  sang,  learned  verses  and 
all  made  a  "pit"  with  a  cut  of  Joseph  to 
take  home. 

April  27 — Class  increasing.  Mrs.  Hill 
came  to  help  me.  Told  them  the  parable 
of  the  sower.  All  recited  it,  making 
motions  as  they  did  so.  They  drew  the 
four  soils  and  colored  them.  Dorothy  is 
a  good  help. 

May  2 — Mrs.  B  asked  if  Dorothy  could 
go  on  a  week-end  trip  with  them.  Dor- 
othy said,  "No,  I  don't  want  to  miss 
Sunday  School."  I'm  thankful  she  feels 
that  way. 

May  8 — Our  reading  this  morning  was 

**  *  **  *  *  *  ***-*  *******  ***  ****** 

The  Touch  of  a   Baby's  Hand 

One  little  hand  is  lying 

So   quietly  on  my  breast, 

While   my   little,   sleeping  baby 

Close  in  my  arms  is  pressed; 

And  the  feeling  of  awe  and  wonder 

I  cannot  understand, 

That    fills   and   thrills   my  being, 

At  the  touch  of  my  baby's  hand. 

'Tis  mine  to  love  and  cherish, 
This  little  one  in  my  care. 
To  keep  her  pure  and  sinless 
Shall   be   my   constant   prayer. 
Wonderful  love  of  the  Father, 
Who   for  His   children  planned, 
That  we  might   know  the   sweetness 
Of  the  touch  of  a  baby's  hand. 

Dear  little  hand!  I  love  it! 

As  I  hold  it  in  my  own, 

I  feel  its  clasp  on  my  heart-strings, 

The  strongest   I  ever  have   known, 

Of  the  joys  that  may  come  to  mortals, 

This  side  of  the  Better  Land, 

The  sweetest,  the  dearest,  the  purest, 

Is  the  touch  of  a  baby's  hand. 

— Mother,  Ohio 

**************************** 

about  Ananias  and  Sapphira.  Bob  looked 
at  me  significantly.  We  understood.  Dad 
tried  to  show  us  how  essential  honesty  is 
in  all  our  dealings. 

May  30 — We  all  visited  Grandpa's 
grave  today.  I  told  the  children  what 
a  good  Christian  man  he  was,  how  he 
loved  his  Lord  and  family  and  country, 
always  willing  to  sacrifice  for  them. 

June  3 — Only  ten  days  more  of  school. 
Vacation  school  teachers  met  today.  My 
course  on  the  Christian  home  is  nearly 
ready.  Have  ten  girls  signed  up  already 
for  it. 

June  13 — Vacation  school  opened  to- 
day. All  went  including  Benny.  One  hun- 


Home,  Siveet  Home 

Excerpts   From  Two   Diaries 

The  following  selections  are  from  the 
diaries  of  two  mothers,  Mrs.  A  and  Mrs. 
B  who  are  neighbors.  Mrs.  A's  family 
consists  of  four  children:  Dorothy,  8; 
Bob,  6;  Jim,  5;  Benny,  3.  Mrs.  B's  con- 
sists of  two:   Ethel,  7;  Earl,   6. 

The  first  mother  is  willing  to  sacrifice 
much  that  her  children  may  learn  the 
Christan  way  of  living.  The  second  moth- 
er is  ambitious  for  "shining"  careers  for 
her  two. 

From  Mrs.  A's  Diary 

New  Year's  Day — What  will  this  year 
reveal?  We've  all  made  resolutions  except 
Benny.  I  pray  that  I  may  keep  the  family 
progressing   and   not    allow   lapses. 

Feb.  5 — Heard  a  fine  lecturer  on  child 
training.  He  said  our  big  job  as  parents 
is  in  the  very  early  years.  We  must  watch 
habits  carefully  and  begin  spiritual  train- 
ing  before   the   child  learns   to  talk. 

Feb.  23 — Nice  day.  All  went  to  Sun- 
day School.  Dad  stayed  to  church  and 
Dorothy  and  Bob  to  the  Junior  church. 
They  learn  a  lot  there,  have  time  for 
drills  and  handwork.  They  brought  home 
scrapbooks. 

March  1 — Bob  used  swear  words  today 
which  disturbed  me  much.  I  traced  them 
to  a  neighbor  child.  Talked  to  them  both 
about  good  words  and  bad.  Told  them  a 
story.   Both   seemed  impressed. 

March  8 — Attended  Christian  Parents' 
Fellowship.  Discussions  most  helpful. 
Speaker  told  how  to  make  meaning  of 
Easter  real  to  children.  We  should  not 
encourage  the  bunny  and  egg  idea.  Let 
them  learn  the  beautiful  verses  about  the 
resurrection. 

March  27 — Dorothy  and  Bob  recited 
the  resurrection  verses  at  Sunday  School. 
Teachers  were  pleased.  They  took  Ethel 
next  door  with  them  and  explained  to 
her  what  Easter  meant. 

April  2 — Bob  lied  to  me  today.  It  hurt. 
We  read  together  the  story  of  Ananias. 
He  confessed.  We  both  prayed  and  were 
relieved.  Said  he  would  never  do  it  again. 
Feel  impressed  to  begin  a  Bible  class. 

April    13 — Began   class   here   at   home 


dred  and  seventy  enrolled.  My  class  has 
15  fine  Intermediate  girls.  May  I  be  able 
to  show  them  Christ  and  win  them  to 
Him. 

June  20 — Second  week  of  school.  Two 
hundred  enrolled.  Excellent  work  being 
done.  Parents  and  others  are  visiting  each 
day.  Teachers  as  well  as  children  are 
learning. 

June  30 — Closing  night  of  school  a 
huge  success.  Church  filled.  Children  put 
on  good  program.  Display  brought  forth 
much  comment  from  pleased  parents.  Six 
of  my  girls  accepted  Jesus  Christ.  I'm 
tired  but  very  happy. 

Mrs.  B's  Diary 

New  Year's  Day — What's  the  use  of 
resolutions?  Only  hope  this  year  will  see 
Dad  successful  and  all  of  us  well  and 
happy  with  no  set-backs.  Perhaps  we 
can  get  a  new  car. 

Jan.  24 — Nearly  a  month  gone.  Our 
club  had  a  good  whist  drive  tonight.  I 
won  a  beautiful  vase.  Why  do  people 
cheat,  I  wonder. 

Feb.  14 — Ethel  had  a  Valentine  party 
today  with  eighteen  boys  and  girls  here. 
Surprising  how  early  these  children  talk 
about  love  and  tease  one  another  about 
it.   But  it's  rather  "cute." 

March  1 — Earl  asked  me  today  why  I 
smoked,  said  Bob's  mother  didn't.  Why 
do  I?  I  don't  know.  I'm  not  a  good  ex- 
ample for  my  children.  Wish  I  could  quit. 

March  18 — Mrs.  A  asked  if  Ethel  and 
Earl  could  attend  her  week-day  class.  I 
let  them  go  today,  but  this  must  not 
interfere  with  their  music  and  dancing 
lessons. 

April  8 — In  midst  of  house  cleaning 
and  renovating.  Wish  we  could  get  a 
"set"  like  the  Dalton's.  It's  perfect.  If 
I  tease  Dad  a  bit  more  perhaps  he'll  get 
one. 

April  19 — To  think  Earl  would  be 
mean  to  old  Mrs.  Cole!  Where  did  he 
get  that  idea?  Wonder  if  the  comics  are 
giving  him  such  notions.  He  is  a  great 
imitator. 

April  30 — Heard  man  give  lecture  on 
alarming  decline  in  birth-rate  of  good 
American  stock.  Said  we  would  be  over- 
run with  foreigners  before  long.  No  more 
for  me.  Two's  enough. 

May  3 — Ethel  brought  a  girl  home  to- 
day whose  father  is  a  liquor  dealer.  It's 
not  the  child's  fault,  but  why  do  I  hesi- 
tate? Why  should  I  when  I  take  my 
cocktail  and  wine  along  with  the  rest  of 
them? 

May  4 — Ethel  said  her  friend  gave  her 
a  drink  of  beer.  Told  her  she  had  better 
learn  to  drink  it  for  everyone  does  it. 
My  conscience  accuses  me.  My  own  little 
girl  drinking! 

May  1 5 — Children  didn't  get  home  till 
late  from  playground.  Worried  me.  Why 
don't  they  play  at  home?  Not  enough  at- 
tractions, I  suppose. 

May  30 — Such  a  week-end!  Plenty  of 
(Continued   on   page    30) 
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WHY  I  KNOW  THE  BIBLE  IS  THE 
WORD  OF  GOD 


By  Wm.  E.  Biederwolf 
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(Continued   from    last   issue) 
Thy  Word 

Thy  Word  is  like  a  garden,  Lord, 
With  flowers  bright  and  fair, 

And  everyone  who  seeks  may  pluck 
A  lovely  cluster  there. 

Thy  word  is  like  a  starry  host, 
A  thousand  rays  of  light 

Are  seen,  to  guide  the  traveller 
And  make  his  pathway  bright. 


hoir 


Thy    Word     is      like       a    glorio 
And   loud   its   anthems   ring; 

Though  many  tongues  and  parts  unite, 
It  is  one  song  they  sing. 

Thy   Word   is    like    an    armory, 

Where  soldiers  may  repair, 
And  find  for  life's  long  battle-day, 

All  needful  weapons  there. 

Oh  may  we  find  our  armor  there, 
Thy  Word  our  trusty  sword, 

And  learn  to  fight  with  every  foe 

The   battle   of   our   Lord. — Dickinson. 

Its   Power  to  Transform    Human 
Lives 

It  was  over  in  New  Zealand  that  one 
day  an  unbeliever  was  sneering  at  the 
Bible  to  a  native  chief.  The  chief  pointed 
to  a  great  stone  and  said,  "My  father  and 
I  wrere  once  blood-thirsty  cannibals.  On 
that  stone  we  slaughtered  and  roasted  and 
devoured  our  human  victims.  We  arc 
Christians  now.  What  raised  us  from 
what  we  were  to  what  we  are?  The  Bible 
at  which  you  scoff." 

I  want  now  to  give  you  a  third  reason 
why  you  may  accept  the  Bible  as  the 
veritable  Word  of  God,  and  that  is  its 
transforming  power.  I  am  referring  not 
now  to  what  the  Bible  has  done  for  the 
word  in  general,  but  to  its  power  to 
bless  and  brighten  the  individual  life,  to 
lift  it  up  to  God,  and  in  fact  to  make  it 
completely  over  when  it  has  been  broken 
and  ruined  and  lost.  It  has  done  this  not 
for  a  few  men  but  for  millions. 

There  are  other  books  in  the  world, 
most  of  them  worthless.  It's  a  good  thing 
to  write  a  book  yourself,  just  to  see  how 
few  of  them  you  can  sell.  But  there  are 
books  that  are  useful  and  enlightening  in 
many  ways.  There  are  books  on  philoso- 


phy, astronomy,  geology,  botany,  and 
mathematics,  but  did  you  ever  hear  of 
any  of  these  books  restraining  lust,  curb- 
ing sinful  propensities  and  lifting  foul  and 
unholy  men  to  a  place  of  purity  and  re- 
spectability? 

Did  you  ever  hear  a  man  say,  "I  was  a 
miserable  sinner,  a  wretched  outcast,  a 
disgrace  to  humanity  and  a  nuisance  in 
general  until  I  read  one  of  these  books, 
and  ever  since  that  time  the  old  life  has 
been  past  forever,  the  shackles  of  sin  have 
been  broken,  happiness  has  come  into  my 
heart,  peace  into  my  soul,  health  has  come 
back  and  prosperity,  and  my  home  has 
been  changed  from  a  place  of  strife  and 
quarrel  and  desolation  into  a  little  fore- 
taste of  heaven  itself"? 

Did  you  ever  hear  a  man  say,  "I  was 
lost  and  on  my  way  to  eternal  perdition 
until  one  glad  day  I  took  up  a  book  on 
human  anatomy  and  I  read  there  that  the 
auditory  and  optic  nerves  were  two  tiny 
filaments  so  alike  in  color  and  structure 
that  for  one's  life  he  could  not  tell  them 
apart,  and  yet  one  of  them  will  lay  hold 
of  certain  vibrations  in  the  air  and 
through  the  tympanum  of  the  ear  will 
record  them  on  the  brain  in  strains  of 
sweetest  harmony  or  notes  of  wildest  dis- 
cord, while  at  the  same  time  the  other  un- 
mindful of  the  sound  vibrations  beating 
on  every  side  will  lay  hold  of  a  more  deli- 
cate set,  imperceptible  to  the  first,  and 
through  the  retina  of  the  eye  paint  them 
on  the  brain  in  all  the  bewildering  colors 
of  nature's  panorama,  and  when  I  had 
learned  this,  the  burden  of  my  sins  rolled 
away,  my  soul  was  redeemed  and  I  have 
been  singing  on  my  way  to  heaven  from 
that  day  until   now"? 

No  you  never  heard  any  one  say  any  of 
these  things.     But  you  have  heard  hun- 


dreds, and  you  know  there  arc  millions, 
who  have  ascribed  all  these  things  to  the 
reading  of  the  words  of  this  blessed  Book 
we  call  the  Bible.  As  they  have  read  they 
have  borne  witness  to  a  new  power  work- 
ing for  righteousness  in  mind  and  heart 
and  to  the  thrill  of  a  divine  life  in  the 
very  quick  of  their  being. 

I  was  conducting  a  series  of  evangelis- 
tic meetings  in  Newport  Neius  a  short 
while  ago,  and  one  evening  a  letter  was 
handed  to  me  written  on  a  letterhead  of 
The  Hotel  Chamberlin  at  Old  Point 
Comfort.  I  would  like  to  have  you  hear 
that  letter.  Here  it  is: 
My  dear  Mr.  Biederwolf: 

Eleven  years,  six  months  and  six  days 
ago,  after  I  had  been,  kicked  out  of  the 
back  room  of  the  lowest  three-cent  stale 
beer  dive  in  New  York  City,  dressed  in  an 
old  suit  of  clothes  that  I  had  fished  out  of 
an  ash-barrel  several  weeks  before,  I  went 
to  the  old  Jerry  McAuley  Mission  for  a 
sandwich  and  a  cup  of  coffee.  You  were 
one  of  the  first  ones  to  shake  my  hand 
that  night  after  I  got  up  off  my  knees 
at  one  of  the  old  benches.  I  am  at  this 
hotel  and  would  be  more  than  pleased  if 
you  could  find  it  possible  to  have  dinner 
with  me  some  night  while  you  are  here. — 
B.  F.  Alexander. 

I  found  him  there  a  guest  in  that  high- 
class  hotel,  a  spiritually-minded  Christian 
gentleman,  traveling  in  great  comfort 
and  holding  an  honored  position  at  a 
handsome  salary.  Now  such  an  effort  de- 
mands a  cause  efficient  and  sufficient  to 
produce  it,  and  that  cause  can  be  found 
only  in  the  fact  that  when  the  words  of. 
John  3:16  fell  upon  his  ear,  and  "Come 
unto  me  all  ye  that  labor  and  are  heavy 
laden  and  I  will  give  you  rest"  was  whis- 
pered into  his  heart,  God  was  in  those 
words  "by  the  breath  of  His  inspiring, 
quickening,  regenerating,  transforming 
Spirit." 

Don't  get  an  idea  that  this  Book  is  on- 
ly for  men  like  that.  It  has  done  the 
same  thing  for  the  most  intellectual  and 
cultured. 

Have  you  ever  read  the  experience  of 
George  John  Romanes?  I  mean  his  mind 
experience.  I  suppose  that  some  of  you 
have  not.  You  have  been  so  busy  reading 
infidel  books  you  haven't  had  time  to 
read  anything  on  the  other  side.  It  has 
been  said  that  Romanes  had  the  most 
brilliant  mind  of  any  man  for  three  gen- 
erations past.  He  is  the  author  of  the 
book,  "Darwin  and  After  Darwin,"  .is 
well  as  many  other  master  works. 

He  graduated  from  the  great  English 
University  with  highest  honors,  and  he 
was  a  sincere  Christian.  He  wrote  books 
about  God  and  about  the  laws  of  prayer. 
But  in  the  speculations  which  were  natu- 
ral to  a  mind  like  his  he  began  to  see,  as 
he  said,  that  Christianity  was  unreason- 
able. He  studied  long  and  hard  before  he 
(Continued   on    page    31) 
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The  Presence  of  Christ 

A  dying  man,  being  visited  by  his 
minister,  complained  that  he  could  not 
experience  the  consciousness  of  God's 
presence.  The  minister  told  him  to  have 
a  chair  placed  by  his  bedside,  and  then  to 
think  that  Christ  was  seated  in  that  chair 
and  reach  out  his  hand  to  clasp  the  hand 
of  Christ  seated  in  that  chair.  The  ill 
man  did  so  and  found  a  blessed  sense  of 
the  presence  of  Christ  with  him  in  that 
sick  room.  When  the  minister  called  a  few 
days  later  he  found  his  friend  dead,  but 
with  his  hand  clutching  the  arm  of  the 
chair  in  which,  to  him,  the  Christ  had 
sat  and  held  his  hand.  Have  you  ever  done 
that — put  yourself  into  an  attitude  of 
spirit  in  which  you  willed  to  think  and 
feel  that  Christ  was  by  your  side? — Wil- 
liam Evans,  in  S.  S.  World. 

Be  Sure  Your  Sin  WilS  Find  You  Out 

Three  men  in  South  Boston  posed  for  a 
passing  photographer.  They  then  refused 
to  pay  for  the  picture,  beat  the  itinerant 
artist,  and  tried  to  smash  his  camera.  Then 
they  ran  way,  chuckling  over  their  ex- 
ploit, and  ridiculing  the  plight  of  their 
victim.  But  the  photographer  had  one  re- 
source which  the  three  rascals  had  for- 
gotten— the  undeveloped  plate  in  his 
camera.  This  he  developed  and  turned 
over  to  the  police.  By  means  of  that  tell- 
tale bit  of  paper,  the  three  men  were  rec- 
ognized immediately  and  arrested  under  a 
charge  of  assault  and  battery,  and  were 
soon  secure  in  the  grasp  of  the  law.  Sin 
manufactures  its  own  condemnation.  For 
witness  against  it,  the  Judge  of  all  the 
earth  does  not  need  any  outside  testimony. 
— Albert  Thomas  Howell. 

Beginning  At  the  Wrong  End 

An  old  farmer  was  whining  one  day: 
"My — hay — crop — is — a — failure." 

Asked  a  neighbor:  "Is  your  potato  crop 
a  failure?" 

"No,"  said  the  farmer. 

"Your  oats?" 

"No." 

"Your  corn?" 

"Oh,  no!  Oh,  no!" 

"Well,  neighbor,  why  not  begin  with 
success  and  thankfulness,  and  then  put 
your  one  failure  in  parenthesis  at  the 
other  end?" 

No  answer.  Pause  for  reflection. 

Why  should  not  we  begin  at  the  right 
end  when  we  go  over  our  experiences? 
Why  not  give  God  credit  for  all  the  good 


He  renders  us?  Why  not  forget  certain 
unpleasant  things  and  give  our  parents 
and  friends  credit  for  all  their  many 
kindnesses? — Quoted  in  Onward. 

Conquest  by  Addition 

There  was  once  a  great  city  somewhere 
to  the  east  of  Palestine  known  as  Jerash. 
It  grew  and  flourished  because  of  the  in- 
cense trade  with  Arabia.  Its  merchants 
bought  incense  from  people  of  the  East 
and  sent  it  all  over  the  Roman  world  to 
be  burned  in  the  temples  set  up  in  honor 
of  the  countless  gods  the  Romans  wor- 
shipped. But  not  long  after  that  the 
Christians  brought  the  city  to  ruin — not 
by  weapons  of  war  and  the  taking  away 
of  human  life — not  by  subtraction  but 
by  addition.  They  sent  through  the  Ro- 
man empire  Christ's  positive  teaching 
about  the  one  true  God,  our  Father.  Then 
the  incense  ceased  to  burn  on  pagan  al- 
tars, and  the  city  fell  into  decay  because 
its  trade  was  gone.  —  R.  H.  W.  Shep- 
herd. 

What  Kind  of  a  Mirror  Are  You? 

When  taking  a  trip  in  Italy,  I  found 
one  of  the  most  interesting  places  was 
the  place  where  the  Pope  lives,  and  one 
of  the  most  fascinating  spots  in  the 
Vatican  is  the  Sistine  Chapel,  for  some 
of  the  greatest  paintings  in  the  world, 
those  of  Michelangelo,  are  to  be  found 
there. 

Strange  to  say,  in  executing  these  pic- 
tures, the  great  artist  instead  of  painting 
them  on  the  walls  of  the  chapel  painted 
them  as  frescoes  on  the  ceiling.  Yet  the 
score  of  people  who  were  there  studying 
those  works  of  art  were  not  looking  at 
the  ceiling  at  all;  they  were  looking  down. 
People  had  proved  long  ago  that  it  was  a 
very  wearisome  thing  to  keep  looking  up; 
but  they  wanted  to  see  the  beauty.  So 
over  yonder  as  each  one  entered  at  the  end 
of  the  chapel  he  had  hired  for  a  small 
amount  of  money  a  little  mirror,  in  order 
that  he  might  study  the  beauty  of  art 
and  color  reflected  there. 

Do  you  know  that  men  and  women 
and  children  are  too  busy  and  too  pre- 
occupied in  these  days  to  take  the  trouble 
to  study  the  character  of  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  in  heaven?  But  they  are  exceed- 
ingly interested;  they  want  to  know 
about  Him;  they  are  going  to  pass  judg- 
ment upon  Him.  Do  you  know  where 
they  are  looking?  They  are  watching  youi" 
life  and  mine.  And  as  they  see  or  fail  to 


see  Christ  in  us,  they  pass  judgment  upon 
Him. — Gospel  Banner. 

The  Tie  of  Love 

One  day,  one  of  the  gigantic  eagles  of 
Scotland  carried  away  a  sleeping  infant. 
The  whole  village  pursued  it,  but  the  eagle 
soon  perched  itself  upon  a  lofty  crag,  and 
everyone  despaired  of  the  child's  life. 

A  sailor  tried  to  climb  the  ascent,  but 
he  was  obliged  to  give  up  the  attempt. 
A  robust  Highlander,  accustomed  to  hill 
climbing,  tried  but  was  forced  to  return. 
At  last  a  poor  peasant  woman  came  for- 
ward, and  putting  her  feet  on  one  shelf 
of  the  rock,  then  a  second,  then  a  third, 
she  rose  to  the  very  top  of  the  cliff. 
While  the  hearts  of  those  below  were 
trembling,  she  came  down  step  by  step, 
until,  amid  the  shouts  of  the  villagers, 
she  stood  at  the  bottom  of  the  rock  with 
the  child  on  her  bosom. 

Why  did  that  woman  succeed  when 
the  strong  sailor  and  the  practiced  High- 
lander failed?  Why,  because  between  her 
and  the  babe  there  was  a  tie;  that  woman 
was  the  mother  of  the  babe.  Let  there  be 
that  tie  of  love  of  Christ  and  to  souls  in 
your  hearts,  and  greater  wonders  will  be 
accomplished. — King's  Business. 

Seventy  Times  Seven 

In  the  days  when  slavery  was  rampant, 
an  inhuman  and  brutal  slave  owner  was 
laying  on  the  lash  with  a  good  deal  of 
severity.  As  the  stinging  whip  cut  into 
the  lacerated  back  of  the  abused  slave,  the 
bestial  owner  taunted  him,  "What  can 
your  Jesus  Christ  do  for  you  now?"  The 
poor,  persecuted  and  tortured  slave  was 
given  the  grace  to  reply,  "Him  teach  me 
to  forgive  you,  Massa."  Indeed  the  Lord 
taught  His  disciples  to  forgive  even  unto 
seventy  times  seven,  and  Joseph  had 
learned  to  forgive  his  brethren  because 
he  knew  the  same  Lord  who  had  forgiven 
him. — Philippine  Evangelist. 

The  Bridge  Over  Death 

In  a  Scottish  valley,  beside  a  little 
bi'ook,  where  there  was  no  friendly  soil, 
a  Highlander  once  planted  a  tree.  Of 
course  it  wilted  and  drooped.  But  sud- 
denly, to  the  surprise  of  every  one,  it  took 
a  new  start  in  life,  and  bore  rich  fruit. 
What  was  the  source  of  its  new  life? 
With  marvelous  vegetable  instinct  it  had 
sent  out  a  shoot  which  ran  along  and  over 
a  narrow  sheep  bridge,  and  rooted  itself  in 
the  rich  loam  on  the  other  side  of  the 
brook.  From  this  rich  loam  it  drew  its 
life.  Even  so  the  resurrection  of  Christ 
bridges  the  river  of  death  that  flows  be- 
tween earth  and  heaven,  and  the  souls  of 
men  who  know  this  send  out  the  shoot  of 
faith,  vhich,  running  over  the  bridge, 
roots  itself  in  the  eternal  realities  beyond, 
(Continued   on   page   30) 
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Easter  Angels 

NELLIE  L.  HARRINGTON 


"Mother,  don't  you  just  love  Easter?" 
and  Donna  Matthews  sank  into  a  chair 
by  the  grate  and  held  out  her  hands  to  the 
glowing    warmth. 

Mrs.  Matthews  smiled  sympathetically 
and  said,  "I  think  every  one  does,  dear. 
Did  you  have  a  good  service?" 

"Just  heavenly,  Mother.  I  know  you 
don't  like  extravagance,  but  that  is  the 
only  word  that  fits  it." 

After  a  thoughtful  pause  the  girl  went 
on,  "All  day  I've  been  thinking  of  some- 
thing. You  may  not  agree  with  me,  but — 
I'd  like  to  try  to  tell  you,"  and  she  looked 
up  questioningly. 

"Go  ahead,  Donna.  You  know  I'm  al- 
ways interested  in  your  'thoughts',"  said 
her  mother. 

In  her  earlier  years  Mrs.  Matthews  had 
heard  the  phrase,  "The  thoughts  of  youth 
are  long,  long  thoughts,"  and  she  had 
often  noticed  that  adults  are  apt  to  pay 
scant  attention  to  the  philosophizing  of 
young  folks.  They  say  the  ideas  are 
"crude,"  "immature,"  and  "impractical." 
She,  herself,  had  been  snubbed  a  few  times 
when  she  had  tried  to  express  something 
that  had  seemed  wonderful  to  her,  and 
the  wounds  had  cut  deep.  So,  when  her 
little  daughter  came  to  bless  the  home, 
this  mother  had  wisely  decided  to  listen, 
respectfully,  to  the  child.  And  through 
the  years  she  had  kept  the  resolve. 

She  was  reaping  her  reward  now.  Dur- 
ing Donna's  childhood  there  had  been 
times  when  she  was  tempted  to  stop  the 
"silly,  childish  prattle"  that  seemed  end- 
less. But  as  the  years  passed  she  realized 
that  because  of  her  sympathetic  listening 
to  the  child,  she  had  kept  the  confidence 
of  the  growing  daughter,  and  now  the 
budding  young  woman  came  as  freely 
with  ideas,  fancies  and  problems.  Happy 
the  daughter  who  has  a  sensible  Christian 
mother  for  a  confidante! 

"Well,  do  you  know,  Mother,  I  believe 
I'm  growing  up,"  announced  the  girl 
dramatically. 

A  ghost  of  a  smile  flitted  across  Mrs. 
Matthews'  lips  before  they  were  sternly 
brought  under  control,  and  she  said 
gravely,  "I've  noticed  that,  Donna,  but 


how  did  you  discover  it?"  she  asked  in- 
terestedly. 

"Why,  this  way.  Some  things  that  I 
used  to  be  crazy  about  seem  now  to  be — 
well,  sort  of  silly.  Did  you  know  it  all 
of  the  time?"  she  inquired  eagerly. 

"Well,  I  wouldn't  say  'silly'  exactly. 
'Childish'  is  the  word  I  would  prefer. 
You  know  Paul  says,  'When  I  was  a 
child,  I  spake  as  a  child,  I  understood  as 
a  child,  I  thought  as  a  child:  but  when  I 
became  a  man,  I  put  away  childish 
things.'  Perhaps  you  are  reaching  the  stage 
when  you  are  ready  to  put  away  some  of 
the  childish  things.  Is  that  it?" 

"Why,  of  course.  It's  such  a  comfort 
to  talk  with  you,  Mumsie.  You  know  ex- 
actly how  to  straighten  out  the  kinks 
in  my  thinking.  I  did  not  like  that  word, 
'silly,'  either." 

"But  you  haven't  told  me  about  it  yet," 
gently  reminded  her  mother. 

"Oh,  it's  on  these  special  days.  You 
know  how  I've  loved  Thanksgiving  and 
Christmas,  but  this  year  I'm  finding  more 
pleasure  in  Easter. 

"Yes,"  declared  Donna  emphatically. 
"I  look  at  it  this  way.  The  chief  attrac- 
tion— for  me — in  Thanksgiving  has  been 
the  turkey,  and  all  the  fixin's. 

"I  know  it  was,  but  that's  the  child's 
viewpoint.  Yum!  yum!  Turkey,  with  de- 
licious dressing,  giblet  gravy,  the  vege- 
tables, the  salads,  the  cranberry  sauce,  and 
the  pumpkin  and  mince  pies!  My  mouth 
watered  constantly  for  days  beforehand. 
I  am  sure  that  if  I  had  any  real  Thanks- 
giving thoughts  at  all  they  were  all  be- 
cause we  could  have  such  a  good  dinner." 

"Well,  but  what  about  Christmas?" 
asked  her  mother  tenderly. 

"Christmas  was  almost  as  bad  in  the 
matter  of  presents,"  said  Donna.  "I  was 
worried  about  the  folk  to  whom  I  ought 
to  give  presents,  because  they  would  ex- 
pect it.  Or  because  they  gave  to  me  last 
year.  And  what  priced  gift  they  would 
expect.  And  whether  my  allowance  would 
cover  it  all.  And — and — oh,  you  know. 
The  whole  thing  was  presents — presents 
— and  more  presents." 


"The  season  is  badly  commercialized, 
I'll  admit,"  said  her  mother.  "But  it  is 
hard  to  know  how  to  avoid  it." 

"That's  true,  but  I  realize  now  that  I 
never  once  had  a  thought  of  giving  for 
the  sake  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  Of 
course,  in  the  programs  we  said  it,  but 
I'm  afraid  it  was  only  from  the  lips.  And 
when  it  was  all  over  I  put  away  half  of 
my  presents.  I  either  did  not  like  them  at 
all,  or  at  least  cared  very  little  for  them. 
I  felt  that  I  could  have  suited  myself  a 
lot  better  if  I'd  had  the  money  to  go  and 
buy." 

"I  wondered,"  said  Mrs.  Matthews.  She 
had  a  twinge  of  conscience  as  she  remem- 
bered some  of  those  slighted  gifts  had 
been  of  her  choosing.  "Oh,  well,"  she 
thought  grimly,  "live  and  learn.  A  child 
is  an  education  to  a  parent,  as  well  as  vice 
versa." 

"But,  Easter  is  different,  now,"  Don- 
na went  on  with  mounting  enthusiasm. 
"I'm  realizing  that  this  is  a  time  for 
spiritual  things.  You  know  I  was  really 
converted  in  that  first  children's  service 
that  we  had,  and  this  whole  Lenten  sea- 
son has  been  so  different." 

"I'm  so  glad,"  declared  her  mother. 

This  was  the  first  heart-to-heart  talk 
they  had  had  since  this  new  experience 
and  the  mother  had  felt — well,  left  out, 
as  it  were.  But  now  she  happily  "caught 
step"  again. 

"Yes,"'  said  Donna,  "I  feel  as  if  my 
soul  is  having  a  Thanksgiving  feast.  I'm 
so  happy  all  of  the  time.  I'm  learning 
more  and  more  what  it  means  to  really  be 
a  Christian.  Did  I  tell  you  we  are  reading 
some  parts  of  the  'Christian's  Secret  of  a 
Happy  Life'?  You  know  that  is  so  impor- 
tant, to  have  a  happy  life.  It  all  seems  so 
far  above  the  'Merry  Christmas'  joys  that 
there  is  no  comparison  at  all." 

"That  is  true,"  assented  the  mother, 
but  she  wondered  what  all  this  was  lead- 
ing up  to. 

Presently  the  girl  went  on.  "I'm  learn- 
ing that  the  way  to  be  really  happy  is  to 
share  my  joy  with  somebody  else.  And  I 
want  to  do  that  on  Easter  Sunday." 

"What  do  you  want  to  do?"  asked  Mrs. 
Matthews. 

"That's  what  I  don't  quite  see,"  ad- 
mitted the  girl.  "That's  where  I  want 
your  advice.  Who  is  it  that  needs  help  to 
be  happy  at  Easter  time?" 

The  older  woman  thought  fast.  "I 
called  on  old  Mrs.  Hamilton  today,"  she 
said  slowly.  "She  has  food  and  clothes  and 
a  warm  room  to  stay  in,  but  little  else. 
She  is  so  nearly  blind  that  she  does  not 
trust  herself  to  go  on  the  streets  alone, 
and  she  has  no  one  to  go  with  her.  She 
says  the  sound  of  our  church  chimes  is 
about  all  the  music  she  hears,  and  loves 
(Continued  on  page   30) 
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Daily  Vacation  Bible  School 

Just  a  little  while  now  until  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School  time.  I  wonder  how  many 
churches  will  be  enrolled  for  schools  this  year. 

We  are  searching  everywhere  for  material  that  will  make  it  easy  for  you  to  do  this 
work.  If  you  do  not  find  it  in  this  issue  of  the  paper,  remember  to  watch  for  it  in  the 
May  issue,  which  will  be  sent  to  you  the  middle  of  April,  and  will  give  you  plenty  of 
time  to  order  and  get  it  before  your  June  school. 


Systematic   Religious   Education 

Seven  out  of  ten  children  in  America 
receive  no  definite  Christian  training. 
The  church  school  is  therefore  serving  but 
a  small  per  cent  of  our  children  and  is 
not  reaching  the  masses.  Every  young 
person  then,  as  he  faces  the  problems  of 
the  world,  must  meet  and  cope  with  sev- 
eral times  his  number  who  have  not  been 
taught  the  great  Christian  standards 
which  are  so  necessary  even  in  business 
and  statesmanship,  as  well  as  moral  and 
spiritual  life. 

Nor  are  we  giving  those  whom  we  do 
reach  a  thorough  training.  Sixty-five  per 
cent  leave  the  Sunday  School  before  they 
are  fifteen.  Half  of  them  never  become 
Christians.  "Three-fourths  of  college 
students  have  very  little  knowledge  of 
anything  in  the  Christian  Bible.  Practi- 
cally all  of  them  have  had  some  study 
of  the  Bible  in  Sunday  School." 

"Everything  biblical  has  been  pre- 
sented in  such  a  way  to  young  people  that 
it  has  seemed  remote  from  their  daily 
lives.  The  Sunday  School  has  lagged  be- 
hind the  secular  school  in  the  adoption 
of  concrete,  interesting  and  effective 
methods  of  instruction.  Consequently,  the 
teaching  of  the  Bible  has  seemed  cold  and 
unreal  as  compared  with  the  teaching  of 
secular  history,  nature  study  or  English 
literature." 

Suppose  we  arrange  our  work  in  the 
public  school  like  we  do  the  Sunday 
School.  Let  us  take  the  study  of  algebra 
for  example.  The  class  will  meet  every 
Wednesday.  The  children  may  come  or 
not  as  they  wish.  They  may  study  their 
lessons  if  they  care  to,  or  if  their  parents 
feel  disposed  to  see  that  they  do.  Most  of 
them  will  take  the  easiest  course  and  not 
do  it. 

Our  first  lesson  will  be  on  "Definitions 
of  Terms,"  only  part  of  them;  the  next, 
skipping  several  chapters,  on  the  "Equa- 
tion"; the  next,  skipping  some  more,  on 
"Factoring";  the  next,  "Quadratics"; 
and  so  on,  taking  only  sections,  omitting 
vast  portions.  Could  we  possibly  expect 
the  student  to  get  any  knowledge  of 
school  subjects  that  way?  Can  we  of  the 
Bible?  Would  parents  send  children  to 
school  with  such  methods  and  with 
teachers  who  have  not  read  the  book  they 
teach?  Would  you? 

Regardless  of  what  the  Church  does  or 


may  ever  do,  we  must  teach  religion  and 
character  in  the  home.  At  present  only 
the  home  can  teach  it  adequately. — Suc- 
cess Builder. 


Below  is  a  letter  from  one  of  our  Bible 
School  girls,  which  gives  you  an  idea 
what  Vacation  Bible  Schools  are  doing  all 
over  the  country.  It  also  shows  that  God 
is  working  and  leading  along  this  line  of 
work  and  is  calling  our  laborers  and  giv- 
ing them  a  burden  for  this  kind  of  service. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Undoubtedly  you  receive  many  letters 
with  requests  for  advice,  and  that  is  ex- 
actly what  I  am  going  to  ask  for  tonight. 
After  a  long  period  of  contemplation,  I 
have  been  encouraged  by  Sister  Beatrice 
Dodson  to  write  that  letter  to  you.  I  felt 
that  you  could  offer  valuable  sugges- 
tions, but  was  reluctant  about  writing, 
knowing  you  must  be  very  busy  every 
day.  Beatrice  has  been  visiting  Bible 
School  this  week,  and  we  have  had  en- 
joyable times  together.  She  was  a  mem- 
ber of  the  faculty  in  the  Northwest 
Bible  and  Music  Academy  at  Lemmon,  S. 
Dak.,  the  year  I  attended  school  there, 
and  there's  where  I  learned  to  love  her. 
She  has  repeated  the  sentiment  of  other 
friends  regarding  you  until  I  can't  help 
feeling  just  a  little  bit  acquainted  with 
you.  Having  been  a  constant  reader  of 
the  Lighted  Pathway  for  the  past  four 
years  has  also  helped  to  make  you  an  un- 
seen friend  of  mine. 

Now,  let  me  tell  you  my  story.  For  the 
past  two  years  I  have  felt  a  call  into 
Christian  work  and  have  endeavored  to 
train  some,  believing  the  Lord  would  re- 
veal definitely  what  it  would  be.  While 
engaged  in  work  in  the  state  of  Wash- 
ington several  years  ago,  I  began  to  feel 
so  miserable  in  my  soul  that  it  seemed  I 
couldn't  bear  to  remain  any  longer.  I  de- 
cided to  attend  a  district  convention  of 
the  Church  of  God  in  Auburn,  Wash., 
at  which  place  I  received  the  Holy 
Ghost.  Brother  Camp,  the  state  overseer, 
encouraged  me  to  act  as  an  assistant  to 
another  young  lady  in  a  small  church  in 
Oregon,  which  I  consented  to  do.  Later, 
I  was  privileged  to  assist  Sister  Frances 
Dekle  in  Idaho.  To  be  with  her  was  expe- 
rience, and  for  four  months  we  enjoyed 
the  sweetest  fellowship  I  had  ever  known. 
Needing  workers  badly,  Brother  Camp 
sent  for  me  to  assist  another  young  lady 


in  Oregon,  at  which  place  we  labored  to- 
gether five  months.  Late  in  the  month  of 
July,  a  friend  and  I  returned  to  Idaho  to 
conduct  a  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School  at 
the  church  where  Sister  Dekle  was  pastor  - 
ing.  She  and  the  church  stood  behind 
us  in  every  way  and  we  had  a  successful 
two-week  school  there,  the  first  to  be 
held  in  the  Church  of  God  in  the  North- 
west. Immediately  following  this,  we  con- 
ducted another  in  Idaho.  It  was  the  most 
satisfactory  work  I  had  ever  done,  and 
since  then  my  mind  has  been  conceiving 
great  plans  for  the  future  Church  of  God 
Daily  Vacation  Bible  Schools.  Someone 
remarked  that  it  was  time  wasted,  but 
the  more  I  think  of  it,  the  more  con- 
vinced I  am  that  it  is  the  most  needful, 
yet  most  neglected  branch  of  church 
work. 

Sister  Harrison,  my  parents  were 
"dyed-in-the-wool"  Lutherans,  and  I  at- 
tended the  Lutheran  church  and  was  con- 
firmed at  the  age  of  sixteen.  When  the 
American  Union  Sunday  School  organized 
a  Sunday  School  and  conducted  a  Daily 
Vacation  Bible  School  in  our  community, 
my  parents  enrolled  my  three  younger 
brothers.  They  rode  horseback  eight  miles 
a  day  for  two  weeks;  and  were  so  happy 
when  they  returned  each  evening  singing 
the  sweet  little  songs  and  choruses  they 
had  learned,  hunting  for  pictures  for 
their  workbooks,  and  memorizing  Scrip- 
tures from  the  Bible.  Gradually  our  at- 
tendance dwindled  at  the  former  church 
and  we  all  attended  the  Sunday  School  in 
the  country  schoolhouse.  My  older  broth- 
er was  converted  while  attending  Busi- 
ness College  in  Lemmon,  S.  Dak.,  six 
years  ago;  a  year  later  my  parents  and  I 
were  brought  into  the  fold,  and  a  year 
ago  this  summer  my  younger  brother, 
who  is  nineteen,  was  saved,  and  now 
there  are  only  two  brothers  unsaved.  I 
feel  greatly  indebted  to  the  Vacation 
Bible  School,  for  it  was  the  beginning  of 
it  all.  Glory  to  God!  If  they  could  accom- 
plish that  for  our  family,  I  feel  sure  they 
could  do  the  same  for  others. 

Now,  Sister  Dodson  has  told  me  of 
your  interest  in  this  work  and  I  am  anx- 
ious to  hear  from  you.  It  would  be  won- 
derful for  the  Church  of  God  to  have  a 
department  for  this  work,  and  boost  it 
high  this  year.  There  are  a  number  of 
students  in  Bible  School  here,  who  are 
interested  in  this  line  of  Christian  work, 
and  I  would  love  to  know  that  the  state 
overseers  or  state  superintendents  of  Sun- 
day Schools  and  Y.  P.  E's  would  stand  be- 
hind them  and  that  students  could  intro- 
duce the  schools  in  their  home  state. 

Oh,  I  can  think  of  so  many  advantage* 
and  blessings  involved  in  children's  Chris- 
tian training.  While  the  European  na- 
tions are  literally  snatching  the  babies 
from  the  cradles  for  "gun-fodder,"  we,  in 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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vangelism 

FISHING  FOR  MEN 

Wm.  R.  McCarrell 


I  wish  to  speak  to  you  on  that  old 
hobby  of  mine,  catching  men  for  the 
Lord,  and  in  so  doing  to  use  the  figure  of 
the  fishing  tackle  and  bait.  It  is  my  aim 
to  emphasize  God's  Word  and  the  place 
it  should  have  in  our  endeavors  to  in- 
terest men  and  women  in  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  yea,  also,  boys  and  girls. 

At  the  beginning  of  my  ministry,  I  de- 
termined to  be  a  funnel  for  the  Bible,  for 
which  I  am  thankful.  While  a  business 
man  in  this  loop  of  Chicago,  God  burned 
into  my  soul  the  fact  that  His  Word  had 
His  endorsement,  that  it  would  never  re- 
turn void,  and  that  my  word  and  that 
of  my  fellow  man  had  no  premium.  I 
thank  H.m  for  the  man  who  impressed 
me  with  the  conviction  that  men  will  not 
walk  from  here  to  the  street  to  hear 
man's  opinions,  but  that  they  will  listen 
to  the  Word  of  God. 

Get  Them  By  the  Word 

When  speaking  of  the  use  of  the  Scrip- 
tures in  interesting  men  and  women  in 
Jesus  Christ,  I  am  on  safe  ground.  We 
are  living  in  a  significant  day,  in  a  time 
when  Scripture  is  being  fulfilled,  when 
men  have  a  profession  instead  of  a  pos- 
session of  Christ.  One  of  the  reasons  for 
this  condition  is  that  we  so  often  are 
lacking  when  it  comes  to  the  use  of  the 
Word.  I  remember  how  our  teacher 
drilled  us  on  winning  converts  by  this 
method.  "Get  them  by  the  Word  of 
God,"  he  said,  "and  they  will  stand." 

There  is  a  great  deal  of  emotionalism 
and  excitement  these  days,  but  I  fear  we 
cannot  trust  these  to  convict  of  sin.  It  is 
the  Holy  Spirit's  work  to  convict  of  sin. 
The  Sword  of  the  Spirit  is  the  Word  of 
God.  In  your  conversation  with  men,  let 
it  be  dressed  with  all  the  tact  and  diplom- 
acy and  grace  you  can  employ,  but  if 
you  haven't  given  out  the  Word  of  God, 
you  haven't  used  the  Sword  of  the  Spirit. 

A  young  woman  once  called  on  a  man 
who  was  ill  and  didn't  have  long  to  live. 
She  talked  to  him  about  the  various 
phases  of  Christianity.  He  acquiesced  to 
everything  she  said;  but  she  knew  it  was 
not  registering.  Finally,  one  day  in  her 
despair,  after  praying,  she  began  to  use 
the  Sword  of  the  Spirit  to  drive  in  the 
truths.   She  landed   the  fish  that   day. 

She  began  to  read  the  Scripture  this 
way:  "Christ  died  for  sin,"  and  he  as- 
sented. She  read  Romans  3:10,  para- 
phrasing it,  "There  is  none  righteous  ex- 
cept John  Whitbred:  there  is  none  that 
understandeth,  none  that  seeketh  after 
God  but  John  Whitbred. 


He  shouted,  "Stop!  Stop!  I  see  some- 
thing. God  was  speaking  about  me  in 
that  Book."  He  appropriated  the  mes- 
sage and  found  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  as 
his  Savior. 

We  need  to  know  how  to  use  the  Word 
of  God. 

Occupying   Impregnable   Ground 

Then  I  want  to  leave  another  truth 
with  you.  In  your  endeavor  to  lead  souls 
to  Christ  use  the  Word  to  answer  argu- 
ments. A  young  man  across  the  water 
was  bringing  forth  all  his  infidelity,  and 
a  Christian  was  quotmg  Scripture  to 
combat  everything  he  said.  He  wasn't  re- 
lying on  his  knowledge  of  biology  or 
bugology,  but  was  just  using  the  Word. 
Finally  the  atheist  exclaimed,  "I  cannot 
answer  you.  You  occupy  impregnable 
ground.  You  always  go  back  to  the 
Scriptures."  Wasn't  that  a  marvelous  tes- 
timony? Again  I  want  to  emphasize,  use 
the  Word  of  God   to  answer  argument. 

I  have  traveled  this  country  from  coast 
to  coast  and  from  Texas  to  Alaska,  and 
I  find  no  better  way  of  dealing  With 
men  than  to  use  the  Word  of  God.  I  have 
had  experiences  in  diners,  in  business 
houses,  and  even  in  Cicero,  a  place  fam- 
ous for  gangsters,  but  I  find  the  Word 
of  God  fits  all  occasions  and  circum- 
stances. I  have  sat  in  the  offices  of  great 
educators  and  have  found  that  the  Word 
of  God  will  answer  every  problem  of 
their  lives.  But  let  it  be  God's  Word,  not 
yours.   Magn.fy   the  Word  of   God. 

There  was  a  man  who  stuttered  a  great 
deal.  He  could  hardly  speak  a  sentence 
without  stammering,  but  he  brought  man 
after  man  to  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  Some- 
one said  to  him,  "How  do  you  accomplish 
it?  You  cannot  even  talk." 

He  replied,  "I-I-I  d-d-don't  t-t-talk. 
I  g-g-give  them  the  Word.  It  t-t-talks." 

Knowing  the  Word 

The  Word  of  God  will  talk  if  you  will 
give  it  out.  The  blessed  Word  will  search 
the  heart.  In  order  to  give  it  out  you 
must  know  it,  and  know  it  from  differ- 
ent angles.  In  the  first  place,  to  use  the 
Word  of  God  you  must  know  it  doctri- 
nally.  How  can  you  help  a  man  who  has  a 
wrong  conception  along  doctrinal  lines 
if  you  yourself  do  not  know  the  doctrines 
of  the  Bible? 

I  shall  never  forget  dealing  with  a 
young  man  who  had  pawned  his  overcoat 
for  whiskey.  His  father  said,  "Look  here! 
You  cannot  disgrace  the  family  any 
more."  He  left  home.  He  used  to  run 
along  the  back  streets. 

Mother  Clarke  surprised  him  one  day 
by  saying,  "Your  trouble  is  not  whiskey." 


He  was  looking  for  a  scolding.  Drink  was 
robbing  him  of  his  manhood  and  his  will 
power.  She  continued,  "You  do  not  med 
a  scolding  about  whiskey.  Your  trouble 
is  sin.  When  you  have  the  sin  cure  you 
will  have  the  whisky  cure." 

That  day  he  took  Christ  as  his  Savior. 
But  he  had  an  up-and-down  experience. 
We  were  called  to  teach  a  Young  Con- 
verts' Class  at  the  Pacific  Garden  Mission, 
and  that  young  man  who  didn't  have  a 
testimony  drifed  into  our  class.  There  he 
learned  the  difference  between  Law  and 
Grace.  Today  he  is  a  missionary. 

Then  you  ought  to  know  the  Bible 
dispensationally  in  order  to  be  able  to 
rightly  divide  the  Word  of  Truth.  Men 
want  to  know  what  the  Bible  says  re- 
garding war.  We  know  that  God  com- 
manded Israel  to  slay  her  enemies,  but  if 
you  do  not  know  the  Word  dispensa- 
tionally  you  cannot  answer  men  who  are 
sincere  and  want  to  know  the  truth. 
Interesting  Men  in  the  Bible 

In  these  days  we  need  to  know  the 
Word  of  God  prophetically.  I  remember 
on  one  occasion  I  was  crossing  the  Mis- 
sissippi River  into  Dubuque.  Three  men 
got  on  the  train.  I  was  the  only  other 
person  in  the  Pullman,  and  was  much  im- 
pressed by  their  conversation.  It  was  clean 
and  refined,  and  the  way  was  opened  for 
me  to  talk. 

One  asked,  "Pardon  me,  are  you  a  Bible 
teacher?" 

"I  am  on  my  way  now  to  do  some 
teaching,"  I  answered. 

I  learned  one  of  the  men  was  a  profes- 
sor in  Fayette  College,  another  was  a 
member  of  the  Iowa  State  Legislature, 
and  we  had  a  most  profitable  conversa- 
tion. That  Pullman  was  changed  into  a 
Bible  Class. 

The  member  of  the  Iowa  State  Legis- 
lature remarked  to  me,  "Why  are  not 
talks  like  this  given  in  the  churches? 
We  go  to  church  on  Sunday  night  and 
the  minister  speaks  on  some  popular  sub- 
ject. I'd  rather  not  go." 

I  opened  my  Bible  to  Second  Timothy 
3:1-13  and  read  that  in  these  last  days 
men  would  be  "covetous,  boasters  * 
blasphemers  *  *  *  unthankful,  unholy 
:;"  ::"  *  traitors,  heady,  highminded,  lovers 
of  pleasures  more  than  lovers  of  God." 

When  I  finished  I  asked  that  states- 
man, "If  you  had  the  Word  of  God 
opened  that  way,  would  you  consider  it 
a  waste  of  time  to  go  to  church?" 

He  answered,  "I  certainly  would  not." 

I  have  preached  in  jails,  in  murderers' 
row,  and  in  missions  and  churches  all 
over  this  land,  and  in  all  my  experience 
I  have  met  with  only  one  man,  and  he 
was  an  old  man,  with  whom  I  could  not 
get  a  point  of  contact  for  his  soul. 
The  Book  an  Opening  Wedge 

In  handling  this  Book  along  prophetic 
lines  with  business  men,  I  find  it  an  open- 
continued  on  page  20) 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

After  coming  home  from  work  this 
afternoon,  my  heart  was  very  heavy.  I 
read  a  few  chapters  in  my  Bible  and  de- 
votional book  and  then  picked  up  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  read  the  Editor's 
message  and  the  article  on  "Moving  on 
With  God."  Sister  Harrison,  God  only 
knows  what  help  those  articles  were  to 
me.  The  very  inspiration  I  needed  at  a 
very  crucial  moment! 

First,  I  thank  God;  then  I  want  you  to 
know  how  I  appreciate  your  work  and 
thank  God  for  all  the  good  He  has  used 
you  for. — Mary  Ruth  Dixon,  Greensboro, 
N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  truly  praise  God  for  you  and  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  The  Lighted  Pathway  is 
food  to  my  soul.  When  the  devil  starts 
his  tempting,  I  get  my  Bible  or  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  believe  me  he  gets 
going- 

As  I  was  sitting  here  reading  the  March 
issue,  I  thanked  God  for  being  in  this 
good  way.  I  love  the  way  of  holiness  bet- 
ter than  anything. 

I  certainly  enjoy  the  Class  Evangelism 
Page,  that's  the  first  thing  I  read  when 
I  get  a  Lighted  Pathway.  I  just  wish  I 
could  be  with  a  class  of  that  kind.  Pray 
for  me. — Wihna  Underwood. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  so  glad  to  take  this  opportunity 
of  writing  you  these  few  lines  after  read- 
ing so  many  wonderful  experiences  from 
your  paper,  the  Lighted  Pathway. 

I  am  saved,  sanctified,  filled  with  the 
Holy  Ghost  and  very  thankful  for  it. 
How  sweet  it  is  to  be  in  Jesus!  We  are 
trying  to  do  all  we  can  with  our  Y.  P.  E. 
and  I  am  encouraged  to  keep  it  going.  We 
thank  you  for  your  mountain  top  and 
valley  experience.  That  was  good.  We 
hope  that  every  Y.  P.  E.  member  will 
read  it. 

I  am  the  president  of  the  Y.  P.  E.  at 
Kew,  Turk  Island,  and  I  want  to  be  faith- 
ful  and   work  to  please   the  Lord. 

I  have  eight  in  family  and  things  are 
hard,  but  if  Jesus  goes  with  me  I'll  go 
anywhere.  I  am  not  so  well  now,  but 
pray  that  the  Lord  will  heal  me  of  a  very 
bad  cut.  Also  pray  for  my  wife  and  six 
children  that  they  will  get  stronger  in 
the  faith  of  the  glorious  Son  of  God. 

God  bless  you,  Sister  Harrison,  and  may 
His  love  keep  you  ever  smiling.  Will  be 
looking  for  another  experience  next  issue 
if  the  Lord  wills. — Rev.  Walter  Alexander 
Hall. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  was  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway  and 
saw  the  note  asking  all  who  enjoyed 
"Class  Evangelism"  to  write  and  tell  you. 
I  surely  do  enjoy  it.  It  is  such  good  food 
and  so  much  help  to  me.  I  believe  every 
church  needs  such  a  class.  I  enjoy  the 
Lighted  Pathway  more  than  any  other 
paper.  I  always  enjoy  your  messages. 
There  is  always  so  much  encouragement 
in  them.  You  can  never  realize  the  bless- 
ing you've  been  in  this  world  until  we 
are  gathered  on  the  other  shore  and  all 
of  the  young  people  greet  you  over  there 
and  tell  you  what  a  blessing  you  have 
been   to  them. 

We  have  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  here  and  we 
expect  it  to  get  better.  We  have  a  fine 
pastor,  Brother  J.  W.  Sullivan,  and  his 
good  wife.  They  are  a  blessing  to  the 
young  people.  We  thank  God  for  them. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  want  you  to  pray  for 
my  unsaved  husband  to  be  saved  and  pray 
for  me  that  God  can  use  me  for  His 
glory. 

May  God  bless  and  reward  you. — Irene 
Topping,  Richmond  Dale,  Ohio. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  express  my  appreciation  to  you  for 
the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  is  wonderful 
how  the  Lord  has  blessed  you  in  this 
work.  I  have  been  a  reader  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway  ever  since  it  was  first  published. 
My,  how  it  has  grown!  I  enjoy  reading 
it  and  it  is  my  favorite  magazine.  In  fact, 
it  is  the  only  one  I  get  every  month.  I 
enjoy  your  Class  Evangelism  very  much, 
especially  the  January  issue.  It  made  me 
think  of  my  experience  in  life. 

I  have  three  little  girls  and  when  I 
take  up  my  Lighted  Pathway  to  read  they 
stand  by  my  knees  to  listen.  I  pray  God 
will  help  me  to  make  Christians  of  them 
and  their  daddy  will  also  become  a  Chris- 
tian and  I  will  draw  nearer  to  Christ 
that  I  may  be  worthy  to  teach  them. 

My  heart's  desire  is  to  be  a  blessing  to 
someone  who  knows  not  God.  I  do  want 
to  make  heaven  my  home.  The  tempta- 
tions and  troubles  of  this  world  are  too 
bad  to  trade  for  a  world  of  more  sorrow 
and  trouble,  but  if  we  can  only  endure 
and  exchange  for  heaven  it  will  be  worth 
everything. 

Every  one  remember  me  and  my  home 
in  your  prayers. — Mary  Ruth  Maner, 
Marietta,  Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  wish  to  sound  a  note  of  praise  in 
honor  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I'm  always 
so  anxious  for  each  issue  to  come.  I  have 


been  selling  the  paper  for  about  a  year. 
I  find  it  a  blessing  in  my  home. 

Your  topic  on  Religious  Education  in 
the  November  and  December  issue  was 
very  much  educational  in  itself.  What  a 
blessing  it  would  be  to  have  a  book  pub- 
lished on  Religious  Education  in  the  libra- 
ry of  each  of  our  churches.  All  the  mem- 
bers would  be  enabled  to  become  more 
enlightened   on   the   subject    then. 

Sister  Harrison,  your  messages  each 
month  are  such  an  inspiration  to  all  who 
read  them.  We  truly  feel  the  mighty  hand 
of  God  is  guiding  your  footsteps  each 
and  every  day.  We  pray  that  He  will  con- 
tinue to  bless  you  in  the  future. — Mrs. 
J.   E.   Burck,   Screven,   Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Words  can  never  express  what  a  great 
blessing  you  are  to  me.  When  I  receive 
the  Lighted  Pathway,  I  read  your  message 
first  because  it  is  always  encouraging  and 
uplifting  to  me.  I  trust  I  won't  ever  have 
to  do  without  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I 
find  so  many  helps  in  it.  It's  worth  far 
more  than  it  costs. 

May  the  Lord  bless  you  in  health  and 
strength  so  you  can  keep  on  keeping  on 
with  this  wonderful  paper. 

My  little  boy  six  years  old  enjoys  hear- 
ing me  read  the  Lighted  Pathway. — Mrs. 
Bculah  Conon,  Tupelo,  Okla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  can't  express  my  feelings  about  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  When  I  get  the  paper 
I  can  hardly  work  any  till  I  have  read 
it  almost  through. 

I  am  glad  that  I  can  say  God  looked 
down  on  me  as  a  sinner  one  night  and 
wonderfully  saved  my  soul,  later  on  He 
sanctified  me  and  filled  me  with  the  Holy 
Ghost.  I  am  fifteen  years  of  age.  I  know 
by  the  Lord's  help  and  my  prayers  I  can 
go  through  to  the  end.  I  don't  believe  we 
will  have  much  farther  to  go,  because 
the  end  is  drawing  nigh.  I  do  want  to 
be  a  faithful  servant  for  the  Lord  and  go 
up  to  meet  Him  in  mid  air.  Pray  for  me 
and  my  loved  ones  who  are  out  in  sin. 

We  have  a  nice  Y.  P.  E.  here  at  Coal- 
dale,  Ala.  We  have  a  good  group  of  young 
people,  but  some  of  them  are  sinners. 
Please  pray  for  them  that  they  will  see 
the  need  of  being  saved. — Juanita  Jett, 
Warrior,    Ala. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  thank  God  for  the  privilege  I  have 
of  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  know 
the  Lord  is  ever  with  you  or  you  couldn't 
be  the  editor  of  such  a  wonderful  paper 
as   the  Lighted  Pathway. 

I  enjoy  reading  it  so  much;  it  makes  me 
want  to  live  closer  to  the  Lord  each  day 
and  always  want  to  do  His  will. 

We  don't  have  a  Y.  P.  E.  in  our  com- 
( Continued  from  page  21) 
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From  My  Scrapbook 

MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 

BE  THE  BEST  OF  WHATEVER  YOU  ARE 

Douglas  Malloch 

We  all  dream  of  great  deeds  and  high  positions,  away  from  the  pettiness  and 
humdrum  of  ordinary  life.  Yet  success  is  not  occupying  a  lofty  place  or  doing  con- 
spicuous work;  it  is  being  the  best  that  is  in  you.  Rattling  around  in  too  big  a  job 
is  worse  than  filling  a  small  one  to  overflowing.  Dream,  aspire  by  all  means;  but  do 
not  ruin  the  life  you  must  lead  by  dreaming  pipe  dreams  of  the  one  you  would  like 
to  lead.  Make  the  most  of  what  you  have  and  are.  Perhaps  your  trivial,  immediate  task 
is  your  one  sure  way  of  proving  your  mettle.  Do  the  thing  near  at  hand,  and  great 

■Set. 


things  will  come  to  your  hand  to  be  done. 
How  to  Be  Happy 

Are  you  almost  disgusted  with  life,  little 
man? 
I'll  tell  you  a  wonderful  trick 

That  will  bring  you  contentment,  if  any- 
thing can, 
Do  something  for  somebody,   quick! 

Are  you  awfully  tired   with  play,   little 

girl? 

Wearied,  discouraged,  and  sick — 
I'll  tell  you  the  loveliest     game     in  the 
world, 

Do  something  for  somebody,  quick! 

Though   it   rains,   like  the   rain   of      the 
flood,  little  man, 
And    the    clouds    are    forbidding    and 
thick, 
You  can  make  the  sun  shine  in  your  soul, 
little  man, 
Do  something  for  somebody,  quick! 

Though  the  stars  are  like  brass  overhead, 

little  girl, 

And  the  walks  like  a  well-heated  brick, 

And  our  earthly  affairs  in  a  terrible  whirl, 

Do  something  for  somebody,  quick! 

— Unknown. 

I  Know  Something  Good  About  You 

Wouldn't  this  old  world  be  better 
If  the  folks  we  meet  would  say — 

"I  know  something  good  about  you!" 
And  treat  us  just  that  way? 

Wouldn't  it  be  fine  and  dandy 
If  each  handclasp,  fond  and  true, 

Carried  with  it  this  assurance — 

"I  know  something  good  about  you!" 

Wouldn't  life  be  lots  more  happy 

If  the  good  that's  in  us  all 
Were  the  only  thing  about  us 

That  folks  bothered  to  recall? 

Wouldn't  life  be  lots  more  happy 
If  we  praised  the  good  we  see? 

For  there's  such  a  lot  of  goodness 
In  the  worst  of  you  and  me! 

Wouldn't  it  be  nice  to  practice 
That  fine  way  of  thinking,  too? 


You  know  something  good  about  me, 
I   know  something   good   about   you? 

— Unknown. 

The  Quitter 

It  ain't  the  failures  he  may  meet 

That  keeps  a  man  from  winnin'. 
It's    the    discouragement    complete 

That   blocks  a  new  beginnin'; 
You  want  to  quit  your  habits  bad; 

And,  when  the  shadows  flittin' 
Make  life  seem  worthless  an'  sad, 

You  want  to  quit  your  quittin'! 

You  want  to  quit  a-layin'  down 

An'  sayin'  hope  is  over, 
Because  the  fields  are  bare  an'  brown 

Where  once  we  lived  in  clover, 
When  jolted  from  the  water-cart 

It's  painful  to  be  hittin' 
The  earth;  but  make  another  start. 

Cheer  up,  an'  quit  your  quittin'! 

Although  the  game  seems  rather  stiff, 

Don't  be  a  doleful  doubter; 
There's  always  one  more  innin'  if 

You're    not    a    down-and-outer. 
But  fortune's  pretty  sure  to  flee 

From  folks  content  with  sittin' 
Around    an'    sayin'    life's    N.    G. — 

You've  got  to  quit  your  quittin'. 

— Selected 

The  Manly  Man 

The  world  has  room  for  the  manly  man, 

with  the  spirit  of  manly  cheer; 
The   world   delights     in   the      man    who 

smiles  when  his   eyes   keep  back      the 

tears; 
It  loves  the  man  who,  when  things  are 

wrong,  can  take  his  place  and  stand 
With  his  face  to  the  fight  and  his  eyes  to 

the  light,  and  toil  with  a  willing  hand; 
The  manly  man  is  the  country's  need,  the 

moment's  need,  forsooth, 
With  a  heart  that  beats  to  the     pulsing 

troop  of  the  lilied  leagues  of  truth; 
The  world  is  his  and  it  waits  for  him,  and 

it  leaps  to  hear  the  ring 
Of  the  blow  he  strikes  and  the  wheels  he 

turns  and  hammers  he  dares  to  swing; 


It  likes  the  forward  look  on  his  face,  the 

poise  of  his  noble  head, 
And  the  onward  lunge  of  his  tireless  will 

and  the  sweep  of  his  dauntless  tread! 
Hurrah   for   the  manly  man   who  comes 

with   sunlight  on  his  face, 
And  the  strength  to  do  and  the  will  to 

dare  and  the  courage  to  find  his  place! 
The  world  delights  in  the  manly  man,  and 

the  weak  and  evil  flee 
When  the  manly  man  goes  forth  to  hold 

his  own  land  or  sea! 

— Unknown 

Don't  Quit 

When  things  go  wrong,  as  they  sometimes 

will, 
When  the  road  you're  trudging  seems  all 

uphill, 
When  the  funds  are  low  and  the  debts  are 

high, 
And  you  want  to  smile,  but  you  have  to 

sigh, 
When  care  is  pressing  you  down  a  bit, 
Rest,  if  you  must — but  don't  you  quit. 

Life  is  queer  with  its  twists  and  turns. 
As  everyone  of  us  sometimes  learns, 
And  many  a  failure  turns  about 
When  he  might  have  won  had  he  stuck 

it  out; 
Don't   give   up,    though    the    pace   seem? 

slow — 
You  might  succeed  with  another  blow. 

Often  the  goal  is  nearer  than 

It  seems  to  a  faint  and  faltering  man. 

Often  the  struggler  has  given  up 

When  he  might  have  captured  the  vic- 
tor's cup. 

And  he  learned  too  late,  when  the  night 
slipped  down, 

How  close  he  was  to  the  golden  crown. 

Success    is    failure    turned    inside    out — 
The  silver  tint  of  the  clouds  of  doubt — 
And  you  never  can  tell  how  close  you  are. 
It  may  be  near  when  it  seems  afar; 
So  stick  to  the  fight  when  you're  hardest 

hit- 
It's  when   things      seem   worst   that  you 

mustn't  quit. 

— Unknown 

Friendship 

Dinah  Maria  Mulock  Craik 

Oh,  the  comfort — the  inexpressible  com- 
fort 
Of  feeling  safe  with  a  person, 
Having  neither  to  weigh  thoughts, 
Nor  measure  words — but  pouring  them 
All  right  out — just  as  they  are — 
Chaff  and  grain  together — 
Certain  that  a  faithful  hand  will 
Take  and  sift  them — 
Keep  what  is  worth  keeping — 
And  with  the  breath  of  kindness 
Blow  the  rest  away. 

— Selected 


[Page  141 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


A  Shroud  of  Grief 


"Will  you  sing 
with  the  choir  on 
Easter,  Mrs.  Jor- 
dan?" inquired  the 
music  leader.  He  had 
hesitated  long  over 
this    question. 

"Mr.  L  o  r  i  n  g  ! 
How  can  you  ask!" 
exclaimed  that  lady 
as  her  eyes  filled 
with  tears.  In  a 
choking  voice  she 
added,  "I  can  not 
sing.  I  do  not  think 
I  shall  ever  sing 
again,"  and  she 
wept. 

"Pardon  me  for 
insisting,  Mrs.  Jor- 
dan, but  your  beau- 
tiful voice  is  a  gift. 
And  I'm  sure  you 
will  be  held  respon- 
sible for  its  use — or 
its  neglect.  We  have 
good  voices  in  the 
choir,  as  you    know, 


but  yours  alone  has  the  range,  and  the 
quality  that  we  need  in  this  Easter  an- 
them. Please,  Mrs.  Jordan,  won't  you  re- 
consider?' he  pleaded. 

She  shook  her  head.  "I  can't.  It  is  no 
use  to  talk.  You  are  simply  wasting  time. 
Whenever  I  think  of  singing  I  see  my 
little  Bruce  lying  there  so  frail.  You 
know  he  suffered  terribly.  And  night 
or  day  when  the  pain  was  too  bad,  the 
nurse  would  come  for  me.  'Bruce  wants 
you  to  sing,'  she  would  say.  I  never  failed 
him,  Mr.  Loring.  I'd  sing  even  though  my 
heart  was  breaking." 

"I  know,"  said  the  chorister  gently.  He 
had  known  it  at  the  time.  The  whole 
church  knew  the  brave  effort  of  this 
mother  to  soothe  the  pathway  of  her  dy- 
ing son.  But  since  the  lad  slipped  into 
the  beyond  she  had  never  sung  a  note. 
Nevertheless,  he  tried  once  more. 

"Mrs.  Jordan,  do  you  realize  that  you 
are  not  honoring  the  Lord?  That  you  are 
virtually  denying  the  religion  you  pro- 
fess? You  could  sing,  with  a  'breaking 
heart,'  while  Bruce  was  living,  but  now 
that  he  has  passed  on  to  the  heavenly 
home  to  be  forever  with  the  Lord,  to  nev- 
er suffer  any  more,  to  be  evermore  free 
from  sickness,  sorrow,  pain  and  death, 
you  still  weep  as  'those  that  have  no 
hope.'  And  you  refuse  to  use  the  one  tal- 
ent that  the  Lord  has  given  you.  I'm  sor- 
ry. I  hope  and  pray  that  you  will  repent 
before  it  is  too  late,"  and  he  arose  to  go. 

"Too  late?     What     do  you      mean?" 


NELLIE  L.  HARRINGTON 

startled  out  of  her  mood. 

"You  know  as  well  as  1  that  a  voice 
unused  soon  becomes  a  voice  lost.  If  you 
will  not  sing,  it  will  be  only  a  question 
of  time  until  you  cannot.  In  nature  if  an 
organ  is  unused  it  atrophies,  becomes  use- 
less. It  is  a  fearful  responsibility  to  wil- 
fully refuse  to  exercise  the  gifts  of  the 
Lord,"  and  he  left  her  in  disappointment. 

But  Mrs.  Jordan  had  been  aroused  in 
spite  of  her  protests.  For  the  past  three 
months  she  had  been  so  absorbed  in  her 
grief  for  the  boy  that  she  had  followed 
only  the  routine  that  the  household  du- 
ties had  demanded.  She  told  herself  that 
her  heart  was  in  the  grave  with  little 
Bruce.  In  fact  she  had  been  a  bit  melo- 
dramatic about  it. 

Her  husband  had  tried  to  talk  with 
her  but  she  had  answered  with  tears  and 
a  storm  of  hysterical  sobs.  So  he  refrained. 

Her  pastor  sought  to  bring  the  conso- 
lations of  the  gospel  but  she  had  re- 
pulsed him  with  her  high-tragedy  air  of 
a  grief -stricken  mother. 

But  this  conversation  with  Mr.  Loring 
had  gone  a  bit  deeper  than  she  liked  to 
admit.  For  years  she  had  been  the  soloist 
in  the  choir.  Because  of  the  illness  of 
Bruce  she  had  missed  the  Christmas  mu- 
sic. In  fact  she  had  missed  all  of  the 
church  services  since. 


QW- 


From  her  place  in  the  choir  she  had 
formerly  looked  down  into  the  eager,  re- 
sponsive face  of  her  little  boy,  and  now 
— the  place  was  empty!  She  could  not 
bear  the  thought!  So  she  had  shrunk  from 
attending  church.  She  felt  that  she  could 
not  sit  in  the  pew.  That  had  never  been 
her  place.  And  to  look  down  from  the 
choir  loft  on — emptiness — was  too  much. 

Besides,  she  could  not  bear  to  think  of 
singing.  As  she  had  told  the  choir  direc- 
tor it  brought  back  vividly  the  memory 
of  her  singing  for  the  dying  child.  No, 
she  could  not!  she  decided  with  set  lips. 

It  was  in  this  frame  of  mind  that  she 
was  mechanically  preparing  luncheon. 
Betty  Jane,  thirteen,  would  shortly  be  in 
from  school. 

The  mother  heard  voices,  and  looked 
out  in  time  to  see  her  daughter  part  com- 
pany with  a  girl  from  an  undesirable 
family.  And  Betty  Jane's  words,  came 
clearly  on  the  still  air.  "Sure,  I'll  go.  It 
doesn't  make  a  bit  of  difference  to  her 
what  I  do  now.  She  can't  think  of  any- 
thing but  Bruce." 

Another  jolt.  Was  it  true?  With  dis- 
may she  realized  that  she  had  not  known 
of  such  growing  intimacy  as  the  speech 
indicated. 

As  Betty  Jane   entered   the  house   her 


mother  asked,  "Where  is  it  you  are  go- 
ing?" 

The  girl  gave  her  a  glance  of  mingled 
fright  and  defiance.  "To  a  movie,"  she 
answered  shortly. 

"When?  Where?"  her  mother  insisted. 
She  must  know  about  this. 

"Oh,  what  difference  does  it  make  to 
you?"  the  girl  answered  rudely. 

"Betty  Jane,  it  makes  all  the  difference 
in  the  world  to  me  whether  I  have  a  nice 
little  daughter  or  not.  I  want  to  know 
about  this  movie.  And  who  is  it  that  you 
are  going  with?" 

The  girl  looked  uncomfortable.  "It's 
been  so  long  since  you  paid  any  attention 
to  me  that  I  thought  I  might  as  well  go 
and  have  a  good  time."  Then  she  mut- 
tered, "Now  I  'spose  you'll  spoil  it  all." 

The  voice  of  conscience  whispered  in 
Mrs.  Jordan's  ear,  "Another  beautiful  gift 
neglected!  That  of  a  little  girl's  soul  that 
should  be  kept  pure  and  spotless."  And, 
that,  too,  was  her  responsibility!  She 
could  not  evade  it.  And  there  might  be 
fearful  consequences  from  neglect!  She 
thought  fast. 

"When  were  you  going,  Betty  Jane?" 
she  asked  quietly. 

"This  afternoon.  I  was  going  to  cut 
the  last  period,"  defiantly. 

"I  think  we  had  better  go  shopping 
this  afternoon,"  Mrs.  Jordan  said  tenta- 
tively. Whatever  she  proposed  must  be 
more  attractive  than  the  intended  pleas- 
ure. "It  is  about  time  we  were  thinking 
of  your  Easter  outfit,"  she  dangled  the 
feminine  lure. 

"Easter!  Oh,  Mother!  Am  I  to  have 
new  clothes!  Oh,  well,  if  you  are  going 
to  do  that,  why,  I  don't  care  about  the 
movie.  It  isn't  much  anyway,"  and  the 
mother  saw  with  relief  that  the  danger 
was  past  for  this  time. 

"But  I've  been  blind.  Blind  and  self- 
ish. What  else  have  I  missed,  I  wonder," 
was  her  thought. 

She  was  not  long  in  finding  out.  The 
phone  rang  and  her  husband's  voice  said, 
"I  think  I'll  eat  downtown  this  eve- 
ning. I  expect  to  work  late." 

This  was  the  third  time  in  the  last  two 
weeks  that  she  had  received  this  same 
message,  and  a  warning  clicked  in  her 
brain.  Husband,  too,  was  tired  of  a  wife 
whose  heart  was  in  a  cemetery.  It  was  a 
good  thing  her  wits  had  been  awakened 
by  her  daughter.  There  might  possibly 
have  been  another  tragedy.  There  are 
some  things  worse  than  death! 

So  she  put  a  joyous  lilt  into  her  voice 
and  said,  "Oh,  James,  I'm  so  glad!  I  was 
worried  about  that.  I'm  taking  Betty 
Jane  down  for  a  little  shopp  ng.  Now 
where  can  we  meet  you,  and  all  have  din- 
ner together!" 

She  was  sure  she  heard  a  gasp  at  the 
other  end  of  the  line.  But  when  he  weak- 
ly tried  to  protest  she  gaily  overrode  his 
(Continued  on  page  19) 
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Reading 

By  Mamie  Louise  Pitts 

"When  I  was  a  child,"  writes  a  bril- 
liant author  in  her  memoirs,  "I  had  a 
morbid  horror  of  wicked  thoughts,  so 
decided  in  my  own  childish  reasoning  to 
memorize  great  poems  and  read  ennobling 
books,  thereby  filling  my  soul  with  such 
noble  sentiments  that  would  leave  no 
room  for  anything  bad."  Reading  feeds 
the  mind  in  much  the  same  way  as  food 
contributes  to  the  growth  of  the  body. 
But  while  it  is  possible  for  a  diseased  body 
to  be  healed  there  is  no  antidote  for  a 
corrupt  mind,  hence  the  importance  of 
a  careful  choice  of  brain  food — reading 
matter  to  us.  A  distinguished  minister 
made  this  statement  in  a  sermon,  "I  would 
gladly  give  five  years  of  my  life  to  be 
rid  of  the  memories  of  a  vicious  book 
read  in  early  life." 

A  familiar  adage  warns  us  in  these 
significant  words:  "Tell  me  what  you 
are  thinking  today,  and  I  will  tell  you 
what  you  will  be  doing  tomorrow."  When 
a  bad  book  is  read,  we  come  in  close  con- 
tact with  the  characters  during  the  read- 
ing time,  depraved  people  whom  we  would 
refuse  to  associate  with  in  real  life.  Where- 
in   lies    the   difference   in    influence? 

I  am  trying  to  emphasize  the  supreme 
value  of  good  literature  as  an  all-impor- 
tant contribution  to  proper  conduct.  I 
recall  a  popular  novel  that  made  its  ap- 
pearance at  the  close  of  the  last  century. 
The  hero  commits  suicide  by  degrees. 
Being  a  physician,  his  knowledge  of  the 
effect  of  drugs  showed  him  the  way.  The 
author  devoted  an  entire  chapter  to  this 
uncanny  revelation  which  must  have  re- 
quired intensive  research  on  her  part. 
What  happened?  Years  later,  this  eminent 
author  in  the  world  of  fiction  was  herself 
a  suicide,  and  no  reason  was  assigned. 
Remember  that  thoughts  both  good  and 
bad  are  progenitors  of  acts,  and  acts  are 
the  warp  and  woof  of  existence. — Sent 
in  by  Mrs.  Hattie  Jackson. 

Recommended  Books  for  Your 
Library 

Books  for  Study 

Oxford  Concordance  Bible,  self-pro- 
nouncing, on  Indian  paper,  No.  03680X, 
King   James   Version.   Price    $12.50. 

Red  Letter,  Oxford,  Zipper  Bible  with 
reference,  concordance  and  illustrations, 
No.  Z045  5,  King  James  Version.  Price 
$5.00. 

Y.  P.  E.  Bible  with  emblem  stamped 
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in  gold  on  front  cover,  King  James  Ver- 
sion.  Price    $4.95. 

Oxford,  illustrated  Bible  with  zipper, 
King  James  Version.  Price   $3.75. 

International  Bible  Commentary,  by  C. 
H.  Irwin,  D.  D.  Price  $2.00,  thumb 
index    5  0c   extra. 
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Ruth 

3-  4 

Ps.     4-6 
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Peloubet's  Bible  Dictionary,  by  Rev. 
F.  N.  Peloubet,  D.  D.  Price  $2.00,  thumb 
index    50c   extra. 

Smith's  Bible  Dictionary,  by  William 
Smith,  LL.  D.  Price  $1.50. 

Landmarks  in  Christian  History,  by 
Henry  K.  Rowe,  Ph.  D.  Price   $1.25. 


For  Poetry  Lovers 

The  Best  Loved  Poems  of  the  American 
People.  Price  $1.74. 

Poems  of  Pep  and  Point  for  Public 
Speakers,  by  Will  H.  Brown.  Price  $1.00. 
Inspirational  Reading 

Boy's  Stories  of  Great  Men,  by  Elsie 
E.    Egermeier.   Price    $1.00. 

Girl's  Stories  of  Great  Women,  by  Elsie 
E.   Egermeier.   Price    $1.00. 

Quiz  Books  For  Your  Y.  P.  E. 

You  should  just  see  our  quiz  books. 
They  arc  good  for  home  and  church 
study.  If  you  are  wanting  to  study,  send 
for  one  and  begin  now.  "Bible  Quizzes 
No.  1"  is  all  Bible.  "More  Bible  Quizzes 
No.  2"  consists  of  all  kinds  of  quizzes, 
such  as  Religious  Art,  Religious  Music, 
Religious  Literature,  and  will  be  very 
educational.  These  are  wonderful.  Send 
for  both  of  them  now.  Order  from  the 
Church  of  God  Publ  shing  House,  Cleve- 
land, Tenn.  Price,   50c  each. 
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Hoofs  of  Brass 

BETTY  BLANCHE  ROSS 


(Continued  from  December  issue) 
"Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wahl  and  I  drove 
over  to  the  home  of  the  Hamiltons, 
father  and  mother  of  Troy  Hamilton,  for 
a  hurried  supper,  which  consisted  of 
country  fried  ham  and  scrambled  eggs, 
together  with  home-made  light  bread, 
butter,  jelly,  and  cold  sweet  milk  fiom 
the  spring.  We  were  royally  entertained 
by  these  good  people  and  Troy's  little 
boy,  Laddie,  who  had  begun  to  lose  part 
of  his  shyness  and  play  about  the  room 
where  we  waited  until  the  meal  was  pre- 
pared. 

"Leaving  the  home  as  soon  as  we  had 
pushed  our  chairs  under  the  table  and 
made  slight  preparations  about  our  per- 
son, we  drove  with  a  long  trot  over  the 
hills  and  down  to  the  shed  in  the  hollow 
below.  I  did  not  have  the  feeling  of  en- 
tering a  cathedral  that  night  as  I  stepped 
under  the  shed,  which  was  lighted  by  a 
dozen  or  more  lanterns  hanging  on  posts 
all  about,  but  I  don't  think  a  k'ng  ever 
felt  more  royal  in  his  palace,  or  a  cathe- 
dral priest  more  at  home  behind  his  marble 
desk.  There  was  Hiram's  wife,  who  had 
managed  to  get  one  of  the  few  willow 
chairs  which  had  been  brought  in,  and 
had  pulled  it  as  close  to  the  front  as  she 
dared.  Beside  her  sat  Aunt  Sarah,  who  had 
ridden  the  mule  to  my  first  service,  still 
making  up  for  her  bl  nd  eyes  by  asking 
questions  of  all  who  would  give  her  an 
ear.  Her  failing  to  see  put  her  but  few 
seconds  behind  those  who  could,  she  al- 
ways seemed  to  know  when  the  folk 
changed  the  position  of  their  heads,  for 
invariably  they  were  yanked  by  the  dre:s 
and  asked  what  was  'a-takin'  place  now?' 
Spring  seats  from  the  wagons  were  all 
about  the  pulpit;  these  held  youngsters 
who  had  been  wrapped  in  light  covers 
and  put  to  sleep,  so  that  any  silence  was 
interrupted  by  light  snores  from  most  any 
direction.  The  young  and  the  old  were  all 
set  about  on  uncomfortable  look  ng 
benches,  boards  laid  across  blocks  of  tim- 
ber, but  one  would  never  have  sensed 
their  discomfort,  Mother,  they  had  come 
to  hear,  and  I  believe  if  the  services  had 
gone  on  into  the  wee  hours  of  the  morn- 
ing there  would  have  been  no  word  of 
complaint. 

"Some  of  the  young  men  were  there 
ready  again  to  help  with  the  music;  those 
mountain  folk  are  full  of  rhythm,  they 
have  no  trouble  singing  when  once  they 
hear  the  air,  and  whether  they  know  the 
words  or  not,  they  sing  something  to  the 
tune,  or  hum  along  with  those  who  do. 
One  thing  I  have  never  had  to  beg  for 
down  there  and  that  is  'cooperation.' 
How  I  do  wish  you  had  it  here  in  our 


home  church  as  we  have  it  there.  You 
could  certainly  take  the  city  for  God. 
The  hills  seemed  to  echo  our  songs  that 
night,  and  everyone  was  so  happy  as  we 
sang  those  good  hymns  of  Zion.  I  shall 
never  forget  my  own  joy,  Mother,  and 
when  Aunt  Sarah  and  Hiram's  wife  and 
a  few  other  good  women  and  men  started 
shouting,  well,  your  daughter  did  too." 

"Mary  Jane!" 

"Yes,  mother,  shouting  is  in  order  in 
the  hills,  and  I've  found  out  in  the  past 
two  years  that  there  are  more  people  than 
the  hill-folk  who  have  enough  religion  to 
shout.  Believe  me,  when  one  can  get  out 
under  the  blue  skies  and  like  Moses,  get 
beside  a  bush  somewhere  to  pray,  the  veiy 
ground  becomes  holy  and  we  can  take  off 
our  shoes  of  pride  and  shout  the  praises 
of  heaven." 

"But,  daughter,"  mother  interrupted, 
"you  were  plenty  religious  and  conse- 
crated before  you  ever  went  to  the  hills." 

"Yes,  Mother,"  I  continued,  "but  my 
consecration  has  been  deepened  and  my 
view  of  God's  Word  has  been  made  much 
broader  w.th  study  and  prayer,  praying 
just  like  I  always  felt  I'd  love  to,  alone  in 
the  hills,  many  times  under  the  blue  sky. 
Well,  as  I  took  my  text  that  first  night, 
there  was  a  deep  sigh  and  a  gasping  for 
breath  as  if  they  wondered  what  I  could 
possibly  get  out  of  the  verse,  but  they 
settled  down  with  open  eyes  and  ears  to 
be  sure  they  got  the  meaning.  'Tonight,' 
I  said,  'I  want  us  to  give  our  attention  to 
a  great  promise  ...  a  promise  that  was 
given  to  me  when  I  started  to  this  moun- 
tain section,  and  which  I  believe  will  be 
yours  to  grasp  and  use  to  great  advantage 
tonight,  and  from  here  on,  to  advance  the 
gospel  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  in  these 
mountains  and  to  the  uttermost  parts  of 
the  earth.' 

'God  make  it  so,'  shouted  Aunt   Sa- 
rah. 

'  'The  promise  is  found  in  Micah  4:13 
proceeded  by  a  command,  Arise  and 
thresh,  O  daughter  of  Zion:  for  I  will 
make  thine  horn  iron,  and  I  will  make 
thy  hoofs  brass:  and  thou  shall  beat  in 
pieces  many  people:  and  I  will  consecrate 
their  gain  unto  the  Lord,  and  their  sub- 
stance unto  the  Lord  of  the  whole  earth. 
I  have  arisen  as  God  commanded,'  I  went 
on,  'and  it  is  both  yours  and  mine  to 
thresh  the  grain,  and  help  God  to  gather 
it  into  the  garner,  for  surely  He  will  burn 
the  chaff  with  unquenchable  fire.' 

"For  some  time  I  preached  an  evange- 
listic message  along  the  line  of  threshing 
for  the  Lord,  then  I  pointed  them  to  the 
great  promise  which  God  gave  the  daugh- 
ter of  Zion  and  which  held  good  for  all 


who  went  into  His  vineyard.  'He  will 
give  us  a  horn  of  iron,'  I  said,  'to  pierce 
through  any  difficulties  that  may  be  in 
our  way,  we  do  not  need  to  have  a  soft 
spot  in  the  head.'  I  further  commented, 
'When  it  comes  to  preaching  the  gospel  of 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  God  has  rather 
promised  that  He  will  give  us  a  horn  of 
iron,  which  is  symbolical  of  a  determina- 
tion to  do  His  will,  that  shall  not  be  brok- 
en, but  that  shall  rather  break  the  weak 
will  of  others,  and  turn  their  hearts  to 
serve  the  living  God.  Then,  He  will  give 
us  hoofs  of  brass,  He  said.  We  do  not  need 
to  go  tip-toeing  around  here  with  the  gos- 
pel message  as  if  we  were  afraid  someone 
would  get  offended  at  hearing  it,  nor  do 
we  need  to  sit  down  and  complain  because 
we  meet  a  few  rocks  and  briars  in  our 
path;  God  has  promised  us  hoofs  of  brass 
that  shall  be  able  to  trample  down  these 
things  or  go  over  them  without  any  hurt. 
The  lion  and  the  adder,  God  further  said 
to  David,  shalt  thou  trample  under  foot.' 
"I  went  ahead  and  brought  out  as  best 
I  could  the  spiritual  lesson  taught  in  this 
promise  and  concluded  by  saying  that  I 
believed  God  would  help  us  to  beat  in 
pieces  many  stony  hearts,  who  would  not 
only  be  converted,  but  who  would  conse- 
crate their  gain  and  substance  to  the 
Lord  of  the  whole  earth. 

"We  saw  the  promise  fulfilled  in  a 
great  way  that  very  night.  Several  were 
on  the  way  to  the  altar  and  kneeling 
down  crying  out  for  mercy  before  I  had 
scarcely  finished  the  message.  The  old 
shed  looked  like  one  corner  of  my  heav- 
enly mansion  to  me,  as  I  saw  young  peo- 
ple and  middle-aged  alike  shouting  the 
glad  hosannas  to  the  Son  of  God  that 
night.  The  revival  began  from  the  very 
first  service,  and  I  stood  to  one  side 
alone  for  a  few  minutes  while  mothers 
kissed  daughters  and  fathers  kissed  sons, 
thanking  God  for  the  partial  fulfillment 
of  Llis  great  promise,  /  will  make  thine 
horn  iron  and  I  will  make  thy  hoofs 
brass:  and  thou  shalt  beat  in  pieces  many 
people. 

"We  were  about  ready  to  leave  for  our 
homes  when  a  young  man  who  had  been 
sitting  in  the  back  of  the  shed  came  up 
the  front  where  the  Wahls  and  I  were 
gathering  up  the  songs  books  and  Bibles. 
'Preacher,'  he  said,  'I  did  enjoy  that  mes- 
sage.' 'Your  name?'  I  asked. 

"  'Julian  Ross,'  he  said.  'This  is  my  first 
time  to  come  to  this  side  of  the  Buffalo 
River,  but  I  heard  about  the  lady  evan- 
gelist over  here,  and  I  was  rather  curious 
to  hear  you;  and  you  will  please  pardon 
the  curiosity  that  brought  me  here.' 

"  'Oh,  I'm  anxious  for  souls  to  come,' 
I  said,  'regardless  of  what  might  bring 
them.  Go  tell  the  whole  neighborhood 
about  you  to  come  this  side  of  the  Buf- 
falo; perhaps  we  can  do  them  good.' 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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Fishing    Efficiently 

Preston  F.  Taylor 


'And  he  saith  unto  them,  Follow  me, 
and  I  will  make  you  fishers  of  men," 
Matt.   4:19. 

When  a  person  becomes  a  follower  of 
Jesus,  he  also  becomes  a  fisher  of  men, 
to  some  extent  at  least.  The  more  ef- 
ficiently he  fishes,  the  greater  will  be 
his  catch.  To  become  an  efficient  fisher- 
man requires  much  effort  and  persever- 
ance, but  it  is  certain  to  be  rewarded 
according  to  services  rendered  at  the 
judgment  of  rewards. 

Naturally  speaking,  the  world  has  pro- 
gressed much  in  the  fishing  industry, 
since  the  day  when  Christ  called  the 
Galilean  fishermen  to  forsake  their  fish 
nets  and  follow  Him.  The  modern  fishing 
schooner  is  equipped  with  the  latest  in 
hoisting  machinery,  trawling  gear,  nets, 
hooks,  harpoons,  refrigeration  units,  etc., 
for  catching  and  preserving  the  fish.  The 
world  has  also  progressed  much  toward 
providing  more  competent  methods  to  be 
used  in  the  fishing  of  men.  The  modern 
fisher  of  men  finds  that  he  can  call  into 
instant  and  constant  use  many  and  varied 
items  of  equipment  which  the  Galilean 
fishermen  could  not  list  in  their  catalog 
of  equipment,  but  I  fear  that  his  catch 
is  not  as  great  as  one  would  expect  in 
view  of  his  decided  advantage.  He  can 
convey  his  gospel  message  of  life  to  the 
world  at  large  over  the  air,  land,  and 
sea  through  the  medium  of  radio,  press, 
phonograph,  public  address  systems,  rail- 
way facilities,  ocean  liners,  cable  and  tele- 
grams, telephones,  aeroplanes,  automo- 
biles, etc.  The  world  is  his  audience,  his 
nets  may  be  cast  into  the  universe  for 
a  draught.  But  with  all  his  magnificent 
opportunity  he  will  be  a  failure  if  he 
ignores  the  words  of  the  Master,  and 
thereby  becomes  inefficient.  The  wisest 
and  most  efficient  thing  to  do  under  any 
circumstance  is  to  obey  God  without 
question.  Implicit  obedience  to  the  Mas- 
ter will  always  pay  the  largest  dividends. 
Luke  5:5-11.  The  disciples  had  toiled  all 
night  and  had  caught  nothing;  yet  when 
Jesus  told  them  to  cast  their  nets  again, 
and  they  obeyed,  they  caught  such  a 
tremendous  draught  until  their  nets  brake, 
and  they  were  greatly  astonished.  Jesus 
took  this  means  of  teaching  both  His 
disciples  and  us  the  advantage  afforded 
by  implicit  obedience. 

When  fishing  with  hook  and  line  one 
must  be  very  careful  in  his  selection  of 
"bait"  since  the  wrong  bait  seldom  at- 
tracts the  fish,  while  the  right  bait  has 
often  flattered  fishermen  with  success. 
Therefore  the  Christian  fisherman  will 
do   well   to  observe   this   very   important 


rule  and  be  sure  he  has  chosen  the  proper 
bait.  One  would  not  use  the  same  bait  in 
fishing  for  trout  he  would  for  carp,  etc. 
Hence  one  would  not  use  the  same  bait 
in  fishing  for  a  professional  man  that 
he  would  in  fishing  for  an  illiterate  day 
laborer.  To  win  people  to  the  gospel,  care 
must  be  exercised  to  show  each  individ- 
ual how  it  will  be  of  help  to  him  per- 
sonally. On  one  occasion,  it  is  said,  Daniel 
Webster  remarked,  "When  a  man  preach- 
es to  me,  I  want  him  to  make  it  a  per- 
sonal matter,  a  personal  matter,  a  per- 
sonal matter!"  This  is  true  of  all  human- 
ity, generally  speaking.  A  word  to  the 
wise  is  sufficient.  Izaak  Walton,  the  great 
authority  on  the  angler's  art,  said:  "One 
must  know  his  fish  to  catch  them,  their 
native  haunts,  habits,  etc.,  until  he  can 
think  like  a  fish."  You  will  notice  how 
well  Satan  can  attract  and  entice  his  fish. 
He  knows  them  thoroughly,  and  baits 
his  hooks  accordingly.  Just  run  over  in 
your  minds  the  number  and  variety  of 
worldly  amusements  you  can  think  of. 
You  will  find  an  appalling  amount,  I'm 
sure.  Is  it  any  wonder  he  fishes  with  such 
a  superlative  degree  of  success?  I  fear  it 
will  put  us  as  the  representatives  of 
Christianity  to  shame  to  contrast  our 
progress  to  that  of  Satan  and  his  repre- 
sentatives. Let  us  awake  and  respond  to 
our  responsibility,  else  we  will  receive 
punishment  instead  of  reward.  The  Mas- 
ter called  a  man  by  the  name  of  Jonah 
once  to  fish  for  men,  that  they  might  be 
saved.  Jonah  didn't  fish  as  he  was  com- 
manded, but  went  out  according  to  his 
own  plans.  Instead  of  catching  any  fish 
he  was  caught  by  a  fish.  Jonah  1.  Let  us 
be  careful  that  we  fish  efficiently,  else 
we  may  meet  our  Waterloo  in  the  form  of 
some  big  fish. 

Signs  of  the  Times 

W.  H.  Godwin 

Text:  Matt.  24:23,  "So  likewise  ye, 
when  ye  shall  see  all  these  things,  know 
that  it  is  near,  even  at  the  doors." 

I  have  felt  impressed  for  some  time  to 
write  an  article  for  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
I  believe  our  young  people  should  study 
the  signs  of  the  times  which  are  recorded 
in  God's  law  book.  Surely  most  all  Bible 
scholars  agree  that  we  are  living  in  the 
Philadclphian  church  period,  and  the  com- 
ing of  the  Lord  is  very  near.  As  I  sit 
here  in  my  home  tonight  in  the  little  city 
of  Toccoa,  Ga.,  I  wish  to  give  a  few 
signs  which  are  recorded  in  the  Book  of 
books. 

The  first  which  we  give  is  found  in 
Nahum's  writing,  Nahum  2:4,  "The 
chariots  shall  rage  in  the  streets,  they 
shall    justle    one    against    another   in    the 


broad  ways:  they  shall  seem  like  torches, 
they  shall  run  like  the  lightnings."  Na- 
hum, with  a  prophetic  eye,  looked  down 
through  the  telescope  of  time  and  saw 
the  autos  of  today  raging  in  the  streets, 
and  jostling  one  against  another.  We  see 
everyone  in  a  hurry.  We  see  a  man  driv- 
ing 7  5  miles  per  hour;  we  ask  him  what 
his  hurry  is.  His  reply  is  probably.  No 
hurry  at  all.  He  is  just  driving  fast.  Thus 
we  see  it  is  the  age  in  which  we  are  liv- 
ing. The  prophet  Nahum  spoke  as  he  was 
moved  by  the  Holy  Ghost.  Thus  he  was 
divinely  inspired.  It  is  a  very  common 
thing  to  see  collisions,  or  cars  jostling 
one  against  another  in  any  of  our  larger 
cities,  and  sometimes  in  our  smaller  ones. 
Nahum  also  said  (as  we  have  quoted) 
they  would  seem  like  torches.  Of  course, 
we  all  know  this  is  the  auto's  headlights 
which  penetrate  the  darkness  in  order 
that  the  driver  might  see  how  to  drive 
at  night. 

Our  next  sign  will  be  found  in  Dan. 
12:4,  "But  thou,  O  Daniel,  shut  up  the 
words,  and  seal  the  book,  even  to  the  time 
of  the  end:  many  shall  run  to  and  fro, 
and  knowledge  shall  be  increased."  I  es- 
pecially call  your  attention  to  the  last 
phrase  of  this  verse,  "many  shall  run  to 
and  fro,  and  knowledge  shall  be  in- 
creased." We  have  never  seen  a  more  rest- 
less age  than  we  are  living  in  now.  Boys 
and  girls,  men  and  women  are  running 
here  and  there  seeking  something  that 
will  satisfy  their  heart's  desire,  but  they 
will  never  find  anything  which  will  satis- 
fy until  they  come  to  Jesus  and  have 
their  hearts  cleansed  with  the  blood  of 
Christ  which  eradicates  sin  in  all  of  its 
forms. 

Daniel  also  said  "knowledge  shall  be 
increased."  Have  you  ever  seen  a  day  in 
which  man  was  as  worldly-wise  as  he  is 
today?  For  example,  take  a  look  at  the 
old-fashioned  loom,  then  step  inside  to 
one  of  our  modern  factories  and  see  the 
weaver's  loom  of  today  which  is  operated 
by  electricity.  Henry  Ford  has  made  a 
great  improvement  on  the  Ford  from  the 
T  model  up  to  the  modern  auto  he  has 
on  the  market  today.  We  could  mention 
many  things  which  would  prove  to  us 
that  knowledge  is  increasing,  but  space 
won't  permit. 

Dear  reader,  when  you  see  all  these 
things  know  that  the  time  is  near,  even 
at  the  door.  Jesus  said  in  Matt.  24:38 
and  39,  "For  as  in  the  days  that  were  be- 
fore the  flood  they  were  eating  and  drink- 
ing, marrying  and  giving  in  marriage, 
until  the  day  that  Noe  entered  into  the 
ark,  And  knew  not  until  the  flood  came, 
and  took  them  all  away;  so  shall  also  the 
coming  of  the  Son  of  man  be."  You  can 
pass  along  the  highways  most  any  time 
of  the  night  and  day  and  see  the  first 
phrase  of  this  verse  being  fulfilled,  people 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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A  SHROUD  OF  GRIEF 

(Continued    from    page    15) 
objections,  and  finally  had  the  satisfac- 
tion of  getting  an  appointment  for  din- 
ner at  a  good  restaurant. 

"More  responsibilities  neglected.  Thank 
God  I  was  awakened  in  time,"  she 
thought. 

And  now  she  must  call  Mr.  Loring. 
When  that  gentleman  was  on  the  line  she 
asked  quickly,  "Have  you  spoken  to  any 
one  else  about  the  solo  work  for  Easter?" 

"No-o-o,"  in  surprise. 

"Well,  I've  decided  to  accept  your  in- 
vitation and  go  back  to  my  old  place." 

"Thank  the  Lord  for  that,"  he  ejacu- 
lated fervently,  and  arranged  to  put  the 
music  into  her  hands. 

"Now  I  wonder  if  that  is  all,"  she  said 
to  herself.  "I  feel  as  if  I  had  just  awak- 
ened from  a  Rip  Van  Winkle  sleep. 
Things  seem  a  bit  unfamiliar." 

Her  eye  fell  on  her  Bible.  "There!  that's 
another  neglect.  How  long  has  it  been?" 

She  opened  to  the  bookmark  and  then 
consulted  her  reading  schedule.  There 
were  many  chapters  in  between.  Oh, 
where  had  her  thoughts  been?  No  wonder 
che  selfish  grief  had  had  its  paralyzing  ef- 
fect. There  had  been  no  soul  food  and  lit- 
tle communion  with  her  Lord. 

In  humble  penitence  she  sought  for- 
giveness and,  to  paraphrase  David,  "the 
Lord  heard  and  delivered  her  out  of  all 
her  distresses." 

After  a  blessed  hour  spent  with  her 
Bible  she  prepared  to  call  for  Betty  Jane 
and  take  her  shopping. 

It  was  a  thoroughly  agreeable  trip  and 
as  they  were  going  to  the  restaurant  to 
meet  Mr.  Jordan  the  girl  said  impulsive- 
ly, "Oh,  mother,  this  is  just  like  old 
times.  I'm  sorry  I  was  hateful  to  you.  But 
I  thought  you  didn't  like  me  any  more 
and  I  didn't  care  what  I  did. 

"I'm  sorry,  too,  dear,"  said  her  mother 
slowly.  She  wondered  how  much  she 
ought  to  say  to  the  child. 

Before  she  could  make  up  her  mind  the 
girl  went  on,  "I  'spose  I'd  better  tell  you, 
mother,  that  we  did  not  intend  to  stay 
all  through  the  show.  But  we  were  going 
with  a  couple  of  boys  for  a  'joy-ride.'  " 

"A  joy-ride!"  repeated  her  mother 
faintly. 

"M-mh,"  Betty  Jane  found  relief  in 
confessing.  "I  don't  know  the  boys  very 
well.  We  met  them  on  the  street  yester- 
day and  Maebelle  introduced  me.  They're 
awfully  funny!  Just  kept  us  laughing  all 
the  time." 

"Were  they — nice?"  Mrs.  Jordan  asked 
the  question  quietly,  but  her  heart  almost 
stood  still.  "Would  you  like  them  to  meet 
me?" 

"No,  ma'am,"  with  emphasis,  "I  should 
say  not.  Maebelle  is  afraid  of  you." 

"She  is?  What  have  I  done?" 

"Not  a  thing.  It's  what  you  are,  I 
guess.  She  isn't  used  to  associating  with — 


nice — people." 

"Why  are — you — going  —  with  her?" 
anxiously. 

"I  told  you.  I  was  lonesome.  Home 
hasn't  been  home  since  Brucie — died. 
You  cried  all  the  time,  and  Daddy  and  I 
had  to  go  to  somebody  else." 

Mrs.  Jordan  thought  wryly  that  this 
was  her  day  for  shocks.  But  so  far  they 
had  been  beneficient.  She  was  glad  Betty 
Jane  had  not  gone  on  that  joy-ride,  and 
later  when  the  evening  paper  reported  a 
wreck  and  the  other  three  in  the  hospital, 
she  was  doubly  thankful  for  the  girl's  es- 
cape. Even  so,  it  had  been  a  narrow  mar- 
gin, and  all  because  of  her  selfish  grief. 

They  met  Mr.  Jordan,  and  he,  too, 
seemed  relieved  that  his  wife  was  once 
more  l.ke  the  girl  he  had  married. 

Dinner  over  he  proposed  a  concert 
that  he  was  sure  his  wife  would  enjoy. 


"What  about  that  night-work?"  she 
asked  innocently. 

However,  she  noticed  his  flush  as  he 
said,  "Oh,  the  work  can  wait.  When  I 
found  you  were  coming  I  thought  you'd 
like  the  music  so  I  reserved  seats." 

At  home,  later,  with  Betty  Jane  tucked 
safely  under  her  covers,  husband  and 
wife  had  such  a  heart-to-heart  talk  as 
they  had  not  had  in  many  a  day. 

While  Mrs.  Jordan  had  been  dramatiz- 
ing the  grief  of  a  mother's  heart  she  had 
utterly  missed  the  way  in  which  a  father- 
heart  is  torn  when  his  only  son  is  put 
away  in  the  little  narrow  house  "to  await 
the  resurrection  morning."  To  him,  the 
family  name  is  lost — at  least  so  far  as  he 
is  concerned.  No  son  to  carry  on  the  fam- 
ily traditions  and  business.  No  incentive 
to  walk  straight  and  keep  upright  be- 
( Continued  on  page  26) 
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Editor's   Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
not  read  and  write  at  twenty-one  years  ot 
age.  He  was  awakened  to  the  need  of  an 
education  and  began  to  study  under  a  tu- 
tor and  finally  graduated  from  one  of  our 
good  universities.  What  you  need  is  to  be 
awakened  to  your  need  and  to  your  possi- 
bilities. 

We  remember  one  time  of  be'ng  called 
to  a  mining  district  to  organize  a  Y.  P. 
E.  We  found  a  number  there  who  could 
not  read  and  write,  and  I  well  remember 
how  the  burden  fell  upon  me  and  how 
I  cried  and  prayed  that  God  would  raise 
up  consecrated  people  who  had  education 
to  start  night  schools  in  the  neglected 
places.  So  you  see  this  is  another  class 
that  needs  to  be  awakened.  In  the  second 
paragraph  of  our  "High  Resolve"  we  no- 
tice that  some,  though  equipped  for  lives 
of  usefulness,  with  great  talents,  wander 
aimlessly  on.  They,  too,  need  to  be  awak- 
ened by  this  resurrection  power  to  the 
need  around  them  and  to  a  consecration 
that  will  make  them  sacrifice  in  order  to 
make  the  desert  blossom  as  the  rose. 

Another  class  that  needs  to  be  awak- 
ened are  those  who  are  living  in  sin.  You 
feel  that  you  are  so  black  and  sinful  that 
there  is  no  hope  for  you. 

Listen,  did  you  ever  visit  a  pin  fac- 
tory? A  long  brass  wire  is  drawn  in  at 
one  end  of  a  machine,  and  at  the  other 
end  out  comes  the  pins,  more  of  them 
than  you  could  count.  Most  of  them  are 
fine  and  straight,  but  a  few  come  out 
crocked.  The  machine  drops  them  all  into 
a  great  heap,  the  crooked  and  the  straight 
together.  But  it  would  never  do  to  send 
them  all  to  market,  for  nobody  wants 
bent  pins.  So  the  crooked  ones  must  be 
picked  out  from  the  others  and  set  aside, 
while  the  straight  ones  are  placed  in  shin- 
ing rows  in  paper  rolls. 

It  would  seem  an  endless  task  to  find 
them.  You  would  never  guess  how  it  is 
done!  Nobody's  eyes  look  for  them;  no- 
body's fingers  pick  them  out.  Each  pin 
is  made  to  confess  for  itself  and  to  go  to 
its  own  place.  They  are  all  dropped  upon 
a  ribbon  which  has  two  motions — one 
straightforward,  horizontally,  the  other 
from  side  to  side,  like  a  sieve.  The  straight 
ones  roll  off  easily,  but  the  crooked  pin 
can't  roll.  So  the  bent  ones  stay  on  the 
ribbon  and  when  they  come  to  the  end 
of  it  they  drop  off  into  a  box  of  waste. 

It  made  me  think  of  boys  and  girls. 
Many  of  them  are  straight,  but  not  all. 
Some  have  a  crook  in  them.  These  often 
pass  the  school  tests  and  graduate  with 
the  rest,  just  as  the  crooked  pins  run 
through  the  machine  without  getting 
found  out.  But,  like  the  pins,  every  one 
will  come  to  a  test  which  will  show  just 
what  he  is.  Some  day  the  crooked  will  be 
separated  from  the  straight,  and  each 
will  find  his  own  place. 

Now   this   crooked    pin   story      might 
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make  you  feel  discouraged  if  we  did  not 
finish  our  message.  But  listen,  it  is  im- 
possible to  make  a  crooked  pin  straight, 
but  it  is  poss  ble  for  the  blood  of  Jesus 
Christ  and  this  resurrection  power  to  take 
the  vilest  of  men  and  women  and  make 
them  whiter  than  snow.  Surely  there  was 
never  denser  hopelessness  overshadowing 
men  while  the  Lord  of  life  lay  in  the 
tomb.  But  Easter — that  first  Easter — 
changed  all  that.  In  a  single  sunrise  hope 
broke  again  over  the  human  race — recov- 
ery from  every  disaster,  remedy  of  all  sin. 

Thank  God  for  Easter  and  this  resur- 
rection power.  Be  sure  to  read  Class 
Evangelism   on  page   2  8. 


MISS    CLARICE    BOWLING, 
Trion,  Ga. 

Here  is  Miss  Bowling,  age  eleven,  who 
raised  the  most  money  in  our  mission  of- 
fering. I  feel  that  she  has  the  Cause  at 
heart.  She  raised  the  amount  of  $10.50. 
Pastor,  C.  N.  O'Kelly. 

Fishing  For  Men 

(Continued  from  page  12) 
ing  wedge  to  speak  on  what  is  happening 
in  Europe.  I  venture,  "Do  you  know 
what  the  Bible  says  about  the  war?"  Most 
men  do  not  know  that  the  Bible  says 
anything  about  present-day  events.  I 
point  out  that  this  old  world  is  running 
on  schedule  time,  and  at  once  I  have  a 
man's  interest;  but  if  I  should  stop  there 
I  would  miss  the  whole  thing.  I  must 
make  a  personal  appeal,  and  show  men 
that  what  the  Book  says  about  the  here- 
after and  about  the  Savior  of  the  world 
is  true.  Learn  to  use  the  Scriptures 
prophetically. 

One  of  my  pastor  friends  in  meeting  an 
Indian  chief  in  Arkansas,  talked  to  him 
about  his  soul.  The  chief  didn't  believe  a 
thing.    The   two   went    up   into   a      hotel 


room  and  the  preacher  got  his  Testament 
and  began  to  show  him  the  prophecies 
concerning  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ:  that 
He  was  born  in  the  manner  and  in  the 
place  the  Bible  predicted,  that  He  was 
reared  the  way  the  Bible  said  He  would 
grow  up,  and  that  He  died  the  way  the 
Bible   said    He    would    die. 

The  old  chief  exclaimed,  "He  must  be 
the  Son  of  God!" 

Came  the  preacher's  question,  "What 
do  you  think  of  the  Book?" 

"That  must  be  the  Bible,"  remarked 
the  Indian. 

"What  do  you  think  of  the  Gospel?" 

"That  must  be  true,  too."  So  the  old 
chief  took  the  Lord  that  day  as  his  Sav- 
ior. 

A    Teacher   Becomes    a   Missionary 

I  appeal  to  you  to  set  yourselves  to 
know  the  Word.  What  a  tonic  it  will  be 
to  your  own  soul!  Think  what  it  will 
mean  for  the  work  of  our  Lord  for  you 
to  open  up  the  way  of  life  to  needy  men 
and  women! 

On  a  certain  occasion  I  was  going  to 
Wisconsin  to  teach  a  Friday  night  class. 
There  was  just  one  seat  in  the  coach  that 
was  unoccupied;  next  to  it  sat  a  young 
lady  reading  a  Testament.  Came  the 
thought,  "I'd  like  to  talk  to  her,  but  I 
have  to  prepare  my  lesson."  I  prayed, 
"Lord,  if  You  want  me  to  speak  to  her, 
open  the  way." 

Soon  she  questioned,  "Are  you  a 
preacher?" 

I  learned  that  she  was  traveling  from 
Galesburg,  Illinois,  to  teach  high  school. 
She  was  concerned  about  her  soul,  and 
was  on  the  verge  of  going  into  error. 
Sitting  down  beside  her,  I  explained  in 
a  simple  way  how  we  all  need  a  Savior  and 
how  God  provided  Him,  and  at  the  sec- 
ond step,  how  we  could  appropriate  Him. 
When  she  arose  to  leave,  I  remarked,  "If 
I  never  see  you  again  on  earth,  will  I 
meet  you  in  Heaven?" 

"You  certainly  will,"  she  replied,  "be- 
cause I  have  received  Him  today." 

I  kept  in  touch  with  her.  In  due  time 
she  gave  up  her  teaching  and  became  a 
missionary. 

Winning  a  University  Student 

A  man  came  to  me  some  years  ago  and 
said,  "We  have  had  two  boys.  The  older 
died  and  the  younger  is  not  saved.  Will 
you  do  what  you  can  for  him?"  I  prom- 
ised to  pray. 

The  following  Sunday  while  passing 
before  going  on  the  platform,  I  met  him, 
a  fine  young  man,  and  something  said, 
through  one  of  the  rooms  of  the  church 
"Contact  him;  here  is  your  opportunity." 
I  began  to  speak  to  him  about  his  soul, 
and  to  my  utter  amazement  I  found 
that  Cincinnati  University  student  hun- 
gry for  God.  He  left  the  university  and 
went  to  Wheaton  College.  Today  he  is  in 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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Bible  Training  School 


Can   St   Be  So  Soon? 

Eugene  B.   Furr 
Slipping  by  in  swift  succession 

Hour  by  hour  the  days  have  passed. 
And  now  we  stand  upon  the  threshold, 

Our  days  together  here  have  passed. 

These  past  few  months  have  been  so  hap- 
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Serving   God    and    learning    too, 
That  it  seems  we're  just  beg  nning, 

Oh!   Can  it  be  we're  almost  through? 

Here   our   lives  we've   consecrated, 

Our  souls  have  drawn  near  unto  God. 

And    His   sweet,   divine   approval 
Is  upon   the  paths  we've  trod. 

Day  by  day  we've  learned  to  serve  Him, 
Learned  to  love  Him  more  and  more. 

And  now  we  face  the  day  of  parting, 
With  bleeding  hearts,  both  sad  and  sore. 

Sad  because  of  friendships   broken, 
Probably    nevermore    to    meet. 

Until   we  rise  in  resurrection, 

And  there  our  precious  loved  ones  meet. 

Sore    because,    dear   Alma   Mater, 
You  have  sheltered  us  from  harm. 

Now   we  dread   to  leave  the  shelter, 
But  we've  learned  to  trust  His  arm! 

Though  we  leave  in  deepest   sadness, 
Still    it    is   with   much    delight, 

For  we  can  step  out  in  battle, 

March  to  the  front  and  lead  the  fight. 

O  God!  Help  us  put  in  practice 

All  the  things  we've  learned  while  here, 

That  we  can  show  some  soul  his  Savior, 
And  help  him  of  the  rocks  stay  clear. 

Help    us    to    bring    no    condemnation 

On  our   Alma   Mater   dear. 
For  she   is   truly  Thine,  dear  Savior, 

For  Thou  hast  met  and  blessed  us  here. 

A   Personal   Responsibility 

Dorothy  Hill  man 

John  4:34,  "Jesus  saith  unto  them,  My 
meat  is  to  do  the  will  of  him  that  sent 
me,   and   to   finish   his   work." 

Responsibility  may  rest  on  the  individ- 
ual or  a  group.  Jesus  was  speaking  with 
His  disciples,  and  He  fully  realized  that 
God,  the  Father,  had  placed  a  personal 
responsibility  on  Him  of  completing  the 
plan  of   salvation. 

When  one  has  a  responsibility,  he  stands 
liable  or  accountable  for  that  certain 
thing.  If  he  shirks  his  duty  in  any  way 
toward  this  matter,  he  is  not  taking  the 
responsibility   as   he   should. 

There  are  many  things  that  one  may  be 
personally  responsible  for  in  this  life,  but 
the   most   important   one   is   that   of   his 


own  soul's  salvation.  Christ  was  respon- 
sible for  bringing  the  plan  of  salvation  to 
us;  then  the  responsibility  was  shifted  on 
our  own  shoulders  for  working  it  out. 
Phil.    2:12. 

God  wants  us  to  bear  responsibility, 
and  we  should  never  try  to  place  it  on 
someone  else.  Christ  is  our  example.  When 
He  was  here  on  earth,  He  gave  us  a  pat- 
tern to  follow.  He  felt  and  realized  His 
responsibility  so  keenly  that  He  was  al- 
ways doing  things  which  caused  others 
to  be  benefited.  Christ  knew  that  the  plan 
of  salvation  was  for  all  mankind.  As  the 
Samaritan  woman  came  to  the  well,  He 
began  to  tell  her  about  the  Water  of  Life. 
Although  He  realized  that  in  the  sight 
of  the  Jews  the  Samaritans  were  consid- 
ered a  low  and  common  class  of  people, 
it  was  His  duty  to  go  to  all  classes. 

At  the  age  of  twelve  years  Christ  was 
found  in  the  temple  speaking  with  the 
doctors  and  lawyers.  Luke  2:42-49.  We 
are  to  assume  the  personal  responsibility 
that  is  given  to  us  at  an  early  age.  We 
should  give  our  life  to  God  while  we  are 
young,  and  then  we  can  give,  as  Jesus  did, 
a  life  of  service. 

This  personal  responsibility  doesn't  only 
include  our  soul's  salvation,  but  we  have 
the  responsibility  of  getting  the  gospel 
to  others.  That  was  why  Christ  spoke 
with    the   Samaritan   woman. 

While  Paul  was  on  his  way  to  Damas- 
cus to  bind  and  persecute  the  saints  of 
God,  the  full-gospel  light  came  to  him, 
and  he  saw  that  he  must  attend  to  his 
own  soul.  He  instantly  allowed  God  to 
make  him  a  new  creature  in  Christ  Jesus. 

Immediately  following  Paul's  conver- 
sion, he  realized  the  personal  responsibility 
of  getting  the  gospel  news  to  others.  In 
Rom.  1:14  we  find  him  saying,  "I  am 
debtor  both  to  the  Greeks,  and  to  the 
Barbarians;  both  to  the  wise,  and  to  the 
unwise." 

Now,  if  Paul's  responsibility  was  so 
great  and  included  more  than  one  class 
or  race  of  people,  we  have  the  same  re- 
sponsibility, as  we  are  serving  the  same 
God  today  that  Paul  served. 

It  is  time  that  we  awake  to  the  fact 
that  we're  not  to  go  through  life  without 
some  responsibility;  and  the  quicker  we 
awake  to  this  fact  and  shoulder  our  own 
part  of  the  load  that  Christ  meant  for 
us  to  bear,  the  gospel  can  reach  many 
more  poor  lost  souls. 

Paul  tells  us  in  Heb.  3:13  to  exhort 
one  another.  To  go  out  with  the  gospel 
to  all  nations  is  God's  plan. 

Why  not  let  your  light  shine  while 
there  is  opportunity  of  doing  good,  that 
the  Father  in  Heaven  might  be  glorified? 


Be  a  jewel  in  God's  hand  so  you  can  point 
others  to  the  Lord. 

Exchange  Page 

(Continued  from  page  13) 
munity,  but,  oh,  how  I  wish  we  could, 
because  I  know  souls  would  be  saved  as 
a  result  of  Y.  P.   E.   meetings. 

May  God's  richest  blessings  be  upon 
you  each  and  every  day  is  my  prayer. — 
Miss   }une  Marlow,   Vasper,   Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  praise  the  Lord  for  what  He  means 
to  me.  I  have  been  in  bad  health  for  three 
years  and  each  time  when  the  pains  seem 
so  hard  to  bear,  He  comforts  me.  I  am 
not  a  member  of  the  Church  of  God,  yet 
I  believe  that  way.  I  got  saved  last  July 
while  very  sick.  I  belong  to  the  Y.  P.  E. 
and  receive  the  Lighted  Pathway  each 
month. 

Sisters  Mabel  Anderson  and  Bernice 
Hires  have  done  more  for  my  own  soul 
than  any  one  else  on  earth,  because  my 
own  precious  mother  has  now  gone  en  to 
rest  and  is  watching  and  wa.ting  for  me. 

May  God  bless  you,  Sister  Harrison, 
and  also  my  many  friends  who  g.ve  me 
words  of  cheer,  understanding  and  sym- 
pathy during  my  long  suffering. 

All  who  read  this  please  pray  for  my 
deaf  ears  to  be  opened,  my  bjdy  to  be 
healed  and  that  my  soul  shall  continue  to 
dwell  in  the  presence  of  the  Lord. — Miss 
Dorothy  Ritch,  Alma,  Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

You  always  say,  "Dear  Boys  and  Girls, 
God  bless  you,"  and  I  want  to  say,  "Dear 
Sister  Harrison,  may  God  bless  you  for 
the  wonderful  service  you  render  to  the 
young  people  of  today."  I  certainly  enjoy 
reading  the  Lighted  Pathway,  for  I  find 
food  for  my  soul  in  its  teachings.  Your 
sweet  messages  inspire  me  to  greater 
Christian    living. 

I  want  to  ask  you  and  all  who  read 
this  letter  to  remember  our  little  new 
church  earnestly  in  prayer.  It  has  been 
organized  recently  in  a  community  where 
holiness  is  fought  very  strongly  by  the 
enemy.  But  in  spite  of  this  fact,  we  have 
had  many  wonderful  services  and  the 
Lord  has  blessed  many  souls,  including 
me. 

We  love  to  serve  the  Lord  and  we  are 
praying  very  earnestly  for  God's  mercy 
and  help  that  our  church  will  grow  in 
number  and  the  Spirit  of  God  will  be 
manifested. 

I  would  like  to  receive  letters  from 
Christian  boys  and  girls  who  would  care 
to  write.  I  will  try  to  answer  all  I  receive. 
— Miss  Mildred  Daugherty,  Waco,  Ga- 

Kind  words  are  balm  to  the  soul.  Thev 
oil  up  the  entire  machinery  of  life,  and 
keep  it  in  good  running  order.  —  Un- 
known. 


April,  1941 
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Vacation  Bible  School 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
America,  ought   to  be  taking  advantage 
of  the  opportunity  we  have  to  plant  the 
Word  of  God  in  the  most  fertile  soil  in 
the  world  in  the  heart  of  a  child. 

I  will  be  pleased  to  hear  from  you  in 
regard  to  this  matter  in  the  near  future. 
I  know  several  states  in  which  I  could 
work  with  this  project,  but  I  long  to  see 
it  spread  out,  and  I  know  God  is  de- 
lighted with,  and  feel  that  He  would  be 
pleased  for  it  to  advance. — Ruby  Thomp- 
son. 

NOTE:  Perhaps  you  might  secure 
Miss  Thompson's  services  for  your  school 
this  summer.  She  is  a  fine  girl.  If  you  are 
in  need  of  someone  for  this  work,  write 
me  and  I  will  contact  her.  Perhaps  others 
are  feeling  called  to  this  work  and  you 
would  like  to  write  me  about  it. — Editor. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

As  a  small  child  goes  to  its  mother 
with  its  troubles  and  heartaches,  just  so 
I  am  coming  to  you  with  a  burden  that 
has  been  pressing  heavily  upon  my  very 
soul  for  the  past  ten  years.  In  fact,  it 
really  started  when  I  was  quite  small  in 
Cleveland,  when  I  was  in  your  class  of 
Juniors  in  the  church  there.  But  now  that 
I  am  the  mother  of  three  precious  chil- 
dren, and  am  confronted  daily  with  the 
great  problem  of  their  spiritual  training, 
the  burden  gets  heavier  all  the  time,  un- 
til I  feel  sometimes  as  though  I  can  bear 
it  no  longer.  "What  is  to  be  the  future  of 
our  children?" 

Our  Sunday  Schools  are  wonderful,  al- 
so our  Y.  P.  E's,  but  do  they  meet  the 
great  demand  for  the  spiritual  training  of 
our  children?  Having  three  children 
ranging  in  age  from  eight  to  thirteen,  I 
feel  that  I  am  in  position  to  know  a  little 
about  the  problems  of  motherhood.  The 
average  mother  has  so  much  of  her  time 
taken  up  with  the  care  of  the  home  until 
the  child  is  pitifully  neglected  as  you,  of 
course,  know. 

If  our  nation  recognizes  the  need  of  the 
mental  training  of  our  children  and  pro- 
vides for  that  need,  should  not  our 
church  be  able  to  see  that  the  Sunday 
School  and  Y.  P.  E.  alone  are  not  suffici- 
ent for  the  training  of  our  children? 
Please  do  not  misunderstand  me.  I  cer- 
tainly do  not  mean  this  as  criticism,  but 
I  feel  that  we  have  slept  long  enough, 
and  that  we  should  stir  ourselves  and  arise 
to  the  need  that  is  facing  us  today. 

Why  can't  we  have  our  Daily  Vaca- 
tion Bible  Schools  for  our  children?  I 
know  that  we  do  have  them  in  some  few 
churches,  but,  as  a  whole,  we  do  not  have 
them.  It  is  just  like  the  work  of  the  Y.  P. 
E.  was  when  it  was  struggling  for  a 
place  in  our  great  Church.  After  it  was 
officially  recognized,  how  it  spread  and 
grew.  Sister  Harrison,  if  everyone  could 


see  the  vision  as  it  is  before  me  continual- 
ly— our  precious  children  being  swept 
away  from  our  very  doors  into  the  cold 
dark  world  for  entertainment,  when  we 
could  so  easily  give  them  what  they  crave 
in  the  right  way,  and  save  them  from  the 
many  temptations  that  come  to  them  so 
much  earlier  than  the  most  of  us  would 
believe. 

I  am  going  to  be  very  frank  with  you 
because  I  feel  that  you  are  in  a  position 
to  advise  and  help  me.  I  feel,  and  am 
quite  sure,  that  even  our  Christian 
mothers  evade  the  questions  of  children 
concerning  their  origin  of  life,  and  the 
hundreds  of  other  problems  that  come  to 
their  minds,  and  leave  them  to  learn 
from  the  very  imps  of  hell,  until  we  are 
just  simply  pushing  them  down  the  dark 
trail  of  the  unknown,  only  to  awaken  to 
find  they  have  learned  from  bitter  ex- 
perience the  things  we  could  so  easily 
have  explained  to  them  in  a  godly  man- 
ner and  saved  their  lives  from  so  many 
bitter  disappointments.  I  fear  and  trem- 
ble for  our  precious  children  who  are 
growing  up  with  so  little  real  Christian 
training.  They  absolutely  do  not  get  it  in 
the  daily  schools. 

Surely  something  must  be  done  for  the 
Christian  training  of  our  children.  Most 
of  the  sermons  they  hear  are  too  deep  for 
their  minds  to  grasp.  The  meager  forty- 
five  minutes  or  hour  given  to  them  in 
Sunday  School  is  certainly  not  sufficient 
to  care  for  this  need.  I  wish  I  had  a  thou- 
sand tongues  and  the  education  so  that 
I  could  speak  intelligently.  Surely  I 
would  use  them  all  in  this  great  field  that 
I  feel  is  so  neglected. 

I  am  not  pessimistic.  On  the  other 
hand,  I  feel  assured  that  God  is  going  to 
answer  prayer,  and  provide  in  His  great 
Church  a  place  for  this  work.  I  am  en- 
closing an  article  for  you  to  read,  and  if 
you  feel  that  it  is  worth  printing  I  would 
be  glad  for  you  to  use  it  in  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  went  to  bed  tonight  and  tried 
for  some  time  to  sleep,  being  very  tired 
after  my  studies  were  finished,  but  I 
couldn't  sleep,  and  this  kept  ringing  over 
and  over  in  my  ears,  so  I  have  delivered 
my  soul,  and  feel  that  God  had  some 
purpose  in  moving  me  to  do  this.  I  know 
the  article  is  lengthy,  but  you  may  leave 
out  the  unnecessary  things  and  use  the 
rest  if  it  is  worthy. 

May  God  continue  to  bless  you  in 
your  great  work.  I  hope  your  body  is 
strong  now,  and  you  are  over  the  flu. — 
Your  faithful  sister,  De  Rosa  (Ellis) 
Hunt. 

NOTE:  Watch  for  Sister  Hunt's  arti- 
cle in  next  issue. — Editor. 

Signs  of  the  Times 

(Continued    from    page    18) 
eat  and  drink  in  this  fast  age  like  canary 
birds,    in   every    beer   garden,      cafeteria, 
lunch  room,  etc.  This  generation  is  like 


unto  that  before  the  flood  except  I  be- 
lieve they  are  getting  worse.  The  children 
of  men  are  being  divorced,  remarrying, 
etc.  Statistics  reveal  more  divorces  in  this 
age  than  ever  before. 

There  are  many  more  things  we  could 
mention  on  this  subject  but  space  won't 
permit.  I  give  a  few  more  scriptures  for 
our  young  people  to  read.  Please  read 
1  Tim.  4:1,   5;   2  Tim.   3:1,  7. 

Dear  reader,  if  you  have  not  received 
that  peace  that  passeth  all  understanding, 
may  I  ask  you  to  seek  God  while  time 
and  opportunity  affords.  I  am  a  young 
man  and  I  have  never  been  sorry  that 
I  gave  my  heart  to  the  Lord.  Jesus  is 
dearer  to  me  tonight  than  He  has  ever 
been.  Let  the  devil  howl,  the  demons  rage, 
the  Lord  is  our  Captain  and  we  fear  not. 
We  are  marching  on  to  higher  heights 
and  deeper  depths  than  ever  before.  We 
thank  God  tonight  for  a  Christian  moth- 
er who  has  stood  by  us  in  our  work  and 
prayed  for  us  that  God  would  bless,  and 
God  has  blessed  our  ministry  in  a  won- 
derful way.  All  Christians  who  read  this 
pray  for  me  that  I  will  ever  stay  humble 
at  His  feet. 

Sincerity  and  Determination 

The  Ford  Motor  Company  is  so  earn- 
estly convinced  that  it  has  something 
which  all  the  nations  should  share  that 
agents  carry  news  of  it  to  all  cities  in  all 
lands.  They  do  not  debate  as  to  whether 
or  not  the  cart  of  India,  the  donkey  of 
Spain,  or  the  camel  backs  of  Egypt  are 
sufficient  and  satisfactory  for  the  trans- 
portation of  the  population  of  these  lands. 
They  believe  in  their  own  product — and 
they  carry  it  there.  Neither  will  the 
Christian  argue  or  quibble  over  the  excel- 
lencies of  other  faiths.  If  he  has  vital 
touch  with  God,  as  men  can  see  Him  and 
know  Him  in  Jesus,  he  will  be  afire  with 
enthusiasm  to  carry  unto  other  nations 
the  good  news. — Charles  Nabers,  in  Glad- 
ness in  Christian  Living. 

Prayer  Ends  a  Church  Feud 

I  was  once  in  a  church  where  there  was 
a  deadly  feud  between  certain  members 
and  officers,  and  it  was  so  bitter  that  the 
opposing  parties  would  not  even  sit  on 
the  same  side  in  the  prayer  meeting  room. 
After  eighteen  months  of  strenuous  en- 
deavors to  heal  the  sore  and  get  the  con- 
tention out  of  the  way,  I  said  to  the 
Lord,  "Thou  hast  put  me  here,  and  Thou 
art  bound  by  Thy  promise  to  stand  by  me. 
Now  I  have  sought  to  remedy  this  diffi- 
culty, and  I  cannot,  and  I  find  this  con- 
flict facing  me  every  way,  and  these  an- 
tagonists have  arrayed  themselves  against 
each  other  like  hostile  forces;  now,  Lord, 
either  heal  the  breach,  or  remove  out  of 
the  way  the  real  offenders."  From  the  day 
I  offered  that  prayer  not  one  of  those  of- 
fenders ever  darkened  that  church  door. 
— Artlnir  T.  Pier  son. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


^      £Bible  Wessons     ^ 


PROGRAM  OUTLINE 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo 
merits  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless* 
tngs  on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
•ervice    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
•ervice  too  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety     to    your     program     and     will     keep     the     talks 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
•cripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  '.o  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
Thif  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let   us   bear    this   in    mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from    the    "THOUGHTS    FOR    LEADER"    in    Le* 

The  sub- topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
unless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
ft  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre 
pared.  Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris 
nans  who   can  always  be  depended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
ihey  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
nave  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in 
vitatfion  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come    to    the    altar   of    prayer    and    accept    Christ. 

♦if************************** 

The  Cross 

Alda  B.    (Rankin)    McLendon 

St.  John  19 

Thoughts   For   Leader 

History  tells  us  that  the  Latin  cross, 
on  which  Christ  suffered,  was  in  the  form 
of  a  crossbar,  on  which  the  title  was 
placed.  There  was  a  projection  from  the 
central  stem,  on  which  the  body  of  the 
sufferer  rested,  to  prevent  the  weight 
from  tearing  away  the  hands.  An  inscrip- 
tion was  generally  placed  above  the  crim- 
inal's head.  Crucifixion  was  in  use  from 
very  early  times  and  was  unanimously 
considered  the  most  honorable  form  of 
death. 

To  prepare  us  for  this  lesson  I  should 
like  to  read  the  account  as  given  in  the 
19th  chapter  of  St.  John  concerning  the 
crucifixion. 

Christ  Bore  the  Cross 

In  verse  17  of  the  chapter  we  have  just 
read,  we  find  that  Jesus,  "bearing  His 
cross  went  forth  into  a  place  called  the 
place  of  a  skull,"  where  He,  "being  found 
in  fashion  as  a  man,  he  humbled  himself, 
and  became  obedient  unto  death,  even 
the  death  of  the  cross,"  Phil.  2:8.  "Who 
for  the  joy  that  was  set  before  him  en- 
dured the  cross,  despising  the  shame," 
Heb.  12:2.  Christ  came  voluntarily  and 
as  He  told  us  in  St.  John  10:11,  "I  am 
the  good  shepherd:  the  good  shepherd 
giveth  his  life  for     the  sheep."     What 


boundless  love  He  has  extended  to  us  and 
how  well  the  writer  of  this  dear  old 
hymn  expresses  it. 

"On  a  hill  far  away  stood  an  old  rugged 
cross, 
The  emblem  of  suffering  and  shame; 
And  1  love  that  old  cross,  where  the  dear- 
est  and  best, 
For  a  world  of  lost  sinners  was  slain. 

"In    the   old   nigged    cross   stained  with 
blood   so   divine, 
A  wondrous  beauty  I  see; 
For  'twas  on   that  old  cross  Jesus  suf- 
fered and  died, 
To  pardon  and  sanctify  me." 

Christ  Is  Our  Substitute 

When  Christ  came  to  redeem  us,  He 
came  as  our  substitute,  bearing  our  sins 
and  suffering  in  our  place,  according  to 
1  Pet.  4:1,  "Forasmuch  then  as  Christ 
hath  suffered  for  us  in  the  flesh,  arm 
yourselves  likewise  with  the  same  mind: 
for  he  that  hath  suffered  in  the  flesh  hath 
ceased  from  sin,"  and  also  in  1  Pet.  2:24, 
"Who  his  own  self  bare  our  sins  in  his 
own  body  on  the  tree,  that  we,  being 
dead  to  sins,  should  live  unto  righteous- 
ness: by  whose  stripes  ye  were  healed." 

Suppose  some  of  us  had  a  great  debt 
to  pay  and  one  of  our  dear  friends  should 
go  pay  it  for  us  and  come  tell  us  the 
debt  was  all  paid.  I  wonder  if  we  would 
disregard  what  he  said  and  try  to  pay 
the  debt  he  had  already  paid.  What  do 
you  suppose  that  friend  would  think? 
That  is  what  Christ  had  done  for  us.  The 
Bible  says  we  "all  have  sinned,  and  come 
short  of  the  glory  of  God,"  Rom.  3:23, 
and  in  Isa.  53:6  we  are  told  that  "the 
Lord  hath  laid  on  him  the  iniquity  of  us 
all."  How  many  there  are  who  are  trying 
to  do  something  to  merit  salvation  and 
to  pay  their  own  debt  when  the  debt  has 
already  been  paid.  "The  wages  of  sin  is 
death;  but  the  gift  of  God  is  eternal  life 
through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord,"  Rom. 
6:23.  So  we  see  salvation  is  a  gift  and 
we  must  accept  it  as  a  gift.  We  cannot 
afford  to  reject  such  a  gift  and  grieve 
our  Savior  who  has  paid  such  a  price  to 
redeem  you  and  me. 
Must    Be    Borne    By    Christ's    Followers 

It  is  certainly  true  that  Christ  hath 
paid  the  debt  for  us  and  hath  borne  our 


sins  for  us,  but  when  we  accept  this 
great  gift,  we,  too,  must  take  up  our 
cross.  In  St.  Matt.  16:24  we  have  these 
words  spoken  by  Jesus,  "If  any  man  will 
come  after  me,  let  him  deny  himself,  and 
take  up  his  cross,  and  follow  me."  St. 
Luke  14:27,  "And  whosoever  doth  not 
bear  his  cross,  and  come  after  me,  cannot 
be  my  disciple." 

"Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone 
And  all   the  world   go  free? 

No,  there's  a  cross  for  everyone, 
And  there's  a  cross  for  me." 

Truly  it  costs  something  to  be  a  Chris- 
tian, but  just  think  of  the  reward  we 
shall  receive  if  we  are  faithful,  and  what 
an  awful  thing  to  fail.  Just  listen  to  these 
words  of  Jesus  given  to  us  in  St.  Matt. 
16:2  5-2  8.  "For  whosoever  will  save  his 
life  shall  lose  it:  and  whosoever  will  lose 
his  life  for  my  sake  will  find  it.  For  what 
is  a  man  profited,  if  he  shall  gain  the 
whole  world,  and  lose  his  own  soul?  or 
what  shall  a  man  give  in  exchange  for 
his  soul?  For  the  Son  of  man  shall  come 
in  the  glory  of  his  Father  with  his  angels; 
and  then  he  shall  reward  every  man  ac- 
cording to  his  works."  Of  course,  we  are 
not  saved  by  our  works  but  "by  grace 
are  ye  saved  through  faith;  and  that  not 
of  yourselves:  it  is  the  gift  of  God.  Not 
of  works,  lest  any  man  should  boast," 
Eph.  2:8,  9.  We  shall  receive  our  reward, 
according  to  our  works,  so  it  behooves 
each  of  us  after  we  are  saved  to  bear  fruit 
for  the  Master  for  "Herein  is  my  Father 
glorified,  that  ye  bear  much  fruit,"  St. 
John    15:8. 

The  following  story  illustrates  very 
forcibly  the  above  scriptures.  According 
to  the  story  a  woman  of  wealth  died  and 
went  to  heaven.  As  she  was  being  shown 
to  her  mansion  that  had  been  prepared  for 
her,  she  noticed  a  very  beautiful  mansion 
and  asked  to  whom  this  mansion  belonged. 
She  was  told  that  it  was  the  mansion  of 
her  servant  she  had  while  on  earth.  They 
passed  on  and  soon  came  to  a  very  small 
mansion  and  upon  being  informed  that 
it  was  her  mansion,  she  immediately  ex- 
claimed, "How  is  it  that  I  have  such  a 
small  mansion  while  my  servant  has  such 
a  beautiful  one?"  She  was  told  that  it  was 
the  best  they  could  do  with  the  material 
she  sent  while  her  servant  had  sent  a 
generous  supply   for  her  mansion. 

So  let's  each  of  us  be  faithful  and  say 
with  the  writer  of  that  dear  old  hymn: 

"The  consecrated  cross  Til  bear, 
Till  death  shall  set  me  free: 

And  then  go  home  my  crown  to  wear, 
For  there's  a  crown  for  me." 

Note:  The  following  hymns  will  help 
to  make  this  lesson  more  impressive:  "He 
Was  Nailed  to  the  Cross"  or  "The  Heart 
That  Was  Broken  For  Me,"  sung  as  a 
special  number  after  "Thoughts  for  the 
Leader"  is  given. 

"The  Old  Rugged  Cross"  sung  by  the 
group.    "The   Way  of   the  Cross  Leads 
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Home"  and  "Must  Jesus  Bear  the  Cross 
Alone"  after  the  last  part. 

Pray  much  that  this  lesson  shall  prove 
a  great  blessing  to  your  young  people  and 
be  instrumental  in  leading  the  unsaved 
to  a  saving  knowledge  of  our  Lord  and 
Savior  Jesus  Christ  as  well  as  inspiring 
the  Christians  to  a  greater  life  of  service. 
May  the  Lord  anoint  you  as  you  present 
this  lesson  is  my  sincere  prayer. 

Easter  Lesson 

Esther   Holland 
Easter    is    the    season      when    everyone 
wants   a   new   dress   or  a   new    suit;    they 
think  of  flowers  and  gather  the  fragrant 
blossoms  wherever  they  may  be  found  and 
adorn    both    self    and    home    with    them. 
New  life,  new  color,   freshness  in  every- 
thing   is    deeply    desired.    Then,    why    all 
these   desires    at    this    time   of    the   year? 
Just  this,  it  is  time  to  realize  the  need  of 
a  new  life  and  many  who  do  not   know 
the  love  of  a  Savior  who  came  forth  from 
the   grave   on    that   day,    seek    to   satisfy 
their  desires   through  new   dress   for   the 
body  and  the  home.  It  is  natural  that  wc 
seek  the  new  l.fe,  but  the  most  essential 
need  is   that  of  the  soul;   and   the  great 
event  that  gave  us  Easter  Sunday  is  the 
satisfying  portion  for  the  soul,   for  it  i; 
through  the  resurrection  of  our  dear  Sav- 
ior that  we  have  the  peace  within  which 
Jesus  spoke  of  to  His  disciples.  At   that 
hour  the  disciples  were  in  great  need  of 
a  peace  that  would  assure  them  that  then 
faith  had  not  been  in  vain,  although  their 
expectations  were  not  realized.  But  Jesus 
knew  how  to  bring  them  into  closer  rela- 
tionship with  Him,  that  of  sending     the 
blessed  Holy  Ghost  to  comfort  those  who 
would  live  within  them.   That  is  the  re- 
assurance of  the  resurrection,  for  it  is  the 
fulfillment  of  His  promise.  If  the  reality 
of  the  resurrection  of  Jesus  Christ  could 
be  impressed  upon  the  minds  of  our  peo- 
ple, and  the  essentialities  of  man's  resur- 
rection  to  an  eternal  life  be  understood, 
our  nation  would  be  changed  overnight. 
It  remains  for  God's  own  to  proclaim  this 
wonderful  truth  and  so  live  in  the  faith 
that  the  wo-ld  will  be  impressed. 
The    Message    of    the    Angel 
Mark   16:6 
God  was  so  interested  in  His    children 
understanding  the  truth  of  the  resurrec- 
tion of  Jesus  that  He  sent  some  of  His 
heavenly  messengers  to  tell  news  to  the 
early    visitors      at    the    tomb.      "Be    not 
affrighted,"   it   was   an      effort   to      keep 
them  from  running  away  until  they  could 
hear  the  wonderful  message.  "He  is  not 
here.  He  is  arisen."  How  could  they  be- 
lieve? and  yet  their  own  eyees  told  them 
that   He   was  not   there,   they   could   see 
that  the  bodily  form  was  gone,  and  they 
perhaps   had    never   seen    an    angel,      but 
their  hearts  were  so  stayed  on  Him  whom 
they  had  learned  to  love,  they  were  will- 
ing to  listen  to  any  message  that   might 
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lead  them  to  His  whereabouts.  And  as 
they  heard  the  sweetest  message  that  had 
been  given  to  man  since  the  words:  "For 
unto  you  is  born  this  day  in  the  city  of 
David,  a  Savior,  which  is  Christ,  the 
Lord."  And  indeed,  if  He  was  the  Savior, 
He  must  have  power  over  death,  and 
now,  there  was  the  proof  before  their  eyes. 
Surely  He  was  the  expected  One  who 
could  take  away  sins,  sicknesses,  and  sor- 
rows, and  give  peace  that  passeth  under- 
standing instead. 

The  Mission  of  the  Women 

Mark  16:7 
When  they  learned  of  the  resurrection 
of  the  Savior,  there  was  a  responsibility 
that  accompanied  the  message,  and  that 
was  a  message  to  the  world.  The  poor, 
faithful  women,  whose  hearts  had  been 
broken  and  who  had  followed  Him  to  the 
end,  now  had  comfort,  peace,  joy,  and  a 
mission  in  the  world.  "Go,  tell,"  said  the 
angel,  and  so  the  message  has  come  down 
to  us  in  this  twentieth  century.  Those 
precious  witnesses  went  out  immediately 
and  obeyed  the  voice  of  the  angel,  for 
there  was  an  authority  back  of  it  that  im- 
pelled them  to  spread  the  good  news. 
Obedience  today  to  the  will  of  God  is 
the  one  thing  that  will  prove  to  the  world 
that  we  have  a  risen  Lord  and  Savior. 
Half-hearted  following  afar  off  will 
never  win  the  world  for  Christ,  but  the 
cheerful  obedience  to  the  command  of 
our  Lord  and  close  relationship  with  Him, 
so  that  the  world  can  know  that  we  have 
been  with  Jesus,  will  win  many  souls  unto 
Him.  He  is  depending  on  our  obedience 
today  and  if  we  fail,  some  soul  will  be 
lost  and  we  will  lose  our  reward  at  the 
end  of  the  way. 

The  Reception  of  the  Word 

Mark  16:11-13 
But  all  the  faithfulness  of  the  messen- 
gers did  not  force  the  hearers  to  believe, 
but  rather,  they  believed  them  not,  but 
their  words  seemed  to  them  as  idle  tales. 
And  even  after  Jesus  Himself  appeared 
unto  Mary  and  to  the  two  disciples  on  the 
road  to  Emmaus,  the  others  still  did  not 
believe.  Then  Jesus,  filled  with  love  and 
interest  for  His  disciples,  appeared  unto 
the  eleven  as  they  were  eating  and  spoke 
to  them,  upbraiding  them  for  their  un- 
belief. Jesus  does  not  appear  to  people 
today  to  show  them  that  He  is  alive,  but 
He  has  sent  the  Holy  Ghost  into  the 
world  to  live  and  dwell  in  the  hearts  of 
His  own  that  He  may  persuade  men  of 
the  resurrection  of  Jesus  Christ  and  help 
them  to  believe  the  true  gospel.  In  John 
21:9  Jesus  told  Thomas  that  because  he 
had  seen  Him  he  believed,  and  then  He 
added  a  blessed  consolation,  ".  .  .  blessed 
are  they  that  have  not  seen,  and  yet  have 
believed."  Though  we  have  not  seen  His 
actual  face,  we  can  believe  and  receive 
the  blessing  that  was  given  to  those  who 
did  see. 


Appreciation  of   the   Resurrection 

Acts   1:1-2:4 
Jesus   appeared    to   His   disciples    many 
times   after   the    resurrection,   and    when 
the  time  came  that  He  would  go  to  heav- 
en to  be  with  His  Lather,  He  led  His  dis- 
ciples out   to   Bethany  and   blessed   them 
and    told    them    to    return    to    Jerusalem 
and    tarry   there    until    they   received    the 
resurrection  power,  or  the  power  of  the 
Holy  Ghost  which  He  would  send  from 
the  Father.  After  they  had  tarried  several 
days,  they  received  a  very  strange  experi- 
ence and  were  made  to  realize  that  as  this 
great   power    thrilled    their      bodes      and 
spake    great    things    through    them,    even 
with  tongues  they  knew  not,  they  had  re- 
ceived that  thing  which  Jesus  had  prom- 
ised  to  send  unto  them,  even   the   Holy 
Ghost.   At   this    time   they    could    appre- 
ciate  the  death   and   resurrection   of   the 
Savior,    for    now    His    Spirit    was    living 
within  them  and  they  would  always  have 
that   presence   with   them.    Not   only   so, 
but    as    this    power    thrilled    their    beings 
there  was  that  desire  to  tell  the  story  to 
others,      and    they    began    preaching    the 
same    day    and    thousands    were    brought 
into  the  church  because  of  the  obedience 
and  submission  of  the  disciples.  We,  too, 
can  appreciate  the  resurrection  of  Christ 
as  we  let  the  Holy  Ghost  have  sway  in 
our  lives,  yea,  complete  control.  And  we 
can  show  unto  Him     our     appreciation 
by  whole-hearted  obedience  to  His  com- 
mands. We  may  not  go  across  the  sea,  we 
may  not  stand  behind  the  sacred  desk  and 
proclaim   the   word,   but   we   must   walk 
before   our   fellow   men   daily   and   show 
them  the  life  we  have  in  Christ  and  cre- 
ate within  them  the  desire  to  accept  the 
same  Savior  as  their  own. 

Conclusion 
Have  you  received  the  baptism  with 
the  Holy  Ghost  since  last  Easter?  Then 
you  have  a  wonderful  realizaton  to  lock 
forward  to  this  Easter  season,  for  truly 
He  will  be  revealed  to  you  in  such  a  rich 
reality  that  you  can  feast  on  Him  and 
revel  in  His  marvelous  presence  on  that 
morning.  The  world  will  be  convinced 
only  by  the  appreciation  of  God's  own 
of  the  resurrection  and  the  manner  in 
which  they  show  this  appreciation  to  the 
world.  Hallelujah,  He  lives  and  reigns 
within  today!!! 

Topic:  The  Power  of  Choice 

Scripture:    1   Kings   18:21;  Joshua  24:15 

Thoughts  For  the  Leader 

God  has  given  into  the  lives  of  each 
of  His  creatures  the  power  to  choose  be- 
tween right  and  wrong.  God  wants  His 
creation  to  serve  Him,  but  sad  to  say, 
many  are  choosing  other  plans  for  their 
lives  and  leaving  God  entirely  out  of 
their  life  program.  No  one  is  compelled 
to  live  a  Christian  life.  God  has  made 
the  plan  for  us  to  live  by,  but  each  one 
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can  choose  for  himself  whether  or  not  he 
will  serve  Jesus.  Sad  to  say,  many  of  the 
young  people  of  today  are  putting  off 
salvation,  thinking  they  have  plenty  of 
time,  but  no  one  has  the  assurance  of 
life.  It  will  pay  to  choose  the  way  that 
leads   to  life  everlasting. 

The  Ways   of  Sin 
John  3:19 

Today  when  you  begin  to  invite  people 
to  Jesus,  they  have  many  excuses  to  offer, 
but  at  the  root  of  all  these  we  find  that 
they  are  choosing  the  ways  of  sin  in 
preference  to  the  way  of  life.  Yes,  the 
way  to  glory  is  not  popular  today,  and 
only  a  few  take  time  to  think  of  Jesus. 
It  is  a  sad  thing  to  consider  that  men 
are  loving  darkness  rather  than  light. 
When  you  choose  the  way  of  sin,  just 
remember  it  is  your  privilege,  but  there 
is  no  rest  for  the  wicked  and  one  of  these 
days  you  will  be  found  in  the  presence 
of  God  with  condemnation  on  your  soul. 
Sinner,  take  heed  that  you  make  not  the 
wrong  choice. 

Suffer   With   People   of   God 
Heb.    11:25;   Matt.    5:11-12 

I  wonder  how  many  today,  in  making 
their  choice,  would  be  willing  to  make  the 
choice  of  Moses.  If  anyone  would  have  an 
excuse  to  offer  he  would  have  had.  No 
doubt,  many  would  consider  the  earthly 
position  that  they  could  fill  and 
leave  God  out  of  their  life  entirely.  Moses 
knew  that  the  God  of  the  Hebrews  was 
the  only  true  God  and  he  was  willing  to 
be  a  castaway  that  he  might  make  the 
right  choice.  No  doubt,  he  saw  the  suffer- 
ing, but  after  suffering,  glory.  It  will 
pay  in  the  face  of  every  shadow  to  con- 
sider our  soul's  salvation  that  we  might 
make  the  choice  of  Moses. 

The  Good  Part 

Luke   10:42 

In  thinking  of  the  power  of  choice,  we 
like  to  think  of  Mary,  how  she  took  ad- 
vantage of  each  time  that  she  could  sit 
at  the  feet  of  Jesus  and  feast  on  the 
blessed  words  that  He  had  to  offer.  The 
sweetest  place  in  a  Christian  life  is  sitting 
at  the  feet  of  Jesus.  Nothing  will  take 
the  place  of  our  hours  of  communion 
with  Him.  As  we  go  about  our  daily 
tasks,  let  us  be  careful  that  we  do  not 
forget  the  hours  at  the  feet  of  Jesus. 
Then  we  can  have  it  said  of  us,  that  we 
have  chosen  the  good  part  that  cannot 
be  taken  from  us. 

Closing   Thoughts 

The  world  today  is  choosing  many 
things  that  they  feel  will  win  for  them 
fame  and  earthly  honor.  Many  would 
have  the  honor  of  this  world  in  preference 
to  a  home  in  heaven. 

We  should  let  nothing  come  between 
our  choosing  the  way  of  life.  It  is  the 
only  safe  way  to  choose.  Let  us  each  one 
endeavor  to  choose  to  suffer,  if  need  be, 
that  we  might  sit  at  the  feet  of  Jesus 
and  enjoy  sweet  fellowship  with  Him. 


Redeeming  the  Time 

D.  H.  Delk 

To  redeem  time  means  to  rescue  it 
from  loss,  to  make  good  use  of,  to  buy 
opportunities,  to  have  good  (not  dan- 
gerous)   speed,  Gen.   24:12. 

Note  first — time  is  very  precious. 

Only  a  few  realize  the  value — and  most 
all  great  men  become  great  because  they 
learn  the  lesson  (the  important  lesson) 
time  is  precious. 

Benjamin  Franklin  learned  this  lesson. 
It  is  said  of  him  that  he  once  owned  a 
bookstore  and  had  a  clerk  employed.  A 
lazy,  idle  boy  came  in  and  asked  the  price 
of  a  certain  book.  "One  dollar,"  said  the 
clerk.  The  idler  said,  "Can  I  see  Mr. 
Franklin?"  Mr.  Franklin  was  called,  who 
immediately  came  from  his  office.  "Mr. 
Franklin,  what  is  the  lowest  price  on  this 
book?"  "One  dollar  and  a  quarter,"  said 
Mr.  Franklin.  "Why,  your  clerk  offered 
it  to  me  for  a  dollar,"  said  the  young 
fellow.  "I  wish  you  had  bought  it  for 
a  dollar.  My  time  is  precious,"  said  Mr. 
Franklin.  Again  the  fellow  said,  '  Sure 
enough,  what  is  your  best  price?"  to 
which  Franklin  answered,  "One  dollar  and 
a  half."  "One  dollar  and  a  half!"  gasped 
the  fellow.  "You  said  one  dollar  and  a 
quarter  yourself  just  now."  Mr.  Franklin 
said,  "I  wish  you  had  bought  it  for  that. 
My  time  is  precious."  The  fellow  bought 
it  at  that  price. 

Twelve  men  can  throw  away  one  hour 
in  five  minutes.  Just  let  each  lose  five 
minutes. 

Paul  says  in  Eph.  4:27,  Give  no  place 
to  the  devil,  no  time,  no  space.  Giving 
the  devil  time  is  what  is  wrong  with  this 
world  now.  Yes,  if  we  ministers  never 
gave  the  devil  any  more  (space,  place) 
time,  the  Church  of  God  would  accom- 
plish more.  We  lose  time  when  we  pout 
and  sulk  and  when  we  squabble  and  con- 
tend over  trifles,  also  when  we  delay 
doing  our  duties.  Neglect  is  a  time-killer 
and  time  once  lost  is  lost  forever.  As 
every  thread  of  gold  is  valuable,  so  is 
every  moment  of  time.  (Mason.) 
Time   Flies 

We  are  living  in  a  day  of  speed.  The 
big  old  clock  used  to  seem  to  say,  "Take 
your  time."  Now  the  little  alarm  clock 
seems  to  say,  "Get  there,  get  there,  get 
there."  Job  said  his  days  are  swifter  than 
a  weaver's  shuttle.  James  said  our  life  is 
a  vapor,  etc.  Life  is  a  fleeting  moment. 
Our  time  is  a  handbreadth — a  small  frag- 
ment of  eternity — and  we  are  so  swiftly 
going.  Oh,  listen  saints,  night  is  so  swift- 
ly coming  when  no  man  can  work  any 
more!  Let  us  go  out  quicklv  in  the  high- 
ways, hedges,  streets,  etc.,  and  rescue 
someone. 

Count   that   day   lost   whose   slow   de- 
scending sun  views  from  thine  hand  no 
worthy  action  done.    (Young.) 
Now  Is  the  Time 

God  says   today — now — is  the  day  of 


salvation,  etc.  God  never  says  it  will  be 
all  right  tomorrow.  The  devil  is  the  one 
who  says  that.  Tomorrow  is  only  in  the 
fool's  calendar. 

To  give  the  devil  place  is  to  play  the 
fool  and  err  exceedingly,   1   Sam.  26:21. 

The  devil  says  if  you  will  wait  a  little 
you  will  be  abler  to  give  an  offering 
or  pay  your  tithes,  etc.  But  there  will  be 
no  convenient  time  (no  easy  time)  to 
sacrifice  for  God.  Please  keep  in  mind 
that  serving  God  is  uphill  business — it  is 
using  the  oars. 

Obey  God  now,  today  (time  is 
precious) ,  tomorrow  may  never  come.  Oh, 
so  many  are  resting  today  so  that  they 
can  remove  a  mountain  tomorrow!  Faith 
that  will  move  a  mountain  tomorrow  will 
be  moving  pebbles  today.  Today  is 
precious,  do  not  lose  it — be  sure  to  re- 
deem every  moment  of  it.  The  quicker 
you  obey,  the  easier. 

A  woman  received  quite  a  large  sum 
of  money.  At  once  she  said,  "Quick, 
quick,  let  me  pay  my  tithes  before  my 
heart  gets  hard."  Obedience  is  easy  when 
it  is  now — today. 

Let  Us  Not  Be   Fools 

There  are  two  kinds  of  fools.  One  says 
there  is  no  God,  Ps.  53:1.  The  other  is 
the  one  who  thinks  he  has  time  in  his  own 
hands — and  has  plenty  of  it.  In  Luke  12 
we  read  of  a  man  who  planned  to  say  to 
his  own  soul  (himself),  You  have  plenty 
now  for  many  years — no  months,  or 
weeks,  or  days,  but  years.  Like  a  thun- 
derbolt out  of  the  blue  sky  came  the 
terrible  news — This  night  thy  soul  will 
be  taken.  You  fool,  you  have  not  even 
one  night  more  of  time.  Oh,  let  us 
learn  to  value  time,  to  snatch,  seize,  use 
every  minute,  because  every  minute  used 
well  will  pay  us  well!  This  rich  man 
would  probably  have  given  much  money 
for  more  time  to  live.  I  read  where  a 
queen  cried  out  in  death  saying,  "All  my 
possessions  would  I  give  for  a  little  more 
time." 

Lost  wealth  may  be  gained  by  industry, 
lost  knowledge  by  study,  lost  health  by 
temperance,  but  lost  time  is  gone  for- 
ever.   (Smiles.) 

Redeem   the  Time 

To  redeem  the  time  means  to  buy  the 
opportunity.  When  we  owe  a  creditor 
and  pay  some  (if  not  all),  we  buy  the 
opportunity  to  trade  more.  Therefore,  our 
time  is  extended  some,  so  let  us  be  honest 
with  God  so  that  He  will  give  us  time, 
opportunity   to   help   His   cause. 

Time  Is  Closing  In  On  Us 

The  time  is  short — or  contracted,  1 
Cor.  7:29-31.  In  other  words,  we  are 
right  in  the  mouth  of  eternity.  We  can- 
not turn  back.  We  are  now  going  down- 
hill, as  it  were,  gathering  momentum 
every  day.  This  world  is  headed  for  a 
crash,  but  God  will  take  care  of  all  His 
children — if  they  walk  circumspectly,  re- 
deeming the  time.  Oh,  I  wish  I  could  im- 


APRIL,  1941 


[Page  25] 


press   this   subject   on   the   minds  of   all! 
Time  is  so  precious. 

Will  Rogers  said  life  began  at  forty, 
but  not  so  with  him.  Life  begins  at  birth 
on  any  and  everyone. 

Dost  thou  love  life?  Then  do  not 
squander  time,  for  that  is  the  stuff  life 
is   made  of.    (Franklin.) 

I  heard  of  a  country  that  executed  its 
prisoners  by  putting  them  between  two 
walls  timed  so  as  to  come  together  slowly 
and  crush  their  life  out;  so  it  is  with  us. 
We  can  see  and  feel  that  time  is  closing 
in  on  us.  O  God,  help  us  to  redeem  the 
golden  moments  by  study,  prayer,  and 
going  in  Jesus'  name! 

How  To  Redeem  the  Time 

By  walking  circumspectly — not  as  fools 
but  as  wise  men. 

One  wrong  deed  can  spoil  years  of 
time.  If  we  walk  right,  straight,  holy, 
etc.,  we  make  good  time.  We  do  not  lose 
time  by  having  to  live  down  a  terrible 
blunder  which  may  take  a  lifetime  to  do. 

He  lives  long  who  lives  well,  and  time 
misspent  is  not  lived  but  lost.    (Fuller.) 

When  we  walk  circumspectly,  we  re- 
deem time,  we  buy  opportunities  to  do 
good.  The  godly,  unspotted  saint  of  God 
has  plenty  of  opportunities  to  work  for 
the  Lord. 

Let  us  all  pray  that  God  will  help  us 
to  redeem  the  time,  as  the  coming  of  the 
Lord  is  so  near,  even  at  the  door. 


Fishing  For  Men 

(Continued  from  page  20) 
Siam.  In  one  of  his  last  letters  he  told  of 
how  he  was  covering  with  the  Gospel  ev- 
ery house  in  the  whole  nation  of  Siam,  a 
literary  country. 

Can  you  sit  down  and  lead  your  own 
son  or  daughter  to  Christ?  Or  would  you 
have  to  turn  him  or  her  over  to  the 
preacher?  If  you  Christian  business  men 
have  not  yet  experienced  the  joy  of  lead- 
ing a  soul  to  Christ,  you  have  missed  a 
great  deal;  the  angels  in  Heaven  have 
yearned  for  that  joy. 

God's  Word  Convicts  Atheist 

I  remember  hearing  Dr.  Evans  tell  how 
he  went  to  the  Pacific  Garden  Mission  on 
an  assignment  when  a  student  at  Moody 
Bible  Institute.  He  began  talking  to  a 
man  about  his  soul.  The  man  argued,  "I 
do  not  believe  the  Bible.  I  am  an  atheist." 

Evans  repeated  one  verse,  "Except  ye 
repent,   ye  shall  all  likewise  perish." 

The  fellow  scoffed,  "I  told  you  I 
didn't  believe  it." 

Again  Evans  quoted,  "Except  ye  re- 
pent, ye  shall  all  likeiuise  perish." 

The  man  exasperatingly  uttered,  "You 
disgusting  fellow,  what  is  the  use  of  tell- 
ing me  that?" 

Again  Evans  repeated  the  verse.  In  an- 
ger, the  man  struck  Dr.  Evans  between 
the  eyes  with  his  fist,  sending  the  Bible 
one  way  and  Evans  the  other.  God  gave 


him  grace.  He  got  up  and  said,  "My 
friend,  God  loves  you,  and  'except  ye  re- 
petit,  ye  shall  all  likewise  perish.'  " 

The  next  night  that  man  was  in  the 
mission  before  the  meeting  began.  He 
confessed,  "I  could  not  sleep.  All  over  the 
wall  I  read,  'Except  ye  repent,  ye  shall 
all  likewise  perish.'  I  saw  it  on  my  pil- 
low. When  I  got  up  I  saw,  'Except  ye  re- 
pent,' at  the  breakfast  table;  and  all 
through  the  day  it  was  before  me.  I  have 
come  back  to  settle  it." 

"The  eyes  of  the  Lord  run  to  and  fro 
throughout   the  whole    earth,     to    shew 
Himself  strong  in  behalf  of  them  whose 
heart  is  perfect  toward  Him." 
A  Serious  Question 

In  Washington,  D.  O,  there  was  a 
great  gathering  of  highly-educated  men, 
among  whom  was  Senator  Spencer  from 
Missouri.  At  the  close  of  the  session,  he 
arose  and  said,  "Now  that  you  have  all 
been  telling  what  you  have  learned  and 
what  you  have  seen,  let  me  ask  you  a 
question:  Suppose  in  your  travels  this 
past  summer  your  automobile  had  struck 
and  seriously  injured  a  man  so  that  he 
had  but  five  minutes  to  live,  you  were 
twenty  miles  from  town,  and  he  said, 
'I  am  going  into  eternity,  and  want  to 
be  saved!'  What  would  you  have  done 
under  those  circumstances?"  Among 
those  men  of  letters  there  was  not  one 
who  could  help  him. 

One  offered,  "I  would  have  sent  for  a 
preacher." 

"You  couldn't  have  got  one." 

Another  said,  "I  would  have  run  for 
a  doctor." 

"The  man  would  have  died  in  the 
meantime." 

They  asked  the  senator  what  he  would 
have  done.  He  told  the  audience  that  he 
would  have  got  down  on  the  concrete  be- 
side the  dying  man,  taken  out  his  Testa- 
ment, and  shown  him  he  was  a  sinner  like 
all  men  and  needed  a  Savior,  and  how 
through  simple  faith  in  Christ,  God 
would  receive  him. 

Men,  are  you  working  at  it?  If  you  are, 
you  have  the  greatest  ministry  in  the 
world.  We  are  living  in  times  as  "in  the 
days  of  Noah."  The  flood  of  God's  wrath 
is  filling  the  earth.  The  man  in  that  ark 
was  the  only  one  who  had  the  solution 
for  the  world's  problem.  You  men  with 
the  simple  gospel  have  the  only  answer 
for  this  world's  needs. — The  Gospel  Call. 

A  Shroud  of  Grief 

(Continued  from  page   19) 
cause  a  son  is  following  "in  Daddy's  foot- 
steps." 

"But  it's  all  right,  now,"  he  concluded. 
"I  have  my  'companion'  once  more. 
Alone,  together,  we  faced  life  at  first, 
and  please  God,  together  we'll  travel  the 
sunset  trail." 

The    woman's    heart    quailed.    Almost 


she  had  missed  this,  too. 

She  threw  herself  into  the  music  prep- 
aration. On  Easter  morning  when  her 
voice  led  the  paean  of  rejoicing,  and  tht 
chorus  of  "Hallelujahs"  for  the  Risen 
Christ,  her  heart  was  melted  in  contrition 
that  she  had  even  thought  of  burying 
this  God-given  talent,  together  with  all 
her  life's  happiness,  in  a  shroud  of  grief. 

Hoofs  of  Brass 

(Continued  from  page  17) 
'There  is  just  one  question  I  want  to 
ask  if  I  might,'  he  said.  'You  gave  a  won- 
derful spiritual  explanation  of  that  text, 
but  don't  you  think  God  might  have 
had  more  in  mind  than  just  causing  you 
to  be  able  to  trample  difficulties  under 
your  feet,  when  He  promised  you  hoof< 
of  brass?  The  promise  seems  to  have  been 
made  so  definite  that  your  zeal  is  not 
lacking  any  at  all,  and  I  believe  you 
would  be  able  to  walk  through  any  of 
these  hills  and  hollows  for  the  Lord,  but 
the  quicker  you  can  get  around  from  sun- 
rise to  sunset,  the  more  you  can  get  done, 
you  know.  I  was  wondering  when  you 
were  speaking  if  you  knew  the  compo- 
sition of  horseshoes.' 

"  'A  funny  question,'  I  said,  'but  I  can 
find  out.' 

"  'And  I'll   be  back   tomorrow  night," 
he  said,  nodding  his  head  good-night. 
(To  be  continued) 

Cheer  the  Winner 

It's  splendid  fun  to  win  a  race, 

To  win  a  game  or  prize; 
But  only  one  can  be  ahead, 

And  so  it  is  not  wise 

To  plan   too  much  on  being  first; 

There  are  so  many  who 
Can  do  the  same  things  you  have  learned. 

And  just  as  well  as  you. 

Be  glad  when  anyone  excels, 

Try  hard  to  be  that  one; 
Then  cheer  the  winner  heartily 

When  race  or  game  is  done. 

— Sel. 

To  our  friends  everywhere,  please  write 
to  us  at  the  following  address:  Rev.  and 
Mrs.  L.  W.  Sisk,  2328  Calverton  Hgts. 
Ave.,  Baltimore,  Maryland. 

Russell  Fowler 

Cleveland,  Tenn.,  is  the  happy  winner 
of  the  cash  prize  of  $5.00  for  selling  the 
most  papers  and  having  the  money  in  on 
time. 

Honor  Roll 

Ralph  Williams,  Charlotte,  N.  C. 
Harry  Henderson,  Lindale,  Ga. 
T.  J.  Collins,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 
Connor  B.  Hall,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
Henry    Sellers,    Chattanooga,    Tenn. 
Miss  Gladys  Goff,  Greenwood,  S.  C 
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O  Beautiful  For  Spacious  Skies 

Katharine  Lee  Bates,  18  59 
Miss  Katharine  Lee  Bates,  professor  of 
English  Literature  in  Wellesley  College,  is 
the  author  of  this  hymn.  She  wrote  it  in 
1893  while  on  a  Western  tour  that 
brought  her  first  to  the  Columbian  Ex- 
position in  Chicago.  The  patriotic  im- 
pressions made  upon  her  mind  by  the 
wonderful  White  City  she  bore  westward 
with  her  as  she  journeyed  to  Colorado; 
and  when  at  last  she  stood  on  the  summit 
of  Pike's  Peak  and  beheld  the  far-spread- 
ing panorama  below  and  the  spacious 
skies  above,  her  soul  was  stirred  by  the 
thought  of  the  greatness  and  the  God- 
given  destiny  of  America.  These  lines 
were  set  ringing  in  her  heart,  and  into  a 
noble  poem  she  has  woven  the  beauties  of 
that   mountain-top   vision: 

O  beautiful  for  spacious  skies, 
For  amber  waves  of  grain, 
For  purple  mountain  majesties 
Above  the  fruited  plain! 
Each  verse  is  rounded  with  a  prayer  that 
to  the  physical  beauty  of  her  native  land 
God  may  add  the  highest  moral  beauty: 
America!  America! 

God  shed  His  grace  on  thee, 
And  crown  thy  good  with  brotherhood 

From  sea  to  shining  sea! 
Horatio  Parker,  one  of  the  greatest 
of  American  composers,  wrote  a  rich 
melody,  "America  the  Beautiful,"  to 
which  this  hymn  is  set;  though  it  is  fre- 
quently sung,  and  most  effectively,  to 
the  tune  "Materna." 

Mine  Eyes  Have  Seen  the  Glory  of 
the  Coming  of  the  Lord 

Julia  Ward  Howe,  1819-1910 
Chaplain  Charles  C.  McCabe,  after- 
wards a  bishop  of  the  Methodist  Episco- 
pal Church,  was  confined  in  Libby  Pris- 
on during  a  part  of  the  Civil  War.  In  his 
famous  lecture  on  "The  Bright  Side  of 
Life  in  Libby  Prison,"  he  used  to  tell  this 
story  of  the  arrival  of  the  news  from  the 
Battle  of  Gettysburg: 

"I  had  a  relative  in  Richmond,  a 
staunch  rebel.  The  day  they  received  the 
first  tidings  from  Gettysburg  he  came  to 
see  me,  his  face  wreathed  in  smiles:  'Have 
you  heard  the  news?'  'What  news?'  'For- 
ty thousand  Yankee  prisoners  on  their 
way  to  Richmond!'  I  was  astounded!  In 
dumb  amazement  I  listened  to  the  Con- 
federate officers  speculating  where  the 
new  prisoners  should  be  stowed  away,  and 
how  they  were  to  be  fed.  I  went  upstairs 
and  told  the  news.  Despondency  settled 
down  into  every  heart. 

"That  night  as  we  assembled  for  'fam- 


ily prayers'  and  sang,  as  was  always  our 
wont  the  Long-meter  Doxology,  it 
trembled  out  from  quavering  voices  up 
to  Him  who  has  said,  'Glorify  me  in  the 
fires.'  I  slept  none  that  night,  listening 
wearily  to  the  watch  calling  the  hours 
and  singing  out  as  he  did  so,  'All's  well.' 
When  the  day  broke  I  waited  for  the 
footsteps  of  'Old  Ben,'  a  character  well- 
known  to  every  inmate  of  Libby.  He  was 
the  prison  news  agent  and  sold  papers  at 
twenty-five  cents  apiece.  At  last  his  foot- 
fall came.  He  pushed  the  door  ajar,  looked 
around  for  a  moment  on  the  sleepers,  and 
then  raising  his  arms  he  shouted,  'Great 
news  in  de  papers!' 

"Did  you  ever  see  a  resurrection?  I 
never  did  but  this  once.  Oh,  how  those 
men  sprang  to  their  feet!  And  what  was 
the  news?  The  telegraph  operator  at  Mar- 
tinsburg,  when  putting  those  ciphers  to 
the  four,  had  clicked  the  instrument  once 
too  often.  There  was  a  mistake  of  thirty- 
six  thousand!  More  yet!  Lee  was  driven 
back,  the  Potomac  was  swollen,  the  pon- 
toons were  washed  away!  I  have  stood  by 
when  friends  long-parted  meet  again  with 
raining  tears  and  fond  embrace,  but  never 
did  I  witness  such  joy  as  swept  into  those 
strong  men's  faces,  where  the  deepest  sor- 
row sat  but  a  moment  before.  Well,  what 
did  we  do?  Why,  we  sang:  sang  as  saved 
men  do;  sang  till  Captains  Flynn  and 
Sawyer,  immured  in  the  lowest  dun- 
geons below  and  doomed  to  die  within  ten 
days,  heard  us  and  wondered;  sang  till 
the  very  walls  of  Libby  quivered  in  the 
melody  as  five  hundred  of  us  joined  in 
the  chorus  of  Mrs.  Julia  Ward  Howe's 
'Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic,'  'Mine 
eyes  have  seen  the  glory  of  the  coming  of 
the  Lord.'  " 

This  hymn  was  written  in  1861,  at  the 
beginning  of  the  Civil  War  in  the  United 
States,  inspired  partly  by  the  scene  of 
troops  hurrying  from  the  Northern  to 
Southern  battlefield.  All  during  that  ter- 
rible struggle  it  was  the  great  war  song 
of  the  Union  armies.  During  the  recent 
World  War  it  was  sung  by  English-speak- 
ing troops  from  both  sides  of  the  Atlan- 
tic. 

When  I  Survey  the  Wondrous  Cross 

Isaac  Watts,  1674-1748 
Matthew  Arnold  declared  the  greatest 
Christian  hymn  in  the  English  language 
to  be  "When  I  Survey  the  Wondrous 
Cross."  At  least  it  is  admittedly  the 
greatest  hymn  of  a  great  hymn-writer, 
Isaac  Watts,  the  father  of  modern  Eng- 
lish hymnody.  He  was  the  son  of  a  deacon 
in  the  Independent  Church,  who  had  no 
sympathy  with  young  Watts'  custom  of 


making  rhymes  and  verses  when  a  boy. 
At  the  age  of  eighteen  Watts  was  one 
day  ridiculing  some  of  the  poor  hymns 
then  sung  in  the  churches,  when  his 
father  said  to  him,  sarcastically,  "Make 
some  yourself,  then."  Accordingly,  Watts 
set  himself  to  writing  a  hymn,  and  pro- 
duced the  lines  beginning:  "Behold  the 
glories  of  the  Lamb."  That  was  the  start 
of  his  eminent  career  as  a  hymnwriter. 

He  became  a  clergyman,  but  illness 
compelled  him  to  give  up  the  pastorate, 
and  for  thirty-six  years  he  remained  at 
the  home  of  Sir.  Thomas  Abbey  at  Theo- 
baldo,  continuing  his  hymn-writing, 
which  had  reached  its  highest  expression 
in  this  hymn,  based  on  Paul's  words,  "God 
forbid  that  I  should  glory,  save  in  the 
cross  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ." 

Once,  after  this  hymn  had  been  sung 
in  the  Church  of  Saint  Edmund,  London, 
Father  Ignatius  repeated  to  his  congrega- 
tion the  last  two  lines  of  the  hymn  im- 
pressively— 

"Love  so  amazing,  so  divine, 

Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all." 
And  he  added:  "Well,  I  am  surprised  to 
hear  you  sing  that.  Do  you  know  that  al- 
together you  put  only  fifteen  shillings  in 
the  collection  bag  this  morning?" 

From  Greenland's  Icy  Mountains 

Reginald  Heber,  178  3-1826 

Bishop  Reginald  Heber,  after  years  of 
longing  for  the  spread  of  the  gospel  in  In- 
dia, crowned  his  career  with  a  few  years 
of  most  useful  service  as  Bishop  of  Cal- 
cutta. He  made  extensive  visitations 
among  the  struggling  missions  nearly  a 
century  ago  and  ordained  the  first  Chris- 
tian native,  Christian  David.  At  last  he 
laid  down  his  life,  a  victim  of  fever,  as  a 
result  of  his  labors  in  that  benighted 
land. 

During  the  years  of  his  life  as  rector 
of  Hodnet,  while  longing  for  a  career  in 
India,  he  wrote  many  hymns,  as  well  as 
other  forms  of  literary  productions,  and 
won  the  respect  and  friendship  of  Mil- 
man,  Southey,  and  other  litterateurs. 

One  Saturday  afternoon,  the  day  before 
Whit-Sunday,  1819,  he  was  at  Wrexham 
Vicarage  with  his  father-in-law,  Dr.  Ship- 
ley, Dean  of  Saint  Asapr.  Dr.  Shipley  was 
planning  to  preach  on  the  following 
morning  a  sermon  in  aid  of  the  Society 
for  the  Propagation  of  the  Gospel  in  For- 
eign Parts,  and  in  the  evening  Reginald 
Heber  was  to  begin  a  series  of  lectures  in 
the  same  church.  As  they  sat  together 
with  some  friends  the  Dean  asked  him 
to  write  a  hymn  on  a  missionary  theme 
to  be  sung  at  the  morning  service.  After 
Heber  had  retired  for  a  while  he  returned 
and  the  Dean  asked  him:  "What  have  you 
written?"  Heber  in  reply  read  the  first 
three  verses  of  "From  Greenland's 
Icy  Mountains."  The  Dean  exclaimed  that 
(Continued   on  page   30) 
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Hello,  Boys  and  Girls. 

I'm  so  glad  to  see  you.  I  am  always  glad 
when  the  night  comes  for  our  meeting.  It 
looks  like  we  are  about  all  here.  I  think 
you  are  a  faithful  bunch.  That  is  the  kind 
that  gets  the  most  out  of  life  and  who 
does  the  most  for  the  world.  I  believe  the 
Word  says  if  wc  are  faithful  over  the 
small  things.  He  will  make  us  ruler  over 
greater  things.  Now  this  is  not  a  direct 
quotation  but  it  gives  the  thought. 

Martha:  Sister  Harrison,  would  you 
like  for  me  to  give  the  direct  quotation? 

Mrs.  H.:  I  certainly  would,  and  how 
about  giving  the  chapter  and  verse. 

Martha:  In  Luke  19:17  we  have  these 
words,  "Because  thou  hast  been  faithful 
in  a  very  little,  have  thou  authority  over 
ten  cities."  Also  in  Matt.  2J:21  Jesus 
says,  "Well  done,  thou  good  and  faithful 
servant:  thou  hast  been  faithful  over  a 
few  things,  I  will  make  thee  ruler  over 
many  things." 

Mrs.  H.:  That  is  fine.  Now  wouldn't  it 
be  nice  if  we  knew  the  Bible  so  we  could 
quote  it  and  give  chapter  and  verse  all 
along  the  way?  How  about  memorizing 
more  of  the  Bible?  Wouldn't  it  be  nice  if 
we  could  take  up  a  certain  subject  and 
find  all  the  scripture  on  this  subject  and 
memorize  it  and  also  give  chapter  and 
verse?  The  subject  might  be  Salvation, 
Sanctification,  The  Baptism  of  the  Holv 
Ghost,  Divine  Healing,  The  Second  Com- 
ing of  Christ,  Love  or  the  Fruits  of  the 
Spirit. 

Well,  we  just  went  right  into  our 
meeting  without  having  our  opening 
prayer.  Martha  gave  us  our  scripture  les- 
son, and  it  was  a  good  one  too.  Let  us  all 
be  faithful.  Let's  sing  one  verse  of  "Have 
Thine  Own  Way."  This  song  is  a  prayer. 
"Have  Thine  own  way,  Lord,  have  Thine 
own  way, 

Hold  o'er  my  being  absolute  sway, 
Fill  with  Thy  Spirit,  till  all  shall  see 

Christ,  only,  always  living  in  me" 

Mrs.  H.:  Now  here  we  are.  Have  you 
any    questions    or    problems? 

James:  Sister  Harrison,  I  notice  you 
give  lots  of  good  advice  through  the 
Lighted  Pathway  about  young  people 
studying  and  getting  an  education.  I  am 
twenty-one  years  of  age  and  I  have  had 
only  two  years  of  high  school.  Don't  you 
think  I'm  too  old  to  go  back  to  school 
now?  I'd  be  so  much  older  than  my  class. 
Don't  you  think  it  would  be  embarrass- 
ing? 

Mrs.  H.:  Not  in  the  least,  because  it 
is  such  a  common  thing  to  do  that  now. 
I    attended    a    commencement    one    time 


and  saw  parents  and  children  receiving 
their  A.  B.  degrees  together.  Recently  a 
lady,  perhaps  fifty  years  of  age,  visited 
me  and  she  had  just  received  her  A.  B. 
degree  from  the  University  of  Tennessee. 
I  also  knew  a  young  man  who  was  twen- 
ty-one when  he  woke  up  to  the  fact  that 
he  needed  an  education  to  make  a  success 
in  life.  He  had  finished  only  two  years 
of  High  School.  He  hired  a  tutor  and 
made  up  his  High  School  credits,  and 
went  on  through  college.  He  is  a  success- 
ful young  business  man  today.  Another 
young  man  I  knew  who  was  twenty-one 
years  of  age  could  not  read  or  write  when 
he  woke  up  to  his  need  of  an  education. 
He  later  graduated  from  a  university. 
Now  wasn't  he  brave? 

Samuel:  I  am  twenty-five  years  of  age 
and  I  realize  my  need  of  an  education  but 
there  is  no  hope  for  me.  I  have  an  invalid 
mother  and  sister  to  support.  I  only  went 
to  the  eighth  grade. 

Mrs.  H.:  Do  not  despair,  Samuel.  You 
have  wonderful  opportunities  all  around 
you  for  study.  You  live  in  a  city  where 
there  is  a  library.  You  have  access  to  all 
the  books  there  and  your  evenings  can 
be  used  in  that  way. 

Samuel:  What  kind  of  books  would  you 
advise  a  boy  to  start  with?  I've  never  read 
much  and  do  not  care  much  about  it, 
so  I'll  have  to  acquire  a  taste  for  reading. 

Mrs.  H.:  I  do  not  know  just  how  to 
advise  but  I  believe  to  start  with  biogra- 
phies of  great  men  and  women  will  inspire 
you  to  find  how  other  men  fought  to 
win,  and  you  will  find  inspiration  filling 
your  own  soul.  We  have  some  books  of 
this  kind  here  at  the  Publishing  House 
which  are  very  reasonable,  and  you  can 
find  them  in  your  city  library.  Watch  our 
Reading  Page  in  the  Lighted  Pathway 
each  time,  as  we  try  to  keep  before  our 
young  people  good  books  to  read. 

LIubert:  Wife  and  I  came  over  to  talk 
with  ycu  about  our  problem  and  it  is 
along  educational  lines  too.  We  have  al- 
ready been  helped  since  we  came. 

We  married  very  young  and  did  not 
finish  our  High  School  and  now  we  are 
seeing  our  need  of  an  education  to  be  our 
best  for  God.  We  have  been  talking  about 
it,  and  we  feel  that  the  Word  teaches  very 
clearly  that  we  must  study  to  show  our- 
selves approved  unto  God,  a  workman 
that  needeth  not  to  be  ashamed,  rightly 
dividing  the  word  of  truth.  Now  we 
want  to  ask  you  how  to  begin. 

Mrs.  H. :  The  best  way  to  begin  the 
study  of  the  Bible  is  to  get  a  good  Bible, 
a  Cruden's  Concordance,  a  Matthew  Hen- 
ry Commentary  and  a  good  Bible  Ency- 


clopedia. This  will  start  you  off  and  you 
can  add  more  to  your  library  as  you  go 
along. 

Hubert:  Where  do  you  get  these  books? 

Mrs.  H.:  Watch  our  Reading  Page  in 
the  Lighted  Pathway  from  time  to  time. 
Along  with  your  Bible  study  read  good 
devotional  books,  also  biographies  of  great 
men  and  women.  Now  is  there  anything 
else  you  want  discussed? 

Jane:  Sister  Harrison,  I'd  like  to  go  to 
college  but  I  do  not  have  the  money.  I 
could  get  work  to  do,  but  I  have  always 
imagined  my  standing  would  not  be  good 
with  the  other  students  if  I  worked.  What 
do  you  think  about  it? 

Mrs.  H.:  I  think  you  are  quite 
wrong.  Some  of  the  most  successful  men 
and  women  in  the  world  today  are  those 
who  have  struggled  to  make  their  way 
through  school.  We  have  some  schools 
where  you  cannot  enter  unless  you  are 
willing  to  work.  The  world  does  not  need 
people  who  are  too  proud  to  work  for  an 
education  if  needs  be. 

George:  I  am  a  minister  of  the  gospel. 
I  was  reared  on  the  farm  and  had  to 
work  and  had  very  little  educational  ad- 
vantages. I  went  through  the  eighth 
grade.  When  I  was  twenty-one  years  of 
age,  I  was  converted  and  later  baptized 
with  the  Holy  Ghost  and  called  to  preach. 
I  didn't  understand  then  as  I  do  now  that 
I  should  have  waited  to  prepare  myself 
for  the  work  I  was  called  to  do.  So  I 
rushed  into  the  ministry  and  now  I  see 
my  mistake.  I  realize  that  more  and  more 
our  young  people  are  being  educated  and 
they  will  be  looking  for  ministers  with 
an  education.  I  want  to  study  and  be 
able  to  meet  the  demands  of  the  time  we 
are  living  in. 

Mrs.  H.:  I'm  so  glad  we  are  to  have 
a  Junior  College  along  with  our  Bible 
School  beginning  next  fall.  This  will  give 
many  of  our  preachers  a  chance  to  go  to 
college  and  prepare  for  their  life  work. 

George:  I  thank  you  for  this  good  edu- 
cational discussion  tonight.  I  hope  I  can 
go  to  college,  but  in  the  meantime  while 
I'm  waiting  I  shall  begin  to  study  at 
home. 

Mrs.  H.:  It  is  about  time  we  adjourn, 
but  let  me  say,  there  is  no  need  of  our 
young  people  going  through  life  with- 
out an  education  when  the  door  of  edu- 
cation stands  open  on  every  side.  But 
remember  that  all  the  education  we  may 
acquire  will  mean  nothing  without  the 
power  of  the  Holy  Spirit  in  our  lives  and 
a  constant  bearing  the  cross  for  Jesus. 
So  let  us  stand  and  sing,  with  eyes  closed, 

"Near  the  cross,  O  Lamb  of  God, 
Bring  its  scenes  before  me; 

Help  me  walk  from  day  to  day 
With  its  shadows  o'er  me." 

Now  let  us  repeat  together  the  Miz- 
pah  benediction,  "The  Lord  watch  be- 
tween me  and  thee,  when  we  are  absent 
one   from   another,"   Gen.    31:49. 
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Sunday  Crutches 

A  preacher  met   a  brother  on  his  walk 

one  day 
And   kindly  asked  him  for  an  excuse 
That  caused  him  to  stay  away. 
"Oh!  preacher,  don't  call  me  a  backslider, 
But   it's   sickness,   worry  and   such." 
"I  understand,"  the  preacher  said, 
"You  need   a   Sunday  crutch. 
You  know  the  church  needs  you, 
And   you   likewise   need   the   church. 
So  come  on,  do  your  part,  brother, 
And   forget   your   Sunday   crutch." 

— Dorothy  Rich,  Alma,  Ga. 

Others 

Dear  Jesus,  I  come  in  a  humble  way 
Remembering  my  vows  to  Thee, 

Let  me  never  forget  it  was  Thee  who  said, 
"Ye  weary,   come  unto  me!" 

It  was  Thee  who  left  that  home  above 
To  come  to  this  world  of  woe, 

That  others  might  find  the  peace  and  love 
Of  the  Father  who  loved  them  so. 

Yes,  others  were  utmost  with  Thee,  dear 
Lord, 
And  let  it  be  so  with  me, 
That  with   all  my  heart,   my  spirit,  my 
strength, 
Others  be  won   for  Thee. 

Now  I  think  of  the  woman  who  drank 
from   the  well, 

For  the  fountain  of  life  can't  be  hid; 
She  left  all  behind,  that  others  might  see 

The  Man,  who  forgave  all  she  did. 

Let  me  never  forget  the  shame  and  rebuke 
That  thou  bore  on  the  cross  for  me, 

Let  me  drink  from  the  cup  that  the  foun- 
tain o'erflow 
On  others  and  bring  them  to  Thee. 

Lord,  give  me  a  love  for  all  mankind, 
Let  my  life  be  pure  and  true, 

Forgiving  all  others  and  say  with  Thee, 
"They   know  not   what   they  do." 

I  know  my  foes  will  weigh  the  cross 
That  sin  has  made  me  bear, 

But  let  its  glory  never  fade 
Till  others  in  it  share. 

I  know  that  Thine  accusers  said, 

"Himself   He   cannot   save," 
But  'twas  for  others  that  Thou  died 

And  triumphed  o'er  the  grave. 

So  help  me  be  as  Thee,  dear  Lord, 

Seek  not  my  life  to  save, 
That   others   see   the   light   of  Christ 

That   Thou    so    freely   gave. 

And  when  I  have  crossed  to  the  other  side 

To  hear  Thy  voice  repeat, 
"Well  done,  here  are  others  that  you  have 


won, 
And  I'll  lay  them  down  at  His  feet. 
— Camilla  M.  Boyd,  Sherrodsville,  Ohio 

The  Church  on   Lazy  Street 

There  stands  a  church  on  Lazy  Street, 
Why    are    the    doors    and    windows    pad- 
locked so  neat? 
Where  is  the  bell  that  once  rang  so  clear? 
That  called  the  people  from  far  and  near? 
When  they  would  gather  for  their  service 

there, 
How  the  presence  of  God  would  be  felt 

there. 
But  today  the  church  is  forsaken,  oh  what 

a  shame! 
Because  their  prayer  meeting  was  vacant 

and  vain. 
Oh,  where  is  the  organ  and  the  choir, 
That   when   they  would  sing   you   could 

feel  the  fire? 
Oh,  where  is  the  elder  and  deacons,  too, 
Who    made    the    church    feel    fresh    and 

anew? 
But  some  churches  are  padlocked,  what 

a  shame, 
Because  they  have  chosen  pride  and  fame. 

Read  Prov.  16:18. 
— Rev.  W.  M.  Barnard,  Flint,  Mich. 

The  Armor  of  God 

Eph.   6:11-18;    1   Cor.    13 
Gird  your  loins  with  the  truth 

For  Satan  is  a  liar, 
Shod  your  feet  with  the  gospel  of  peace, 

And  for  Jesus  be  on  fire. 

Take  the  helmet  of  salvation 

To  keep  your  mind  at  rest, 
And   righteousness,   the   good  Book   says, 

You  shall  wear  upon  your  breast. 

Take  the  shield  in  your  hand 

Of   faith   to  always   prove, 
So  against  sin  you  may  stand 

And  with  the  sword  of  the  Spirit  move. 

To  pray  always 

And  constant  be 

In  faith  and  hope  and  charity. 

— Louise  Bennett,  Eldorado,  III. 

Fear   Not,   Little   Rock 

Luke  12 
"Fear  not,   little   flock," 

Said  our  Father  one  day; 
He   was    teaching   His   children 

About   the  one  true  way. 

Sell  all  that  ye  have, 

Giving  alms  to  the  poor; 
Thereby  storing  treasures  in  heaven, 

A  home  that  is  eternal  and  pure. 

Keep  your  lights  ever  burning, 
Be   prepared   for   the  Lord; 


Like  a  faithful  servant  be  watching, 
Watching    with    one    accord. 

Take  no  thought  for  your  life, 
What  you  will  eat  or  wear; 

Have  never  a  fear  for  worldly  needs, 
For  everything  God   will   care. 

Even  the  hairs  of  your  head  are  numbered, 

By  the  Father  who  knoweth  all; 
And  He  who  careth  for  the  fowls  of  the 


air 
Will   come   at 


His   children's   call. 


Whosoever  will  confess  Him  before  men, 
Shall   never   repent   of   the   deed; 

For  He'll  confess  you  to  His  Father  in 
heaven, 
Who  cares  for  your  every  need. 

God  says  ask  and  it  shall  be  given  you, 

Seek   and  ye  shall  find, 
Knock  and  it  shall  be  opened 

By   the  Father's  hand  divine. 

For  the  Son  of  man  came 

To  seek  and  save  that  which  was  lost; 
And  He  will  always  care  for  His  children 

Whatever  may  be   the   cost. 

So  turn  your  back  on  the  world, 
Leave  everything  that's  dear, 

Say  yes  to  the  dear  Lord  Jesus, 
I'll   go  with  you   anywhere. 

Work  hard,  for  the  harvest  is  white, 
Help    gather   in   God's   grain; 

And  then  we'll  go  home  with  Jesus, 
Forever  with  Him  to  reign. 

— Mary  Smith,  McDonald,  Miss.,  age 
18  years. 

A  Message  to  the  Sinner 

The  Lord  is  patient  and  oh  so  kind. 
He  wants   all  people  salvation  to  find. 
But  people  continue  to  reject  His  love, 
And  the  beautiful  home  prepared  above, 
With    its    streets    of    pure    gold    and    its 

mansions  so  fair. 
O  sinner,  why  don't  you  long  to  dwell 

up  there? 
You  are  unknowingly  choosing  a  devil's 

hell, 
There  with  the  devil  and  his  imps  forever 

to  dwell. 
Oh  think,  my  unsaved   friends,  of  your 

sad,  sad  fate; 
Some  day  when  you  think  it  may  be  too 

late. 
Jesus  will  carry  your  load  of  sin, 
And  oh,  how  light  your  burdens  will  be 

then. 
If  you  only  knew  my  Lord  as  I  do 
You  would  certainly  love  Him,  too, 
And   praise   His   dear   name   all    the   day 

through. 
Then  some  day  Jesus  will  come 
And  carry  you  to  your  heavenly  home, 
Where  sin,  sickness,  and  sorrow  will  never 

be  known. 
O  Christian  worker,  hasten! 
Go  tell  them  of  the  Christ  who  on  the 
(Continued   on   page    33) 
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Treasured  Gleanings 

(Continued  from  page  9) 

and   draws   spiritual   life   from    the    very 
fullness  of  God. — David  Gregg,  D.  D. 

The  "Reversed"  Version 

A  missionary  candidate  was  engaged 
in  colportage  work  in  the  homeland  ere 
leaving  for  the  foreign  field.  He  called  at 
a  farm  and  was  met  at  the  door  by  an  old 
lady.  "May  I  sell  you  a  Bible,  madam?" 
he  asked. 

"My!  Bless  you!"  she  replied,  "we  have 
more  Bibles  now  in  this  house  than  we 
use.  We  have  the  Old  Testament  Bible, 
the  New  Testament  Bible,  the  Holy  Bible, 
and  besides  we  have  the  Reversed  Version 
Bible  also." 

"True,"  thought  the  missionary,  "it  is 
this  last  mentioned  Bible  that  is  evidently 
read  by  most  Christians.  The  Reversed 
Version!  When  the  Word  says  'GO'  they 
all  with  one  accord  stay  at  home.  When 
it  says  'GIVE'  and  'SEND'  the  gospel  to 
all  the  world,  they  all  seem  to  think  it  says 
'Enough  to  do  at  home.'  " — Alliance  Tid- 
ings. 

Blessed  is  he  who  lifts  tip  his  eyes  and 
beholds  the  dawn  and  says:  "Now  do  I 
rise  up  to  work.  The  night  is  past.  The 
need  is  great.  The  Father's  house  must  be 
set  in  order,  and  I  have  my  allotted  task. 
I  pray  thee,  Father,  for  strong  hands  to 
help  my  brother,  for  eyes  opened  to  my 
brother's  need,  for  ears  that  shall  not  fail 
to  hear  his  cry  for  help,  for  strength  to 
do  my  day's  work."  —  Christian  Home 
Builder. 

Easter  Angels 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
it.  I  imagine  if  she  could  go  to  church 
on  Easter — " 

"Oh,  Mother!"  broke  in  Donna,  "and 
if  she  could  have  a  lily!  She  could 
smell  that,  even  if  she  couldn't  see.  Oh, 
I  have  my  idea.  Thank  you!"  and  with 
a  bear  hug  the  girl  was  off  to  consult  her 
class  about  the  scheme. 

The  next  days  were  so  busy  that  Mrs. 
Matthew  scarcely  saw  her  daughter.  She, 
herself,  was  on  important  committees 
and  she  knew  Donna  was  busy  carrying 
out  her  plan.  The  child  was  dashing 
hither  and  thither.  On  Saturday  evening 
the  girl  again  came  to  her  mother. 

This  time  she  dropped  on  a  hassock  at 
the  older  woman's  feet  and  looking  up  in- 
to her  face  anxiously  inquired,  "Will  you 
feel  too  badly,  Mumsie,  dear,  if  I  do  not 
sit  in  the  family  pew  tomorrow?" 

The  mother's  heart  sank  a  bit,  but  she 
remembered  that  the  time  would  prob- 
ably soon  come  when  the  daughter  would 
wholly  leave  that  pew.  It  might  be  well 
to  have  an  absence  now  and  then,  so  as 
to  get  used  to  it. 


But  she  only  asked,  "Why?  Is  there 
something  else  very  important?" 

"Yes,  Mumsie,  very  important.  The 
girls  were  all  so  happy  over  the  idea  you 
gave  me  the  other  day  that  each  wanted 
to  get  an  old  lady  of  her  very  own.  And 
we  have.  And  we,  each,  want  to  sit  with 
our  guest.  The  ushers  are  reserving  seats 
up  in  front,  for  some  of  them  can't  hear 
very  well.  And  we  thought  they  would 
feel  better  if  we  sat  with  them." 

"What  a  lovely  plan,"  was  Mrs.  Mat- 
thews' comment. 

"Yes,  that's  what  we  thought.  But 
that  isn't  all.  We  told  the  boys,  and  their 
class  has  gotten  busy  and  they  have  each 
found  an  old  man  to  bring." 

"Really!  You  have  been  busy,  have 
you  not?"  said  her  mother. 

"Mother,  I  never  enjoyed  myself  more 
in  my  life.  And  this  is  really  for  Jesus' 
sake.  I  tell  you  it  is  pitiful  to  see  those 
dear  old  people.  I  think  some  of  them  are 
going  to  wear  the  same  clothes  they  have 
had  for  the  last  ten  years." 

"But,  daughter,  what  about  you  girls? 
Will  you  embarrass  them  with  your  pret- 
ty, up-to-date  Easter  frocks?" 

"No!  We  thought  about  that.  We  all 
have  simple  white  dresses  that  we  wear 
for  glee  clubs  and  things  like  that,  and 
we  are  going  to  wear  those.  Clothes  do 
not  mean  as  much  as  they  have  in  some 
years.  You  ought  to  see  those  old  faces 
shine  to  think  that  they  are  going  to  be 
in  one  more  Easter  service." 

"I  don't  doubt  it.  I  fear  we  have  neg- 
lected some  of  our  older  folk,"  said  her 
mother  slowly. 

"I  know  someone  has,"  answered 
Donna  with  conviction.  "But  do  you 
know,  Mrs.  Hamilton  gave  me  an  idea 
that  I  believe  I  shall  always  remember." 

Mrs.   Matthews   looked   her  inquiry. 

"She  said  that  the  Easter  service  is  pe- 
culiarly sweet  to  old  people.  Their  days 
of  service  are  all  behind  them.  The  sun- 
set of  life  is  theirs,  and  you  do  not  be- 
gin new  tasks  at  evening  time.  They  are 
simply  waiting — waiting  for  the  boat- 
man, and  Easter  is  the  promise  of  their 
resurrection.  Of  course  everybody  has  to 
die,  but  younger  folk  have  a  lot  to  live 
for,  but  at  her  age  all  that  is  left  is  the 
hope  of  a  safe  'crossing  of  the  bar,'  and 
eternal  life  with  our  Lord.  She  says  it 
has  hurt  her  more  to  miss  the  Easter  serv- 
ices than  any  other.  Well,  she'll  not  miss 
this  one." 

Next  morning  the  worshippers  who 
did  not  know  of  the  plans  of  the  young 
people  were  surprised  to  see  white  ribbon 
bars  reserving  certain  seats.  And  then 
more  surprised  to  see  the  ushers  escort- 
ing the  most  oddly  assorted  couples  to 
these  same  choice  seats.  An  old  lady  was 
always  accompanied  by  a  young  girl 
dressed  in  simple  white.  And  an  old  man 
was  assisted  to  a  seat  on  the  opposite  side 


by  an  upstanding  young  chap.  Sometimes 
the  oldster  had  a  crutch,  always  a  cane, 
and  sometimes  it  took  the  help  of  the 
usher  also  to  get  him  seated.  But  the 
young  fellow  stayed  by.  And  they  real- 
ized that  some  of  these  older  ones  had  not 
been  in  a  service  for  many  months — or 
years.  What  could  it  mean? 

Every  reserved  seat  was  taken  and 
those  sitting  near  could  hear  the  quavery 
treble  of  age  mingling  with  the  fresh 
voices  of  youth,  as  they  sang  the  hymns 
of  the  resurrection. 

At  the  close  of  the  service  an  Easter 
lily  was  placed  in  the  hands  of  every 
aged  person,  and  the  young  people  es- 
corted them  to  their  homes  again. 

Many  were  the  expressions  of  grati- 
tude, but  Mrs.  Hamilton's  thanks  to 
Donna  seemed  to  adequately  cover  it  all. 
She  said,  "You  girls  have  been  real  white- 
robed  angels." 

"Oh,  no,"  the  girls  protested,  "we 
don't  deserve  that." 

"Yes,  you  do,"  the  old  lady  insisted. 
"The  Good  Book  says  that  angels  are  min- 
istering spirits,  and  that  is  what  you  are 
— Easter  Angels"! 

Hymn  Stories 

(Continued  from  page  27) 
they  were  very  satisfactory.  "No,  no,"  re- 
plied Heber,  "the  sense  is  not  complete." 
And  so  he  added  one  more  verse — "Waft, 
waft,  ye  winds,  His  story"  —  and  the 
whole  hymn  was  sung  the  next  morning 
at  the  service. 

Excerpts  From  Two  Diaries 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
amusement,      dancing      and      swimming. 
Hardly    see    the    children.    They    are    as 
excited  as  we  are  over  all  the  fun. 

June  4 — The  children  told  me  about  a 
movie  they  saw  today.  Must  have  im- 
pressed them  greatly  for  they  were  full 
of  it.  They  must  learn  not  to  be  affected 
by  them. 

June  11 — Mrs.  A  asked  me  to  send  the 
children  to  Vacation  school  which  opens 
Monday,  but  I  told  her  we  would  be 
going  away  soon,  so  no  use  starting.  Won- 
der why  she  gives  so  much  time  to  other 
people's  children? 

June  25 — Having  a  grand  vacation. 
The  radio  keeps  us  in  touch  with  all  the 
programs.  We  do  nothing  but  eat,  sleep, 
and  play. 

June  3  0 — New  family  moved  in  today. 
They  have  two  children  also.  All  look 
peppy.  They  have  a  beautiful  car.  The 
mother  has  a  very  engaging  manner  and 
certainly  knows  how  to  dress. — Chris- 
tian Home  Builder. 

Going   Slow  With   God 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
going  slow  with  the  Lord  we  accomplish 
more  than  by  going  with  a  rush,  because 
what  we  do  is  done  so  much  better  and 
does  not  have  to  be  undone.  It  is  done 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


in  a  better  spirit,  with  deeper  motives, 
and  bears  fruit  far  out  in  the  future, 
when  all  mushroom  performances  have 
been  dissipated  forever. — Sel. 

Why  I  Know  the  Bible  Is  the  Word 
of  God 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
announced  himself  but  finally  he  declared 
his  unbelief  to  the  Word. 

For  twenty-five  years  Romanes  did  not 
utter  a  prayer,  because  he  said  his  mind 
would  not  let  him  pray.  He  said  it  was 
"with  utmost  sorrow"  that  he  felt  com- 
pelled to  accept  his  atheistic  conclusions. 
In  the  soul-darkness  into  which  his  syl- 
logistic reasoning  had  let  him  he  con- 
fessed that  the  universe  to  him  had  lost 
the  soul  of  its  loveliness. 

He  said,  "When  at  times  I  think,  as 
think  at  times  I  must,  of  the  appalling 
contrast  between  the  hallowed  glory  of 
that  creed  which  once  was  mine,  and  the 
lonely  mystery  of  existence  as  I  now  find 
it, — at  such  times  I  shall  ever  feel  it  im- 
possible to  avoid  the  sharpest  pang  of 
which  my  nature  is  susceptible." 

How  the  sneering  skeptics  laughed,  and 
how  some  of  us  in  the  church  trembled, 
for  Romanes  was  the  leading  scientist  of 
the  world  and  one  whose  sincerity  the 
world  had  never  doubted. 

But  George  John  Romanes  is  in  heaven 
today.  He  died  a  member  in  good  standing 
in  the  Church  of  England.  While  his 
reasoning  was  absolutely  logical  he  discov- 
ered in  after  years  that  he  had  laid  down  a 
wrong  premise  with  which  to  begin,  and 
reasoning  from  it  had  reached  his  con- 
clusions so  fatal  in  his  faith.  He  changed 
his  premise  and  later  wrote,  "The  doc- 
trines of  the  Incarnation  and  the  Trinity 
seemed  to  me  most  absurd  in  my  agnostic 
days,  but  now  I  see  in  them  no  rational 
difficulty  whatsoever."  And  what  was 
true  of  these  doctrines  was  true  of  the 
others. 

No  man  ought  to  lay  any  claim  of  in- 
telligence and  at  the  same  time  call  him- 
self a  skeptic  or  an  infidel  until  he  has 
read  "Thoughts  on  Religion"  by  George 
John  Romanes. 

To  the  list  of  such  men  might  be  added 
the  names  of  Edward  Everett  Hale,  Jr., 
Richard  O.  Waggoner,  Dr.  F.  J.  Woiti- 
shek,  and  more  recently  Papini,  Joseph 
Parker  and  Thomas  Cooper  and  names  in- 
numerable of  other  such  men  in  whose 
mind  and  character  similar  moral  revolu- 
tions have  been  wrought  by  the  power  of 
God  in  His  written  Word.  Certainly  a 
Book  that  has  such  power  to  lift  men  up 
to  God  must  itself  have  come  down  from 
God. 

Ralph  Norton  told  us  some  time  ago  at 
the  Winona  Lake  Bible  Conference  of 
two  young  Belgian  soldiers.  Maurice  was 
visiting  Robert  in  the  Belgian  trenches. 
The  boys  were  cousins.  And  Maurice  said: 


"What  is  the  matter  with  you?  You  are 
different  from  what  you  were  when  I  saw 
you  before." 

"No,  I  am  just  the  same  Robert,"  he 
said. 

"But  you  are  different,  said  Maurice, 
"there  is  something  about  you  that  is 
different." 

"Well,"  said  Robert,  "the  only  thing 
I  can  say  is  that  it  must  be  due  to  this 
little  Book,"  and  he  pulled  out  a  little 
Testament.  "That  is  the  only  thing  that 
has  made  the  change  if  there  is  any  change 
in  me." 

And  Maurice  got  the  address  of  my 
friend  Mr.  Norton,  and  wrote  him,  and 
said,  "Dear  Sir:  I  am  a  skeptic.  I  have  an- 
swered to  my  own  satisfaction  every 
argument  in  favor  of  Christianity,  but 
there  is  one  thing  I  cannot  get  over,  and 
that  is  the  change  in  my  cousin  Robert's 
life.  I  would  like  you  to  tell  me  how  that 
change  took  place,  and  if  you  think  there 
is  a  similar  experience  for  me." 

And  Mr.  Norton  simply  sent  him  a 
Testament  and  told  him  to  forget  for  a 
time  what  people  have  said  about  it  and 
to  read  it  thoughtfully  for  himself.  Later 
Mr.  Norton  got  a  letter  from  Maurice 
telling  him  what  the  Book  had  done  for 
him. 

And  I  say  again  that  a  Book  which  has 
such  power  to  lift  men  up  to  God  must 
itself  have  come  down  from  God,  and  I 
am  reminded  of  what  H.  L.  Hastings  one 
time  said.  He  said,  "If  you  have  any  other 
book  that  will  do  such  work  at  this,  bring 
it  along.  The  work  needs  to  be  done,  and 
if  you  have  any  other  book  that  will  do 
it,  for  heaven's  sake  bring  it  out.  But  for 
the  present,  while  we  are  waiting  for  you, 
as  we  know  this  Book  will  do  the  work, 
we  mean  to  use  it  until  we  can  get  some- 
thing better." 

The  infidel  may  assault  it,  he  may  blas- 
pheme it  and  laugh  it  to  scorn,  but  it  is 
God's  Book,  and  as  God's  Book  it  is  God's 
lever  and  it  is  moving  the  world. 

Sally  Jo 

(Continued  from  page  3 ) 
this   is  really   God's   call.   And   then   we 
must  pray   for  your  guidance  in  regard 
to   your  preparation,   for  you  will   need 
some  preparation,   dear." 

They  knelt  there  together,  and  Aunt 
Sarah  poured  out  her  heart  in  such  a 
prayer  of  faith  and  consecration  as  the 
young  girl  could  never,  never  forget.  Sally 
Jo  followed. 

"Oh,  God,"  she  prayed,  "show  me  now 
where  is  the  center  of  Thy  will  for  me. 
Let  me  not  wander  into  any  other  field, 
not  even  the  mission  field,  if  it  is  not 
Thy  will." 

As  they  rose  from  their  knees,  each 
knew  that  a  stronger,  sweeter  bond  than 
ever  before  linked  their  lives  in  a  fellow- 
ship not  to  be  broken. 


On  the  way  home  that  night  Sally  Jo 
told  her  father.  He  said  very  little;  he 
was  naturally  a  quiet  man.  To  her  timid 
question  as  to  whether  he  would  be  willing 
for  her  to  go,  he  made  no  reply.  But 
later  when  they  were  in  the  house,  as 
she  was  about  to  leave  him,  he  held  her 
very  close  in  his  arms  for  a  minute,  and 
said  as  he  kissed  her  good-night,  "If  God 
wants  my  treasure,  I  shall  have  to  be 
willing." 

Sally  Joe's  heart  was  very  tender  and 
very  glad,  as  she  knelt  that  night  by  her 
bedside.  Aunt  Sarah,  dear  Aunt  Sarah, 
was  willing  that  she  should  go,  and  her 
father,  too,  had  been  wonderful  about  it. 
Oh,  the  Lord  was  good  to  her.  She  hadn't 
quite  figured  on  what  it  was  going  to 
mean  to  these  others.  She  thought  the 
battle  was  all  her  own.  There  was  still 
Mother,  her  precious  Mother,  to  tell.  But 
she  had  little  doubt  what  Mother  would 
say.  Mother  would  never  hold  her  back 
from  following  God.  She  knew  that. 

And  there  was  Aunt  Josephine.  She 
would  have  to  be  very  sure  that  God 
was  calling  before  she  talked  it  over  with 
her.  Mrs.  Wilsie  said  that  God  would  re- 
move all  obstacles  out  of  her  way  if 
she  prayed  and  trusted.  Aunt  Josephine 
was  wonderful,  and  she  was  awfully  good 
to  Sally  Jo.  But  Aunt  Josephine  was  not 
easily  moved,  Sally  Jo  knew  that. 

She  thought  of  Mr.  Barnett.  She  didn't 
see  how  she  could  possibly  tell  him.  He 
did  not  believe  in  such  things  even  for 
the  people  in  this  country,  still  less  for 
those  in  other  lands.  She  recalled  hearing 
him  once  speak  very  disparagingly  of 
foreign  missions.  He  had  traveled  a  great 
deal  and  claimed  to  have  seen  the  mission- 
aries in  many  lands,  and  they  were  only 
living  there  for  the  pleasure  they  got  out 
of  it.  He  never  knew  them  to  do  one 
bit  of  earthly  good.  Yes,  she  remembered 
him  saying  those  very  words.  What  would 
he  say  when  she  told  him  that  God  was 
calling  her  to  go  down  there  and  take 
the  gospel  to  those  savage  Indians  who 
had  never  even  seen  a  white  woman?  He 
would  surely  think  she  was  crazy.  Then 
came  the  thought  slowly  into  her  mind, 
that  if  she  was  going  to  get  ready  to  go 
out  as  a  missionary  she  might  as  well  drop 
Edward  Barnett  altogether;  she  could  not 
marry  him,  that  was  certain.  She  could 
not  marry  anybody.  Her  thoughts  went 
back  to  that  night  when  God  asked  her 
for  that  key  to  her  heart.  Was  this  what 
He  meant? 

If  she  gave  up  Mr.  Barnett,  there  was- 
n't anybody  else, — not  now.  Dunstan  was 
gone  to  Europe,  and  he  had  probably  for- 
gotten her  anyway.  How  she  would  have 
loved  to  tell  him  all  about  it.  He  would 
have  understood,  and  he  would  be  glad 
too.  Perhaps  if  he  had  not  gone  away, 
God  might  not  have  called  her  to  go  out 
there  alone.  She  would  much  rather  serve 
the  Lord  as  a  minister's  wife  there.  That 
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would  be  doing  the  Lord's  work  too,  and 
she  was  sure  she  would  like  it  better. 

It  was  going  to  be  lonesome, — this  be- 
ing a  missionary.  She  found  the  tears 
stinging  her  eyes. 

"I  will  never  leave  thee  nor  forsake 
thee,"  came  the  almost  whispered  words, 
and  she  clung  to  them  for  comfort.  But 
it  wasn't  like  having  a  human  friend. 
Perhaps  if  she  knew  the  Lord  better,  as 
Mrs.  Wiler  did,  it  would  not  be  so  hard. 
There  were  others  at  the  camp  and  the 
Conference  who  seemed  to  have  this  deep, 
wonderful  joy  and  she  at  times  knew 
what  it  was.  But  she  didn't  have  it  all 
the  time. 

Finally  she  fell  asleep. 

She  had  a  long,  beautiful  talk  with  her 
father  the  next  day,  and  he  helped  her 
a  lot.  When  her  mother  came  home  late 
that  evening  they  were  both  waiting  for 
her.  Aunt  Josephine  did  not  come  in; 
Sally  Jo  was  rather  glad  for  that.  They 
drew  mother  into  the  living  room,  listened 
to  her  happy  account  of  the  lovely  time 
she  had  had,  and  then  Sally  Jo  told  her. 

Her  eyes  filled  with  tears,  tears  of  joy. 

"Darling,"  she  said,  "I  am  glad,  oh, 
so  glad.  God  does  hear  and  answer  prayer. 
I  wanted  to  be  a  missionary  once,  when 
I  was  just  your  age.  But  the  way  did  not 
open,  and  I  was  not  very  robust,  and  it 
seemed  later  that  it  was  God's  will  for 
me  to  marry  your  father.  I  prayed  then 
that  God  would  give  me  a  little  son  to 
train  for  Him,  and  I  hoped  he  would  be- 
come a  minister.  But  you  came,  darling, 
and  I  forgot  all  about  it.  And  now,  in- 
stead of  a  son  for  a  minister  he  has  given 
me  a  daughter  for  a  missionary.  Isn't  it 
wonderful!  God  is  honoring  us,  your 
father  and  me,  if  He  calls  you  to  serve 
Him.  May  He  keep  you  faithful  and 
obedient  to  His  every  word,  my  precious 
little  girl.  I  can  ask  for  nothing  more." 

The  days  that  followed,  Sally  Jo 
thought,  were  the  happiest  she  had  ever 
known.  It  was  such  a  pleasure  to  work 
for  Mr.  Warrick,  so  wonderful  to  stand 
by  and  help  a  man  who  handled  the  big 
affairs  he  did.  He  told  her  once  that  he 
appreciated  the  way  she  was  putting  her 
whole  mind  and  heart  into  the  work,  and 
that  he  felt  he  could  depend  on  her. 

She  enjoyed  the  compliments  on  her 
quick  wit  in  defeating  the  sinister  pur- 
pose, whatever  it  was,  that  they  felt  sure 
was  in  the  mind  of  the  stranger  who 
had  called  the  week  before.  The  story  got 
out  in  the  office,  and  they  made  quite  a 
heroine  of  her.  They  received  an  aston- 
ished letter  from  Mr.  Turbridge,  stating 
that  he  had  never  been  near  the  town  in 
months,  and  he  could  not  understand 
why  anyone  should  wish  to  pose  as  being 
himself.  Mr.  Warrick  and  Mr.  Drake  felt 
they  understood  well  enough,  and  that 
whoever  it  was  he  was  in  the  employ  of 
that  man  Piltzer.  But  it  was  no  matter 


now,  the  whole  thing  had  worked  out 
splendidly  for  their  firm,  and  Sally  Jo 
was  presented  with  a  check  and  a  letter 
of  thanks   in   the  name  of   the  company. 

She  loved  the  life  in  the  office.  She 
wrote  long,  enthusiastic  letters  to  Mr. 
Barnett,  and  received  letters  from  him 
full  of  warm  praise  of  her  ability.  Yes, 
she  began  to  think,  perhaps  this  was  her 
real  calling  after  all.  If  she  could  make  a 
good  salary,  she  could  perhaps  help  some 
other  girl  to  prepare  to  go  out  to  the 
mission  field, — possibly  two  of  them. 
That  would  be  better  than  her  one  self. 
There  were  lots  of  girls  who  wanted  a 
chance.  If  only  she  could  stay  in  the 
place  where  she  was.  It  made  her  heart 
sink  at  the  thought  of  Miss  Glassing 
coming  back  next  week. 

It  was  in  the  middle  of  the  second  week 
that  Mr.  Warrick  rang  for  her  to  come 
into  his  inner  office.  He  was  sitting  with 
a  letter  open  in  his  hand.  Sally  Jo  glanced 
at  it  and  recognized  it  as  the  one  that 
had  come  that  morning  marked  "Very 
Personal,"  and  she  had  hesitated  to  open 
it  with  his  other  mail.  He  had  a  strange, 
half-amused  look  on  his  face. 

"Miss  Brenton,"  he  said,  "I  have  some 
surprising  news  for  you.  Miss  Glassing 
was  married  yesterday." 

"Married!"  Sally  Jo  exclaimed. 

"Yes,  married,"  Mr.  Warrick  laughed. 
"She  explains  how  it  all  was.  She  had 
not  intended  to  be  married  for  some  time, 
in  fact  she  was  only  engaged  for  a  very 
little  while.  But  her  friend — her  husband 
now — had  an  opportunity  to  take  a  good 
position  in  the  far  west  and  wanted  her 
to  go  with  him.  They  decided  to  get 
married  at  once,  and  then  he  would  go 
on  and  she  would  follow  as  soon  as  she 
could  make  arrangements.  She  is  quite 
willing  to  come  back  here  and  work  until 
we  can  find  someone  else  to  take  her  place 
or  until  Miss  Home  recovers  sufficiently 
to  take  up  the  work  again.  I  thought  I 
would  tell  you  at  once;  I  knew  you  would 
be  interested.  I  don't  know  yet  what  the 
company  will  do,  but  we  shall  probably 
be  speaking  of  that  later.  Say  nothing 
to  anyone  about  this  just  for  the  present." 

He  gave  her  some  work  to  do,  and  she 
went  out  of  the  office,  her  head  in  a 
whirl. 

"Miss  Glassing  not  coming  back!"  Her 
heart  fairly  sang.  Would  they  consider 
her  for  the  place?  Oh,  the  joy  of  the 
thought  that  she  might  stay  on  in  her 
present  work!  Nothing  could  make  her 
happier.  She  was  excited  all  the  afternoon, 
but  she  told  no  one,  not  even  the  folks 
at  home.  She  was  bursting  to  tell  Miriam 
Tolliver  that  evening  as  they  played  ten- 
nis  together.   But  she  did  not. 

The  next  day  Mr.  Warrick  called  her 
into  the  office  again,  and  Mr.  Drake  was 
sitting  there.  They  both  smiled  at  her 
in  a  friendly  way. 


"Miss  Brenton,"  Mr.  Warrick  began, 
"it  is  the  unanimous  decision  of  the  firm 
that  you  be  promoted  to  take  Miss  Glass- 
ing's  place,  and  at  once.  Beginning  next 
week  you  may  consider  yourself  my 
permanent  secretary.  Of  course  you  un- 
derstand this  means  added  responsibility, 
and  also  a  very  substantial  increase  in 
your  salary.  That,  too,  will  begin  next 
week.  Would  you  like  to  take  this  position 
permanently?  Do  you  think  you  can  do 
it?" 

"Would  I  like  it!"  For  a  moment  she 
forgot  to  be  wise,  or  dignified,  or  any- 
thing else.  She  stood  there  looking  like  a 
happy  child,  her  eyes  sparkling,  cheeks 
flushed  and  lips  parted  in  an  ecstatic 
smile. 

The  men  glanced  at  each  other  and 
laughed  boyishly.  She  certainly  was 
young! 

She  caught  herself  in  a  moment  and 
managed  to  say,  very  soberly  and  demure- 
ly, "I  thank  you  so  much.  I  shall  be  glad 
to  do  it,  and  I  shall  do  my  best." 

"We  know  you  will."  Both  men  rose 
to  their  feet,  and  Mr.  Warrick  shook 
hands  with  her  gravely.  "We'll  forgive 
Miss  Glassing  for  the  surprise  she  sprang 
on  us,  and  wish  her  joy,"  he  said  with 
a  smile. 

Sally  Jo  walked  on  air  as  she  hurried 
home  that  evening.  She  found  Aunt 
Josephine,  looking  cool  and  comfortable, 
sitting  on  the  side  veranda  with  a  book. 

"My  dear  child,"  her  aunt  exclaimed, 
"how  warm  and  flushed  you  look.  Do 
run  upstairs  and  have  a  bath  and  get 
into  something  cool.  You  will  have  time 
before  dinner,  your  father  isn't  home 
yet." 

This  she  was  glad  to  do,  and  a  little 
later  she  faced  the  family  at  the  dinner 
table  and  exultantly  told  the  news. 

Aunt  Josephine  was  almost  as  excited 
as  Sally  Jo  herself.  She  was  warm  in  her 
praise  of  the  girl's  ability,  and  referred 
to  the  fact  that  she  had  always  said  Sally 
Jo  could  make  good  in  any  place  of  re- 
sponsibility where  she  was  put. 

"Really,  John,"  she  said  to  her  brother, 
"I  should  think  you  would  be  bursting 
with  pride  to  have  your  daughter  make 
such  a  shining  success  in  the  business 
world  in  these  days  when  so  many  in- 
competent,— yes,  and  some  very  compe- 
tent ones  too, — are  being  pushed  to  the 
wall.  And  she  is  so  young,  scarcely  more 
than  a  child.  I  know  Ruth  Glassing  well, 
and  to  think  that  our  little  Sally  Jo  has 
stepped  into  her  place.  Lucky  for  you, 
honey,  that  Ruth  married  that  man  when 
she  did.  And  just  now  when  Miss  Home 
is  away  sick.  It  all  helped  to  bring  it 
about.  I  surely  do  congratulate  you." 
She  leaned  back  in  her  chair  with  a  laugh. 
"My,  I  am  glad  I  happened  to  come  in 
to  dinner  tonight.  It  might  have  been  a 
week  before  I  would  have  heard  a  thing 
about  it,  though  Sally  Jo  is  pretty  good 
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.ibout  telling  me  everything,  aren't  you, 
sweetheart?" 

That  Aunt  Josephine  was  pleased  with 
her  meant  a  great  deal.  She  knew  her 
aunt's  ambitions.  But  even  more  to  Sally 
Jo  was  the  look  of  loving  pride  on  her 
father's  face  and  the  happy  light  in 
her  mother's  eyes. 

They  chatted  gaily  through  the  meal 
and  were  nearly  finished  with  the  dessert 
when  Sally  Jo  thought  of  something. 
She  forgot  that  she  had  not  meant  to 
tell  Aunt  Josephine  yet,  but  it  came  down 
on  her  with  such  a  sudden  weight  that  she 
turned  to  her  father  and  said  slowly, 

"Do  you  think  I  ought  to  take  this 
when  I  can't  keep  it?  If  I  am  going  out 
as  a  missionary  I  ought  to  be  getting 
ready." 

"What's  that?"  Aunt  Josephine  nearly 
jumped  out  of  her  chair. 

Sally  Jo,  suddenly  filled  with  silent 
wonder  at  the  sense  of  strength  that  came 
into  her  being,  said,  very  quietly,  "I  think 
God  is  calling  me  to  go  as  a  missionary 
to  the  Indians  in  South  America.  Aunt 
Josephine.  I  heard  the  call  this  summer 
at   camp,   and   I   promised   I  would   go." 

"Nonsense,  child!  Nonsense!  The  very 
idea!  Don't  you  think  of  such  a  thing. 
You,  a  missionary!  You!  Do  you  want 
to  kill  your  Aunt  Josephine,  giving  her 
a  shock  like  that?"  She  put  her  hand  to 
her  heart,  and  reached  for  a  fan. 

Sally  Jo  looked  troubled.  She  glanced 
at  her  mother  and  her  father,  question- 
ingly.  Ought  she  to  say  anything  more, 
now? 

Her  father  promptly  came  to  her  res- 
cue. 

"It  is  not  for  you,  Josephine,  nor  for 
me  either,  to  say  what  Sally  Jo  shall  do 
with  her  life.  She  must  decide  that  for 
herself.  If  she  feels  that  God  is  calling 
her  to  go  out  as  a  missionary,  we  dare  not 
stand  in  her  way.  Her  mother  and  I  gave 
her  to  the  Lord  at  her  birth.  We  cannot 
take  her  back  from  following  Him  now." 

Never  did  Sally  Jo  love  and  reverence 
her  father  as  she  did  at  that  moment. 

But  Aunt  Josephine  looked  at  him  in 
amazement.  "John,  Nettie,"  she  gasped, 
"you  don't  mean  to  say  that  you  are  en- 
couraging your  daughter  in  this  folly." 

"Folly!  Be  careful,  Josie.  We  only  want 
to  find  out  what  is  God's  will  for  the 
girl,  and  then  help  her  to  do  it." 

"Well,  if  she  wants  to  do  some  good, 
I  am  sure  there  are  plenty  of  heathen  right 
here  at  home.  Let  her  find  some  kind  of 
social  service  work.  Let  somebody  else  go 
out  there  to  those  savages.  Not  a  girl  like 
Sally  Jo,  with  all  her  possibilities." 

"Dear  Josephine,"  Mother's  voice  was 
very  gentle.  "I  am  sure  you  don't  mean 
to  say  that  our  very  best  is  any  too  good 
to  give  to  God." 

Aunt  Josephine  said  nothing,  and  they 
sat  for  few  minutes  in  unhappy  silence. 
Then  she  turned  to  Sally  Jo,  with  some- 


thing of  her  usual  urbanity  recovery. 

"My  dear,  if  you  think  you  must  go  on 
in  this  way,  you  will  certainly  need  some 
more  education.  You  will  have  to  have 
four  years  in  college  and  some  other 
training  beside. 

"You  had  better  stay  right  on  in  this 
fine  position  you  have  and  save  money 
for  a  year  and  get  ready  for  college.  It 
will  be  a  long  time  before  you  can  think 
of  going  out  anywhere  as  a  well-trained 
missionary.  You  may  get  married  or 
change  your  mind  long  before  then." 

There  the  subject  was  dropped.  It  was 
late  that  evening  after  Aunt  Josephine 
had  gone  home,  that  Sally  Jo  in  the  quiet 
dark  of  the  veranda  twined  her  arms 
around  her  father's  neck  and  asked  him  a 
question. 

"Daddy,  dear,  do  you  think  I  ought 
to  work  in  that  office  for  a  year  or  two 
before  I  go  away  to  college?  I  just  love  it 
there,  and  I  could  save  money  for  later 
on." 

Her  father  d;d  not  reply  at  once. 

"Listen,  pet,"  he  said  after  a  minute, 
"I  have  been  thinking  of  that.  You  know 
I  want  you  here  with  Mother  and  me  just 
as  long  as  we  can  have  you.  At  the  same 
time  if  God  has  called  you,  you  ought  to 
lose  no  time  in  getting  to  your  prepara- 
tion. Go  on  with  your  office  position 
now,  and  there  is  no  reason,  as  I  see  it, 
why  you  should  tell  Mr.  Warrick  at  the 
present  time.  But  go  to  God  very  definite- 
ly in  prayer,  and  if  at  the  end  of  a  month 
you  still  feel  that  you  want  to  go  out  as 
a  missionary,  I  will  put  you  through  col- 
lege. Things  have  been  going  pretty  well 
with  us  for  a  few  years,  and  I  think  we 
can  afford  to  give  our  only  daughter  a 
college  education." 

No  one  could  guess  the  battle  that  was 
going  to  be  fought  in  the  girl's  heart  in 
the  next  few  weeks.  There  seemed  to  be 
voices  luring  her  on  in  every  direction. 
Never  had  she  heard  the  call  of  ambition 
as  she  was  hearing  it  now,  the  ambition 
to  succeed,  to  rise  above  the  mediocre. 
She  wanted  to  make  good.  Yes,  and  she 
wanted  to  show  those  other  girls  in  the 
office  that  she  could,  and  here  was  her 
chance,  perhaps  the  chance  of  a  lifetime. 
She  was  so  happy  in  her  work,  she  loved  it 
so,  it  seemed  it  would  almost  kill  her  to 
step  out  of  it  now. 

Night  after  night  she  prayed,  and 
stronger  and  stronger  grew  the  convic- 
tion that  she  must  go. 

She  talked  it  over  with  Miriam  Tolliver. 
But  Mariam  could  see  nothing  hard  about 
having  to  go  away  to  college  for  four 
years. 

She  wrote  a  long  letter  to  Mrs.  Wilsie, 
and  received  a  characteristic  reply.  "Only 
God  can  tell  you  what  He  wants  you  to 
do,  my  dear.  If  you  pray,  and  follow  on 
as  He  leads,  He  will  assuredly  guide  you 
all  the  way.  If  your  father  is  willing  and 


able  to  put  you  through  college,  it  would 
seem  that  would  be  the  next  logical  step." 

Her  father  and  mother  insisted  that  the 
decision  must  be  entirely  her  own,  though 
they  assured  her  they  were  praying  for 
her  guidance.  Aunt  Sarah  comforted  and 
encouraged  her,  but  could  not  help  her  to 
decide. 

One  night,  nearly  a  month  later,  as  she 
wept  and  prayed  on  her  knees,  there  came 
into  her  mind  the  words,  so  strong  and 
clear  that  she  could  no  longer  doubt,  "Ye 
have  not  chosen  me,  but  I  have  chosen 
you,  and  ordained  you,  that  ye  should  go 
and  bring  forth  fruit,  and  that  your  fruit 
should  remain." 

She  rose  from  her  knees  and  knew  the 
battle  was  ended.  She  once  more  said 
"Yes,"  and  a  great  and  deep  peace  came 
into  her  soul. 

It  was  not  easy  to  tell  the  people  at  the 
office, — and  Mr.  Warrick.  Her  voice 
trembled  and  there  were  tears  in  her  eyes. 

He  looked  at  her  kindly,  sympathetical- 
ly. He  could  see  how  deeply  she  was 
moved. 

"It  is  all  right,  Miss  Brenton.  It  is  for 
you  to  decide,  and  I  wish  you  the  greatest 
success  in  your  chosen  life-work,"  he  said 
gravely.  "Of  course  we  are  sorry  to  lose 
you  here,  but  Miss  Home  will  be  back  in 
the  office  Monday  and  will  be  ready  to 
step  in  as  soon  as  you  feel  you  must  go." 

Sally  Jo  went  home  that  night  to  a  final 
stormy  session  with  her  own  rebellious 
heart,  but  not  again  to  question.  Whether 
or  not  she  was  ever  to  glimpse  the  goal 
toward  which  she  turned,  she  had  no 
choice  at  the  present  moment  but  to  fol- 
low,— that,  or  forsake  her  Guide. 

In  the  few  weeks  that  remained  she  be- 
came interested  and  happy  in  planning 
and  purchasing  her  wardrobe,  and  mak- 
ing her  college  preparations.  A  little  knot 
of  friends  saw  her  off  on  the  train  one 
morning,  a  radiant  girl  facing  a  unknown 
future.  All  looked  very  bright,  and  very 
new. 

(To  be  continued) 


Our  Y.  P.  E.  Poets 

(Continued  from  page  29) 
cross  suffered  and  died, 
That  they  might  through  eternity  with 
Him  abide. 

— Juanita  Ladd 

The  Story  of  Our  Y.  P.  E. 

We  like  to  go  to  Y.  P.  E., 
Not  just  because  we  belong,  you  see, 
But  because  the  Lord  is  always  there, 
To  bless  us  and  hear  our  every  prayer. 

Sometimes  we  come  on  Friday  night, 
And  somehow  we  just  don't  feel  all  right, 
We  think  we're  sick  and  all  of  that, 
It's  a  trick  of  the  devil  to  keep  us  back. 

The  first  thing  we  do  is  to  have  a  prayer, 
After  that  we  know  the  Lord  is  there, 
We   come   from   the   altar   feeling  fine, 
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Ready  to  sing,  and  shout,  and  shine. 

After   we  sing,  we  have  the  lesson, 
Then  is  when  we  usually  get  a  good  bless- 
ing, 
We  learn  the  things  we  thought  of  long, 
How  to  live  for  Jesus,  be  true  and  strong. 

Then   we  have  our  Bible  drill, 

This  is  merely  to  show  our  skill 

At  finding  scriptures  in  God's  Bible  true, 

Of  what  He  did,  can  and  will  do. 

After  the  drill   we  have  special  singing, 
Thanks,   praises   and   gladness  ringing, 
"Sing  the  Old  Songs,"  "I'll  Have  a  New 

Life," 
"I  Can  Tell  You  the  Time,"  and  "We're 

Free  From  Strife." 

We  have  our  praise  service  for  the  Lord, 
We  get  our  minds  in  one  accord, 
We  testify  to  what  God  has  done 
And  of  how  He  sent  His  only  Son. 

I  almost  forgot  our  Junior  Y.  P.  E. 
But  these  little  children  are  a  sight  to  see. 
They   feel  real   joy  down  in   their  soul 
As  they  recite  verses,  and  sing  songs  of 
old. 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  is  doing  well, 

The  Lord  is  blessing,  we're  proud  to  tell, 

If  we're  not  the  largest,  we're  one  of  the 

best, 
And  surely  you'll  count     us  when  you 

count  the  rest. 

This  is  only  a  sketch  of  our  Y.  P.  E. 
And  by  doing  this  we  try  to  be, 
Jesus,  what  you  want  us  to  be, 
To  dwell  in  heaven  with  God  and  Thee. 
— Paul  Flam,  Corbin,  Kentucky. 

The  Lord  Has  Need  of  It 

Peter  lent  a  boat, 

To  save  Him  from  the  press; 
Martha  lent  her  home, 

With  busy  kindliness. 

One  man  lent  a  colt, 

Another  lent  a  room; 
Some  threw  down  their  garments, 

And  Joseph  lent  a  tomb. 

Simon  lent  his  strength, 

The  cruel  cross  to  bear; 
Many  brought  their  spices, 

His  body  to  prepare. 

What  have  I  to  lend? 

No  boat,  no  house,  no  lands; 
Dwell,  Lord,  within  my  heart. 

I  put  it  in  Thy  hands. — Sel. 

The  Three  Prayers 

"For  it  is  God  ivhich  worketh  in  you 
both  to  will  and  to  do."  Phil.  2:13. 

"Lord,  help  me,"  so  we  pray, 
"Help  me  my  work  to  do; 

I  am  so  ignorant  and  weak; 
Make  me  more  wise  and  true." 

"Lord,  help  me  to  do  Thy  work," 
We  pray  when  wiser  grown, 


When  on  the  upward  way 
Our  feet  have  farther  gone. 

"Lord,  do  Thy  work  through  me," 
So  when  all  self  we  lose — 

His  doing  and  His  work,  and  we 
The  tools  His  hand  can  use. 

— Annie  Johnson  Flint. 

A  word  once  escaped  can  never  be  re- 
called.— Horace. 

Stare  Superintendents  of  Sunday 
Schools  and  Y.   P.   E's 

ALABAMA:  T.  G.  Pearson,  Box  97,  Pratt  City, 
Ala. 

ARIZONA:    Ray  T.   Hill,  Box   503,  Bisbee,  Ariz. 

ARKANSAS:    Ruff  Gentry,  Higden,   Ark. 

CALIFORNIA:   Lula  V.  Milam,  El  Centre  Calif. 

CONNECTICUT,  NEW  JERSEY,  PENNSYL- 
VANIA, RHODE  ISLAND:  D.  N.  Lykens,  Rt.  2, 
Williamsburg,    Pa. 

FLORIDA:  Lewis  Willis,  Box  844,  Avon  Park, 
Fla. 

GEORGIA:    Roy    Douglas,    Box    782,    Macon.    Ga. 

IDAHO:    Alex   J.    Duncan,    Lewiston,    Idaho. 

IOWA,  NEBRASKA:  Mrs.  J.  L.  Goins,  327  N. 
First   St..    Oskaloosa,    Iowa. 

ILLINOIS:  Leonard  Newton,  501  S.  McClelland 
St.,   W.   Frankfort,    111. 

KANSAS:  Mrs.  Anna  Volk,  1705  Spruce  St., 
Coffeyville,    Kansas. 

KENTUCKY:  Cecil  Bridges,  146  Cotter  Ave., 
Somerset,    Ky. 

LOUISIANA:  Charles  W.  Conn,  3302  Polk  St., 
Monroe,     La. 

MAINE,  NEW  HAMPSHIRE,  VERMONT,  and 
MASSACHUSETTS:  Joel  D.  Brown,  83  Conz  St., 
Augusta.    Me. 

MARYLAND,  DELAWARE,  WASHINGTON, 
D.  C,  EAST  VIRGINIA:  Alva  Mae  McClure,  607 
South   St.,   Easton,   Md. 

MISSISSIPPI:  Arlie  M.  Dorman,  1108  River 
Ave.,    Hattiesburg,    Miss. 

MISSOURI:  Raymond  E.  Hall,  Valles  Mines, 
Mo. 

MINNESOTA,  WISCONSIN:  Violette  M.  Olson, 
Box  486,   Herman,   Minn. 

MONTANA:  William  Pospisil,  Denton,  Mont. 

MICHIGAN:  Mae  Corey,  1247  Clairmoant,  De- 
troit,   Mich. 

NEW  JERSEY:  John  Josephsen,  311  Wyoming 
Ave.,    Absecon,   N.    J. 

N.  CAROLINA:  Ralph  Williams,  Box  2581, 
Charlotte,    N.    C. 

OHIO:  Wiley  W.  Miller,  209  Cereal  Ave., 
Hamilton.    Ohio. 

OKLAHOMA:  Archie  F.  McWilliams,  Box  1036, 
Maud,    Okla. 

OREGON:   Vida  C.  Jackson,  Silverton,  Ore. 

S.  CAROLINA:  Wm.  P.  Stallings,  Box  804, 
Greenville,    S.    C. 

SOUTH  DAKOTA:  A.  H.  Thompson,  Gettys- 
burg,   S.    Dak. 

TENNESSEE:  C.  J.  Hindmon,  2220  Magnolia 
Ave.,    Cleveland,    Tenn. 

TEXAS:  Vessie  D.  Hargrave,  Box  213,  Weather- 
ford,  Tex. 

VIRGINIA:    Fatie   Atkinson,  Pulaski,  Va. 

WASHINGTON:  Miss  Io  Garlit,  Box  1513, 
Yakima,    Wash. 

WEST  VIRGINIA:  Pearl  M.  Stark,  Box  90, 
Beckley,   W.   Va. 


Notice 

State  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School  su- 
perintendents, please  write  us  a  card,  giv- 
ing your  name  and  address. 

Contestants  For  Bible  School 
Scholarship 

Herman    Clark,    Jr.,    Sevierville,   Tenn. 
Doris  Parrish,   1059  3  3rd  Ave.,  Tampa,  Fla. 
Carroll   James,   Rt.   2,   Box   91,   Forrest  City,  Ark. 
Clyde    Case,    7    Pelzer    St.,    Monoghan    Mill,    Green- 
ville,   S.    C. 
George    Campbell,    Steelville,    Mo. 
Ralph   E.  Williams,  Box  2581,  Charlotte,  N.  C. 
Mrs.  Earl  Roupe,  Rt.  3,  Box  176,  Unioncown,  Pa. 

Silver  Lining 

A  book  of  57  beautiful  poems.  An  in- 
expensive gift  for  your  friend.  Price  25c. 
Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905  Park- 
er St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 


New  Gideons 

Curtis    Tiller,    Pinsonfork,    Ky. 

Delia    Schafer,    Stanwood,    Mich. 

Lucille    Brummitt,     Unicoi,    Tenn. 

Mrs.    Pearl    Greene,    Savannah,    Ga. 

Mrs.    W.    D.    McGlashan,    Valdosta,    Ga. 

McCoy  Thornton.   Oak   Grove,   La. 

Evelyn    Parker,    Tarboro,    N.    C. 

Janet    Pope,    W.    Durham,    N.    C. 

Mildred    Gainey,    Moniac,    Ga. 

Theresa    E.    Coldwell,    Shelbyville,    Tenn. 

Mrs.    Juanita    Ladd,    Fresno,    Calif. 

Rosa    Mae    Eller,   Titus,    Ga. 

Nellie    Mitchell,    Bessemer   City.    N     C 

Ruby    Bennett,    Statesville,   N.   C. 

Herschel    L.    Front,    Carmi,    111. 

Fred    Lowe,    Fonde,    Ky. 

Ruth    Harrawood,    Johnson    City,    Tenn. 

Geneva    B.    Harris,    Jackson,    Ohio. 

Mrs.   G.   W.  Webb,   Bogalusa,   La. 

Geralda    Cooper,    Fitzgerald,    Ga. 

Mrs.    Hestel    Matlock,    Pfeifer,    Ark. 

Alvin    G.    Lockard,    Barnesboro,    Pa. 

L.    J.    Potts,    Pine    Hill,    Ala. 

Mrs.    Kerment   Hinkle,    Cedar    Bluff,    Va. 

Noble   McDonald,   Hazelwood,   N.  C. 

Mrs.   Marian   Barrier,   Jonas   Ridge,   N.   C. 

Mae  Schwa.zlose.  Urbana,  111. 

Mrs.    Ed.    Cox,    Pinsonfork,   Ky. 

Clifton     Cole,     Whitesburg,    Ky. 

Lelia    Hyde,    Ages,    Ky. 

J.   B.   Robinson,    Monroe,   La. 

Mrs.   Delia  Bozeman,   Holcomb,  Miss. 

Mrs.    Willie    Hipps,    Canton,    N.    C. 

Nozell   Bost,    Shelbv,    N.    C. 

Evelyn    Klindits,    Washington,    Pa. 

Rachel  Timms,   Williamston,   S.  C. 

Loddie    Marshall.    Talbott,    Tenn. 

Vira   Lee   Hall,    Ranger,   Tex. 

Virginia    Lloyd,    Amelia,    Va. 

Billie  Hale,  Peach  Creek,  W.  Va. 

W.   B.   Thompson,   Clanton,   Ala. 

Mrs.   C.   Howard,   Lepanto,   Ark. 

Arnold  E.   Erickson,  Maple  Creek,  Sask.,  Can. 

Mrs.  J.  H.  Lee,  Lyons,  Ga. 

Ruby    Parker,    Whiteside,    Tenn. 

Rosa    Lee    Phillips,    Plant    City,    Fla. 

Mrs.    Lizzie    Carter,    Nettleton,    Ark. 

Tom   Henston,  Allen  Junction,  W.  Va. 

Dorothy  Jo   Speer,   Mims,   Fla. 

Mrs.    Julius    Hammack,    Poplar    Creek,    Miss. 

Velma   Burton,    Edgefield,    S.    C. 

Mildred  Strukie,   W.    Columbia,   S.   C. 

Mrs.   Ena  Simms,   Dallas,  Texas. 

E.  R.  Connes,  Chetopa,  Kans. 

Mary   White,    New  Bethlehem,   Pa. 

Dora  B.    Nix,   Trion,   Ga. 

Earl    Rackley,    Trion,    Ga. 

Ruth   Harrell,   Bayard,   W.   Va. 

Mrs.    J.    E.    Davison,    Clewiston,    Fla. 

Rev.    G.    B.    Byrne,    Humble,    Texas. 

Paul   Ogle,    Los   Angeles,   Calif. 

Carl   Selby,   Tyronza,   Ark. 

Cecil   Jones,    Marks,    Miss. 

Lottie    Hancock,    Seagrave,    N.    C. 

Irvin   Creel,   Sumiton,   Ala. 

Hal  Frye,  Hickory,  N.  C. 

Vera   Mae  Puckett,  Bassett,   Texas. 


To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  ?1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  number  who  is  going  to  put  THE  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?-  Read 
the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 


THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY 

Devoted   to  the  general  welfare  and  spiritual 

uplift  of  our  young  people 

everywhere 

Published  Monthly  at  the 

CHURCH  OF  GOD  PUBLISHING 

HOUSE 

Cleveland,    Tennessee 

ALDA  B.   HARRISON,   Editor 
Cleveland,    Tennessee 

SUBSCRIPTION  RATE 

Single  subscription,  per  year #1.00 

Rolls  of    14   {S1.00 

Entered  as  2nd  class  mail  matter  at  Post 
Office,   Cleveland,   Tenn. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


S>  Glints  of  Knowledge         *£ 

revolution  which  will  usher  in  the  mil- 
lennium, you  can  make  up  your  mind 
that  he's  either  a  liar  or  a  fool — for  no 
matter  what  kind  of  social  system  may 
develop,  there  will  still  be  need  for  big, 
brainy  men — and  brains  will  continue  to 
rule  the  world  so  long  as  the  world  shall 
last. 


Professor  Sherman  of  the  University  of 
Alabama  says: 

More  children  now  in  public  schools 
will  go  to  state  hospitals  than  will  be 
graduated  from  college. 

One  child  in  twenty-two  will  suffer 
from  some  form  of  mental  disease. 

One  child  in  twenty-four  will  be  found 
guilty  of  some  crime. 

It  costs  $87.00  annually  to  educate  one 
normal   child. 

It  costs  $623.00  annually  to  care  for 
one   insane   person. 

From  thirty  to  fifty  per  cent  of  the 
cases  of  mental  diseases  can  be  prevented. 

There  are  three  and  one-half  times  as 
many  criminals  in  America  as  there  are 
students  in  our  colleges  and  universities. 

For  every  school  teacher  in  America 
there   are   more   than   four  criminals. 

Every  man,  woman  and  child  in  Ameri- 
ca pays  an  annual  crime  bill  of  $120.00. 

There  is  an  army  of  4,500,000  criminals 
in  the  United  States. 

A  major  crime  is  committed  every 
twenty-two  seconds  in  the  United  States. 

THE  MAZZINI  SOCIETY 
Mazzini  was  Italy's  greatest  exponent 
of  freedom  one  hundred  years  ago.  His 
faith  in  democracy  never  wavered  as  he 
fought  for  the  freedom  of  Italy.  Most 
of  his  life  was  spent  in  exile  from  his 
beloved  native  land.  No  age  has  ever  seen 
a  political  martyr  of  a  purer,  nobler  type. 
Therefore,  there  was  eminent  fitness  that 
the  recent  gathering  of  nearly  a  thousand 
Italians  in  New  York  City  to  voice  their 
"unalterable  opposition  to  Fascism"  was 
held  under  the  sponsorship  of  the  Mazzini 
Society.  These  Italians  know  what  many 
of  their  countrymen  at  home  are  begin- 
ning to  find  out,  that  a  German  victory 
means  only  defeat  for  them. 

This  glint  is  from  the  United  Pres- 
byterian: 

In  Germany  despite  Hitler's  edict,  in 
Japan  despite  its  strong  nationalism,  in 
China  despite  its  poverty  and  war,  more 
Bibles  are  being  distributed  than  ever 
before.  It  outsold  Hitler's  "Mein  Kampf" 
in   Germany   by   200,000   in    193  8. 

As  Napoleon  was  defeated  in  Russia, 
not  by  Cossack  but  by  flakes  of  snow,  so 
a  few  weeks  ago  one  of  God's  dust  storms 
did  as  much  to  precipitate  the  fall  of 
Tobruk  as  the  British  heavy  artillery. 
The  British,  with  the  wind  at  their  back, 
defeated  an  enemy  that  could  not  face 
the  cutting  blasts  of  flying  sand. 

There  are  three  and  one-half  millions 
of  men  in  prison  camps  in  Europe.  Fifty 
thousand  Italians  have  been  transported  to 


Britain  to  work  behind  the  lines. 

Mr.  E.  O.  Hauser,  writing  on  "Singa- 
pore an  American  Problem,"  said:  "Where 
the  Pacific  meets  the  Indian  Ocean,  the 
world's  most  powerful  naval  base  guards 
the  white  man's  stake  in  the  Far  East. 
Will  American  ships  be  called  upon  to 
defend  it?  Imperial  Singapore  bristles 
with  fortifications;  it  has  the  guns,  the 
docks,  the  planes,  the  men  needed  to  keep 
an  enemy  at  a  respectful  distance.  But  it 
has  no  ships.  Britain  can  spare  no  battle- 
ships for  use  east  of  Suez,  and  the  cruis- 
ers, destroyers,  and  submarines  of  her 
Asiatic  fleet,  based  at  Hongkong,  are 
nothing  much  to  crow  about.  The  United 
States,  on  the  other  hand,  maintains  a 
formidable  battle  fleet  in  Pacific  waters 
but  lacks  adequate  Far  Eastern  bases  to 
operate  them.  This  is  why  a  British- 
American  agreement,  covering  the  use  of 
the  Singapore  base  by  American  ships, 
sounds  like  a  reasonable  give-and-take 
proposition.  It  makes  sense." 

It  is  quite  unusual,  though  much  to 
be  approved,  to  have  any  such  measure 
passed  by  a  law-making  body  in  defense 
of  Christian  or  other  religious  beliefs  as 
that  adopted  lately  in  Oklahoma  City. 
Recent  disturbances  by  members  of  Je- 
hovah's Witnesses  seem  to  have  prompted 
the  action: 

A  fine  of  $19.00  and  $1.00  costs  for 
any  persons  who  publish,  circulate  or 
distribute  any  profane,  violent  or  abusive 
or  insulting  language;  and  makes  it  un- 
lawful also  to  display  any  flag  or  emblem 
or  to  utter  words  casting  reproach  or  pro- 
fane ridicule  on  God,  Jesus  Christ,  or  the 
Holy  Ghost,  the  Holy  Scriptures,  the 
Christian  or  any  other  religion.  —  The 
Presbyterian. 

The  Church  of  God  has  decided  to 
establish  a  college  at  Sevierville,  Tenn., 
in    1941    for  Christian  training. 

Harvard  was  founded  in  1636  to  save 
the  churches  from  an  illiterate  ministry. 
William  and  Mary  was  founded  in  1639 
for  the  same  purpose.  Yale  in  1701  de- 
clared its  aim  was  to  prepare  young  men 
"for  public  employment  both  in  church 
and  civil  state."  Dartmouth  was  to  impart 
Christian  knowledge  to  "savages."  Of  the 
first  1 1 9  colleges  founded  east  of  the 
Mississippi  River,  104  were  Christian,  and 
all  of  them  were  primarily  for  religious 
purposes. 

The  Michigan  Christian  Advocate  says: 
If  anyone  tells  you  that  there's  no  need 
to  become  a  better  worker,  a  clearer 
thinker  and  a  stronger  citizen,  because 
some  time  soon  there's  going  to  be  a  social 


A  new  biography  has  been  written  of 
General  Chiang  Kai-shek,  and  the  author, 
Hedin,  has  this  to  say  of  the  Chinese 
leader's  faith: 

"Chiang's  task  of  unifying  a  mass  of 
45  0,000,000  people  into  one  great  and 
powerful  nation  for  the  benefit  of  hu- 
manity is  tremendous.  From  the  midst  of 
this  .  .  .  sea  of  humans  there  had  now 
emerged  one  single  man  .  .  .  who  had  un- 
failing confidence  in  his  own  power,  who 
believed  implicitly  that  the  Christian  God 
would  help  him,  and  who  firmly  relied 
on  the  faithfulness  of  the  Chinese  and 
their  ability  to  endure  purgatory  and  un- 
dergo regeneration.  Had  he  doubted  his 
God,  himself,  or  his  people,  he  would 
have  given  up  the  struggle  long  since.  He 
saw  before  him  the  united  country,  the 
firm,  unifying  organization,  the  strong 
resistance  to  foreign  intrusion,  a  people 
who,  after  poverty,  misery  and  oppression 
at  the  hands  of  wretched,  corrupted  lead- 
ers, should  be  lifted  to  a  worthy  standard 
of  living,  a  country  rich  in  all  products 
of  the  earth,  utilizing  its  resources,  and 
thanks  to  the  fidelity,  patience  and  in- 
dustry of  its  inhabitants,  rising  to  the 
rank  of  a  new  great  power  in  the  Far 
East."  We  need  a  faith  like  that. 

In  the  Calvin  Forjim  we  find  this  brief 
history  of  the  Nazi  emblem,  the  swas- 
tika: 

The  swastika,  gamma  cross,  or  hook 
cross,  has  been  used  throughout  the  cen- 
turies and  is  today  found  practically  all 
over  the  world  as  an  emblem  of  protec- 
tion and  good  luck.  It  may  date  back  to 
the  early  sun-worshippers.  It  was  probably 
already  used  a  thousand  years  before 
Christ  in  India  and  China  and  is  also  very 
common  among  some  of  the  early  Ameri- 
can Indian  tribes.  It  is  still  held  to  possess 
magical  powers  by  the  Navajo  Indians, 
one  of  American's  strongest  native  tribes 
at  present.  Foreigners  have  tried  to  in- 
terpret the  swastika  by  saying  that  it  is 
composed  of  four  L's  which  may  con- 
veniently be  interpreted  by  love,  light, 
life,  and  luck.  It  represents  four  gammas 
surrounding  and  controlling  the  world, 
the  center.  It  is  remarkable  that  Germany, 
when  it  turned  its  back  on  Christianity, 
exchanged  the  cross,  the  sign  of  self- 
sacrifice  to  save  others,  for  the  swastika, 
the  sign  of  luck,  as  a  national  emblem. 
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Spring  is  here  and  we  have  started  on 
our  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  school  conven- 
tions. We  just  closed  a  wonderful  con- 
vention at  Whit  well,  March  1,  2.  It  was 
beyond  our  expectation.  The  pastors  of 
the  Whitwcll  district,  with  their  district 
overseer,  helped  to  make  it  so.  We  want 
all  of  our  conventions  to  be  a  success  but 
it  will  take  cooperation  from  every  cne 
to  bring  this  about. 

I  hope  every  church  in  the  state  w.ll 
have  a  Y.  P.  E.  revival  this  year.  If  ycu 
are  in  need  of  someone  to  conduct  a  Y.  P. 
E.  revival  in  your  church,  let  me  know, 
as  we  have  some  evangelists  ready  to 
work  and  we  are  going  to  have  more.  Let 
us  make  this  a  soul-saving  year  for  God. 
Revivals  are  what  we  need  now,  seeing 
the  host  of  demons,  hate  and  hell  are 
loosed  upon  the  earth  and  that  they  have 
arrayed  themselves  against  the  cause  of 
right.  Now  is  the  time  for  you  and  me 
to  rally  to  the  standard  as  good  soldiers 
of  the  cross. 

Special  Notice 

Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  school  convention 
dates  and  places  are  given  below: 
Nashville  district,  at  E.  Nashville,  March 

22,  23. 
Lawrenceburg  district,  at  Lawrenceburg, 

March  29,  30. 
Memphis  district,  April  5,  6. 
Knoxville  district,  at  W.  Knoxville,  April 

12,  13. 
Morristown  district,  at  Morristown,  April 

19,  20. 
Bristol  district,   at   Kingsport,  April   26, 

27. 
Jellico  district,  at  LaFollette,  May  3,  4. 
McMinnville  district,  at  Campaign,  May 

17,  18. 
Dayton  district,   at   Graysville,  May  24, 

25. 

Where  the  Banners  Go 

Sunday  School  Banners 
W.  Knoxville  gets  "A"  Sunday  school 
banner  with  206  increase.  S.  Cleveland 
gets  "B"  Sunday  school  banner  with  153 
increase.  Hiwassee  gets  "C"  Sunday  school 
banner  with  153  increase. 

Y.  P.  E.  Banners 
Johnson  City  gets  the  Y.  P.  E.  "A" 
banner  with  491  increase.  Johnson  City 
also  gets  the  Y.  P.  E.  "B"  banner  for 
having  the  largest  offering  of  $58.81. 
North  Cleveland  takes  the  Y.  P.  E.  "B" 
banner,     it     having     sold     the     most 


Lighted    Pathways,      the      number    be  ng 
670. 

Ten  Sunday  Schools  Repo  ting  Fisst 

N.  Cleveland,  Bancroft,  Silver  Point, 
Soddy,  Pikeville,  Bone  Cave,  Alcoa,  Car- 
son Springs,  Baxter,  Mt  Vale. 

Ten   Y.    P.    E's   Reporting    First 

Bancroft,  Silver  Point,  Pikeville,  Bone 
Cave,  Sale  Creek,  Cedar  Hill,  E.  Chatta- 
nooga, Dayton,  McCowans  Creek,  Maple 
Hollow. 

Great   News    From   Johnson   City 

Johnson  City  is  in  a  red  and  blue  con- 
test in  their  Y.P.E.  They  have  raised  $60 
already,  and  their  attendance  has  more 
than  doubled.  The  contest  is  still  running 
high. 


REV.  B.  E.  ELLIS 

Kingsport  has  just  closed  a  Y.  P.  E. 
contest  in  which  they  raised  over  $70.00. 
They  have  also  closed  a  good  revival  with 
Rev.  Messer  as  the  evangelist.  Kingsport 
is  on  the  forward  march.  B.  E.  Ellis  is 
pastor  there.  Hurrah  for  you  and  your 
church,  Brother  Ellis!  I  will  be  expecting 
good  reports  from  you  throughout  the 
year. 

Y.  P.  E's  That  Did  Not  Report 

East  Soddy  (no  report  for  January, 
February) ;  Hastings  Chapel  (no  report 
for  January,  February) ;  Redboiling 
Springs  (no  report  for  October,  Novem- 
ber, December,  January,  February) ;  In- 


dian Creek  (no  report  for  November) : 
Kelly's  Ferry  (no  report  for  January); 
Graysv.lle  (no  report  for  January,  Feb- 
ruaiy);  Greeneville  (no  report  for  Octo- 
ber, January,  February)  ;  Bethel  (no  re- 
port for  December,  January,  February) ; 
Unity  (no  report  for  October,  Novem- 
ber); Crab  Orchard  (no  report  for  Jan- 
uary, February) . 

Sunday  Schools  That  Did  Not  Report 

Bethel  (no  report  for  October,  No- 
\  ember,  February);  Kinser  (no  report 
for  January,  February);  East  Soddy  (no 
report  for  January,  February);  Falling 
Water  (no  report  for  January,  Febru- 
ary) ;  Huntsville  (no  report  for  Decem- 
ber, January,  February) ;  Brindleys  Chap- 
el (no  report  for  November,  January) ; 
Sneedville  (no  report  for  December,  Jan- 
uary) ;  Reeds  Chapel  (no  report  for  Oc- 
tober, November,  January,  February). 

I  would  be  glad  if  the  pastors  and  sec- 
retaries of  these  churches  would  check 
their  records  and  help  me  get  all  of  these 
back  reports  in,  as  it  is  very  necessary. 
Pastors  and  secretaries,  I  am  trying  to 
help  you.  I  am  not  sparing  time  nor  mon- 
ey to  keep  you  informed.  Sometimes  re- 
ports are  sent  in  without  a  name  of 
church  and  we  do  not  know  where  they 
are  from.  Some  will  give  town  or  post  of- 
fice and  not  give  the  name  of  the  church, 
so  you  see  I  am  trying  to  keep  it  all 
straight  so  we  can  all  be  on  the  Honor 
Roll.  Please  check  these  names  above  and 
if  you  think  you  have  sent  in  the  report, 
please  send  it  again.  I  have  checked  my 
records  very  carefully,  but  I  can't  find 
any  reports  for  these  months. 

Thank  you  in  advance  for  your  co- 
operation. 

The  Big  Ten  Y.  P.  E.  Attendance 

West  Knoxville,  765;  Johnson  City, 
736;  N.  Chattanooga,  681;  E.  Chat- 
tanooga, 540;  Lenoir  City,  512;  Erwin, 
43  5;  Bridges  Chapel,  434;  Cumberland, 
367;  Sweetwater,  339. 

The  Big  Ten  Sunday  School 
Attendance 

North  Cleveland,  1,032;  E.  Chatta- 
nooga, 951;  Sevierville,  930;  W.  Knox- 
ville, 738;  N.  Knoxville,  571;  Soddy, 
561;  Daisy,  536;  Bancroft,  5  00;  E. 
Nashville,  472;  Lenoir  City,  444. 

These  reported  on  time.  Why  is  your 
church  not  listed  in  the  above? 
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Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

Mother's  Day  has  come  again.  And  I 
have  been  wondering  just  what  I  should 
say  to  you  to  be  the  greatest  blessing, 
whether  I  should  talk  to  you  young  peo- 
ple about  your  own  mothers  or  whether 
I  should  try  to  help 
the  precious  young 
mothers  who  arc 
struggling  to  rear  the 
little  ones  in  these 
perilous  days.  Or 
should  I  try  to  en- 
courage the  ones  with 
the  silver  hair  who 
are  sitting  by  the  old 
hearthstone,  thinking 
of  other  days  when 
the  little  ones  played 
around  their  knees? 
These  are  all  weigh- 
ing heavily  on  my 
mind  and  tugging  at  my  heart.  However, 
I  shall  ask  God  to  direct  and  trust  Him 
to  inspire  and  help  me  to  say  just  the 
right  thing.  Perhaps  when  I  am  through 
I  shall  have  touched  each  class  that  T 
have  mentioned. 

As  I  look  around  me  and  see  the 
young  girls,  yes,  I  say  young,  some 
of  them  almost  babies  themselves, 
who  have  taken  on  the  responsi- 
bility of  a  home  and  the  rearing  of 
children,  it  seems  to  me  that  noth- 
ing could  be  more  important  than 
to  send  them  a  little  message  at 
this  time.  Oh,  dear  ones,  if  I  could 
write  on  your  hearts  the  message 
that  burns  continually  within  me, 
I  would  say  to  our  boys  and 
girls,  Be  careful.  Remember  when 
you  take  on  yourself  so  early  in 
life  these  heavy  responsibilities, 
you  have  very  little  chance  to  pre- 
pare for  a  life  of  usefulness  in  this 
world.  You  have  deprived  yourself 
of  an  education  that  you  need  so 
much  in  the  rearing  of  your  little 
family.  I  read  the  other  day  of  a 
young  couple.  The  girl  was  twelve 
and  the  boy  seventeen.  A  child  was 
recently  born  to  that  couple.  What 
chance  do  they  have  in  life  and 
what  chance  does  their  offspring 
have?  Of  course,  this  is  unusual 
but  even  fifteen,  sixteen  and 
eighteen  is  too  young.  You  have 
not  had  time  to  prepare  yourselves 
for  this  great  responsibility.  False 
modesty  keeps  many  mothers  from 
giving  their  girls  the  proper  infor- 
mation and  they  do  not  know  the 
seriousness  of  life.  I  remember  one 
time  I  made  a  talk  to  a  group  of 
mothers  and  talked  to  them  about 
the  information  they    should    give 


their  children.  They  were  very  much  im- 
pressed with  what  I  had  said  and  asked 
me  to  talk  to  the  girls  along  that  line. 
They  got  the  girls  together  and  asked 
me  to  speak  to  them.  I  began  and  tried 
to  handle  my  subject  as  carefully  as  I 
could,  but  some  of  the  girls  couldn't 
stand  it,  they  got  up  and  left.  False 
modesty  was  the  trouble.  How  sad  that 
those  mothers  had  not  taught  their  own 
daughters  the  secret  of  life  and  made  it 
sacred  to  them. 

I  remember  very  well  when  I  was  a 
girl  about  eight  years  of  age,  I  received 
much  of  my  information  about  life  from 
school  children,  and  it  was  presented  to 
me  in  the  wrong  light,  but  it  had  this 
effect  upon  me,  that  in  my  young  wom- 
anhood I  resolved  that  if  I  ever  had  chil- 
dren that  I  would  be  the  one  to  bring  to 
them  the  secret  of  life  before  others  had 
a  chance.  And  this  I  carried  out  with  each 
of  them.  My  boy  was  not  neglected.  It 
is  just  as  important  to  instruct  the  boy 
as  the  girl.  Some  think,  Oh,  the  boy  can 
take  care  of  himself.  We  believe  this  is 
the  reason  that  so  many  boys  are  on  the 


MOTHER  WISH 

If  I  could  only  follow, 

Little   son,   little    son, 
Your  way  by  hill  and  hollow 

'Til  your  long  road's  done! 
You  have  so  many  miles  to  go, 

So  many  things  to  meet 
Where  I  can  never,  never  guide 

Your   careless    feet      .     .     . 
The  stranger-girls  you  find 
When  you  journey  from  your  mother 

Where  the  world's  roads  wind. 
But  I  can  only  strive  to  build  you  strong  and  wise 
Before  your  path  leads  far  from  me  and  child- 
hood dies. 


If   I    could    only   find    you, 

Baby-girl,    baby-girl, 
When   colored   world-lights   blind   you 

And  world-dances  whirl! 
But  you  will   only  laugh  to  stand 

And  greet  the  careless  hour 
When  love  shall  take  your  willing  hand 

And  show  the  world  in  flower  .  .  . 
Will  the  man  you  love  that  day 
Keep  you  safe  and  glad  and  gay 
When    you    journey   from    your   mother 

Down  the  old,  new  way? 
But  I  can  only  strive  to  build  you  fair  and  true 
Before  you  pass  too  far  to  heed  my  love  for  you. 


downward    road    today. 
In  our  church  work  we 
are     very      enthusiastic 
about  the  children  and 
sometimes  we  get  very 
impatient   with  the  lit- 
tle  folks    because   they 
do     not  seem     to  have 
good  manners,  they  are 
not    reverent    in    God's 
house,  but  how  can  we 
expect       it       otherwise 
when  the  mothers     are 
only      children      them- 
selves. There  are  many 
wonderful  things  to  be 
learned  these  days  about 
child   training.      I   have 
been  reading    so    much 
along  this  line  in  order     to     help     our 
younger   mothers    through    the    pages   of 
the  Lighted  Pathway.     I  wish  sometimes 
I  might  go  back  to  my  youth  and  have 
the  privilege  to  rear  my  little  family  over 
again.   I   could   do  so   many   things      for 
them  that  I  did  not  know  then.  In  this 
message  and  each  month  on  our  Father's 
and  Mother's  Page  I  am  trying  to 
pass  on  to  you  some  things  I  have 
been  learning.   Dear   little   mothers 
scattered   about  over   the   country, 
will  you  accept  and  try  to  put  in 
practice  what  I  am  trying  to  im- 
part to  you?  My  sympathy  goes  out 
to  you,  in  these  troublesome  times. 
Now  may  I  try  to  pour  on  a  lit- 
tle oil  to  soothe  those  of  you  who 
realize  that  you  made  a  mistake  in 
taking  upon  yourself  these  respon- 
sibilities   too    young    in    life.      We 
have  been   trying   to  impress  upon 
our  unmarried  young  people  the  ne- 
cessity of   making   preparation   for 
taking  the  most  important  step  in 
their  lives,  and  it  has  not  been  our 
intention   to  discourage   those   who 
have  already  taken  that  step.   God 
is   good   and   will   never   leave   nor 
forsake   you   if   you   trust    Him.    I 
wish  I  had  the  strength  and  that  it 
were  possible  for  me  to  make  the 
rounds    to   every   community,    and 
that    I    could   organize    a    Mother's 
Circle  for  the  purpose  of  impart- 
ing  to   them    the   knowledge    they 
need  to  have.  But  since  this  is  not 
possible,  I  trust  that  in  each  com- 
munity there   will   be    some    good 
consecrated  older  mother  who  will 
do  this  for  you. 

We  talk  about  the  need  of  train- 
ing the  children  who  come  to  our 
churches,  but  it  is  just  as  impor- 
tant to  train  our  mothers,  for  it  is 
said  that,  "The  hand  that  rocks  the 
(Continued  on  page  20) 
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NOTE:  Any  one  desiring  the  previous 
chapters  of  this  story  may  send  5c  per 
copy  for  back  issues.  The  story  began  in 
October  issue.  Space  forbids  our  giving  a 
synopsis. 

(Continued  from  last  issue) 
SALLY  JO  DETERMINES 

"Sarah  Josephine  Brenton." 

The  girl  glanced  again  at  the  tag  on 
the  florist's  box  she  held  in  her  hand,  and 
smiled  happily  as  she  opened  the  parcel. 

"Oh,"  she  breathed,  "aren't  they  love- 
ly!" 

She  laid  her  face  for  an  instant  against 
the  bloom  of  the  magnificent  roses,  drink- 
ing in  their  fragrance,  and  then  her  quick, 
eager  fingers  sought  among  the  foliage 
for  the  little  envelope  hidden  there. 

She  drew  it  out  and  read  the  card, 
"Edward  Ashton  Barnett." 

She  read  it  again  slowly,  lingering  lov- 
ingly over  each  syllable.  Her  eyes  were 
dreamy  as  she  moved  about  the  room  ar- 
ranging the  flowers  in  tall  vases.  One 
lovely  half-opened  bud  she  laid  aside.  She 
meant  to  take  it  to  the  sick  girl  down 
the  hall. 

For  a  moment  she  stood  with  the  bud 
in  her  hand.  A  cloud  came  over  her  face. 

"I  ought  to  take  them  all,  every  last 
one,  to  somebody  else,"  she  whispered  to 
herself.  And  then,  as  though  fearing  she 
might,  she  hastily  pulled  out  another  rose 
and  sped  away  down  the  hall. 

Tapping  lightly  Orf^tne  door,  she  en- 
tered, placed  the  roses  in  a  vase,  and  re- 
fusing to  listen  to  the  plea  of  the  girl 
on  the  bed  that  she  stay  and  talk  a  little 
while,  she  went  out  as  quickly  as  she  had 
come. 

Back  in  her  room,  she  buried  her  face 
in  the  roses  again,  and  when  she  lifted  it 
there  were  tears  in  her  eyes.  She  walked 
slowly  to  the  dresser  where  a  letter  lay 
still  unopened.  Taking  it  up,  she  leisurely 
cut  the  flap. 

"Dear  Sally  Jo,"  (she  read) ,  "will  you 
go  with  me  tomorrow  night?  Please  say 
yes,  this  once  more,  I'll  try  to  be  good. 

"Dearest,  forgive  me,  but  are  you  being 
fair  to  yourself  or  to  me?  If  you  would 
only  give  me  a  chance,  I  am  sure  I  could 
win  your  love,  and  we  could  be  so  happy. 
We  both  have  the  same  aims  and  desires, 
we  both  want  to  serve  the  Lord,  and  I 
feel  He  would  have  us  do  it  together. 

"If  only  you  would  let  me  see  you 
oftener,  be  with  you  more,  talk  over 
things  with  you,  I  believe  you  would  be 
convinced  of  it  too. 

"Please  say  yes,  and  do  go  with  me 
tomorrow  night.  Drop  me  a  line,  won't 


you? 

"Your  devoted, 

"Harry." 

As  she  finished  reading  it,  her  lips  set 
themselves  in  a  hard  little  line.  She  walked 
to  the  window.  For  a  long  time  she  stared 
out,  seeing  nothing.  Suddenly  she  crum- 
pled the  letter  into  a  ball  in  her  hand, 
and  bending  her  face  to  the  roses  she 
drank  in  their  perfume.  When  she  lifted 
it  again,  tears  were  coursing  down  her 
cheeks.  She  turned  wearily  to  her  bed, 
and  throwing  herself  upon  it  gave  way 
to  a  storm  of  weeping. 

There  was  a  step  in  the  hall,  and  some- 
one entered  the  room.  The  sobbing  grew 
quieter,  but  she  did  not  look  up. 

"Sally  Jo,  poor  little  girl,  what  is  the 
matter?" 

No  answer. 

Mrs.  Orrington  stood  hesitating  in  the 
middle  of  the  room.  She  was  a  sweet- 
faced,  motherly  woman,  a  widow,  who 
held  several  minor  positions  about  the 
college.  She  had  been  much  drawn  to 
Sally  Jo,  and  they  had  become  warm 
friends.  Coming  to  see  her  now  about 
some  meeting,  she  had  simply  tapped  on 
the  door  and  thinking  she  heard  an  assent, 
had  walked  in  as  was  her  custom. 

For  a  little  while  longer  she  waited. 
The  sobbing  had  ceased,  but  the  girl  still 
lay  with  her  face  hidden  in  the  pillow. 
Mrs.  Orrington  walked  over  to  the  bed 
and  laid  a  caressing  arm  around  the  slen- 
der  shoulders. 

"Sally  Jo,  is  it  anything  that  I  can 
help?" 

"No." 

"Would  you  rather  I  should  go  and 
leave  you  alone?" 

There  was  no  answer. 

"Or  shall  I  stay  here  with  you  for  a 
little  while?" 

"Yes,"  in  a  half-whisper. 

"All  right."  And  both  were  quiet. 

After  a  little  while  Sally  Jo  lifted  her 
tear-stained  face  and  looked  searchingly 
into  the  eyes  of  the  older  woman. 

"Mrs.  Orrington,  I  am  afraid,  terribly 
afraid  of  myself.  What  would  you  do  if 
you  loved  a  man  who  loved  you  and 
wanted  to  marry  you,  and  yet  you  felt 
you  could  not?  And  then  another  man 
loved  you,  and  you  felt  you  ought  to 
love  him  and  you  cannot.  What  would 
you  do?" 

There  was  something  tragically  earnest 
in  the  girl's  face,  and  the  older  woman 
looked  at  her  for  a  moment,  sympathetic, 
silent. 

"I  cannot  say,  without  knowing  some- 
thing more  about  the  circumstances.  Why 
can't  you  marry  the  man  you  love?" 


"Well,  you  see,  it's  Mother  more  than 
anything  else,  and — yes — it's  Father  too. 
Years  ago,  before  I  came  to  college  at 
all,  I  thought  that  the  Lord  was  calling 
me  to  go  out  as  a  missionary,  to  some 
Indians  down  in  South  America.  I  was 
hardly  more  than  a  child  then, — it  was 
at  a  girl's  camp, — but  I  thought  I  ought 
to  go.  My  father  and  mother  are  wonder- 
ful Christians,  and  they  were  pleased  that 
I  wanted  to  do  this.  It  was  then  Father 
decided  to  send  me  to  college  that  I  might 
have  the  best  possible  preparation  for  my 
work.  But  these  four  years  since  I  have 
been  here  I  have  come  to  believe  it  is  all 
a  mistake.  I  don't  think  the  Lord  wants 
me  down  there,  and  I  am  very  sure  I 
don't  want  to  go." 

"That's  all  right.  I  don't  see  anything 
strange  about  that.  But  what  has  it  to  do 
with  your  trouble  about  this  man?" 

"Father  and  Mother  think  it  is  because 
I  love  Edward  that  I  have  lost  my  mis- 
sionary  vision,   as  mother  calls  it." 

"Probably  they  are  right,"  smiled  her 
friend.  "It  often  works  that  way.  But  if 
you  are  uncertain  about  your  call,  and 
you  love  this  man,  why  can't  you  marry 
him?  Is  there  a  serious  reason  against  it? 

He  isn't " 

"No,  he's  all  right.  He  has  never  been 
married,  and  he's  just  wonderful.  But — " 
she   hesitated. 
"But  what?" 

"He  isn't  a  Christian.  He  doesn't  mind 
my  being  one  and  says  he  will  never  inter- 
fere, but  he  does  not  care  about  such 
things   himself." 

"Oh!  that's  different."  Mrs.  Orring- 
ton's  face  was  very  grave. 

"Is  that  why  your  parents  object?" 
Sally  Jo  nodded. 

"They  are  right  again,  little  girl.  I 
suppose  they  told  you  that  verse  from  the 
Book,  'Be  ye  not  unequally  yoked  together 
with  unbelievers.'  " 

Sally  Jo  nodded  again.  "But  I  love 
him,"  she  insisted,  "love  him  more  than 
anything  else  in  the  world." 

"Yes,  dear,  I  can  understand  that.  How 
long  have  you  known  this  man?" 

"About  four  years.  I  met  him  early 
that  same  summer  I  felt  the  call  to  go  as 
a  missionary.  We  were  just  starting  to 
go  together  then." 

"And  did  you  know  then  that  he  was 
not  a  Christian?" 

"Pretty  much  I  did.  I  knew  he  didn't 
care  about  those  things." 

"And  yet  you  have  kept  him  in  your 
mind  and  heart  all  these  years  while  you 
were  at  college.  Why  did  you  do  it?" 
There  was  gentle  reproof  in  the  tone. 

"Please,  Mrs.  Orrington,  don't  scold 
me.  I  kept  thinking  all  the  while  that  he 
would  change  some  time  and  then  we 
could  marry.  He  didn't  change,  but  I  did. 
He  is  truthful  and  honorable;  he  says  he 
won't  deceive  me  or  play  the  hypocrite, 
(Continued  on  page  32) 
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A  Little  Child  Shall  Lead  Them 

Agnes  Cripe 

"What  can  be  the  matter  with  Wal- 
ter?" thought  Mrs.  Ellis  as  she  sat  sewing 
in  her  pleasant  sitting  room.  "He  came  in 
very  quietly,  closed  the  door  gently,  and 
even  went  to  the  closet  and  hung  up  his 
books.  Oh,  dear,  I  hope  he  isn't  going  to 
have  another  attack  of  grippe." 

Mrs.  Ellis  shivered  as  she  glanced  out 
of  the  window  on  the  snow-covered 
landscape.  As  she  turned  her  attention 
once  more  to  the  warm,  luxurious  room 
in  which  she  was  seated,  the  door  opened 
and  a  boy  of  ten  years  entered. 

Little  Walter  was  all  that  remained  of 
four  beautiful  children  who,  only  a  year 
before,  romped  gaily  through  the  large 
halls.  That  dread  disease,  diphtheria,  had 
stolen  the  older  and  laughing  little  sisters 
in  one  short  week's  time,  so  that  now,  as 
the  sad  anniversary  came  near,  Mrs.  Ellis' 
heart  ached  for  her  lost  children  and 
yearned  more  jealousy  than  ever  over  her 
remaining  little  one. 

Today  Walter's  merry  face  was  very 
grave,  and  he  looked  very  thoughtful  as 
he  kissed  his  mother  and  climbed  silent- 
ly on  her  lap. 

"What  ails  mother's  pet?  Is  he  sick?" 
she  asked  anxiously. 

"No,  mother,  dear,  I'm  not  sick  but  I 
feel  so  sad.  You  see,"  he  continued  in  an- 
swer   to    her    questioning    look,    "Robbie 
Richmond    and    I    always   walk   together 
when  we  go  to  school.  This  winter  I  have 
noticed    that      he      has    nev- 
er  worn   any   overcoat,      but 
you  know  it  has  been  unusu- 
ally warm  and  I  thought  per- 
haps his  mother  did  not  make 
him  wrap  up  like  you  do  me. 
This  morning  it  was  so  cold 
that     he  shivered,      but      he 
didn't  have  a  heavy  coat  on. 
Of   course,   I   noticed   it,   for 
everyone  else  was  all  bundled 
up,   but   I   did   not   say  any- 
thing as  I  did  not  want  to  be 
impolite.    After    a    while    he 
said,  'My,  I  am  cold,'  and  I 
said,  'Where's  your  overcoat?' 
Then  he  told   me  it  was  too 
small  and  his  father  couldn't 
buy  him  a  new  one  this  win- 
ter.     His   mother     said      she 


would  cut  his  father's  coat  up  for  him, 
only  then  he  would  not  have  any,  and, 
of  course,  he  must  have  one  to  wear  when 
he  goes  to  church  and  to  see  sick  people. 
He  said  that  he  and  his  little  sisters  have 
been  praying  hard  for  them  but  they 
did  not  come  at  Christmas  as  they  ex- 
pected, and  they  are  really  discouraged." 

"Tonight,  mother,"  continued  Wal- 
ter, "he  has  an  awful  cold  and  coughed 
just  like  our  Harry  did  last  year."  Then 
the  long  pent-up  tears  flowed  from  the 
child's  eyes.  As  Mrs.  Ellis  dried  her  small 
sen's  eyes,  he  looked  up  into  her  face  with 
perfect  confidence  and  said,  "The  Lord 
will  answer  Robbie's  prayer,  won't  He, 
Mamma?" 

"Yes,  darling,"  said  Mrs.  Ellis  and  sent 
the  child  to  his  playroom. 

Several  hours  later,  after  Walter  had 
retired,  Mrs.  Ellis  and  her  husband  sat 
chatting  by  the  tea  table. 

"By  the  way,  my  dear,"  remarked  Mrs. 
Ellis,  "what  has  become  of  that  preacher 
Richmond  who  used  to  preach  in  our 
church  several  years  ago  when  we  had  no 
regular  pastor?" 

"Oh,  he  has  a  mission  down  on  the 
other  side  of  the  city,  but  he  lives  down 
this  street  several  blocks  because  Monroe 
gives  him  the  house  rent  free.  I  met  him 
the  other  day.  He  looked  very  seedy.  The 
man  has  wonderful  talents  and  might 
have  a  rich  church  and  improve  himself, 
but  he  is  so  persistent  in  his  ideas,  and, 
of  course,  a  large  church  like  ours  wants 
something  to  attract  and  interest  instead 

A  HYMN  OF  CHILD  WELFARE 
Molly   Whitford   Anderson 

Oh,  God  of  little  children,  whom  those  on  earth  didst  love, 
Look  down  today  and  bless  them  from  heaven   high  above. 
Our  orchards  and  our  vineyards  we  till  with  zealous  care. 
But  child  plants,   unprotected,  are  drooping   everywhere. 

Oh,  God  of  little  children,  teach  us  to  know  their  worth. 
Of  such  shall  be  Thy  Kingdom  in   heaven   and  on  earth. 
And  in  the  great  world  garden  Thy  laborers  are  we, 
To  guard  and  keep  the  blossoms  for  all  eternity. 

Oh,  God  of  little  children,  we  have  no  wealth  beside, 

Teach  us  to  seek  and  save  them  by  efforts  nation  wide. 

To  fight  the  foes  that  threaten,  the  weeds,  the  pests  and  blight, 

For  every  child  plant  growing  is  precious  in  Thy  sight. 

Oh,  God  of  little  children,  the  garden  shall  be  tilled, 

By  those  whose  hearts  are  weakened,  Thy  prophecies  fulfilled. 

The  desert  long  neglected  shall  blossom  as  the  rose, 

With  health  and  hope  and  freedom  for  every  child  that  grows. 

— Christian  Home  Builder,  Aug.,   1936. 


of  such  dogmatic  discourses  as  he  is  ac- 
customed to  giving." 

Then  Mr.  Ellis  settled  down  in  a  large 
comfortable  chair.  He  picked  up  a  news- 
paper and  was  apparently  absorbed,  but 
Mrs.  Ellis  had  not  had  the  opportunity  to 
express  her  troubled  mind,  so  she  con- 
tinued: 

"Walter  was  telling  me  about  the  lit- 
tle boy.   He — " 

"Oh,  yes,"  interrupted  her  husband, 
"he  met  me  in  the  hall  and  poured  out 
the  whole  story.  The  child's  nerves  were 
all  wrought  up.  He  should  not  be  allowed 
to  worry  over  such  things.  He  wants  me 
to  give  up  buying  him  the  new  overcoat 
and  get  a  coat  and  shoes  for  the  Rich- 
mond children,  but  I  have  enough  to  do 
without  clothing  other  people's  children. 
If  Richmond  would  quit  his  foolish  no- 
tions and  use  his  talents  in  the  more  mod- 
ern churches,  he  might  now  be  receiving 
a  good  salary  and  clothing  himself  and 
family  decently." 

"But,  Paul,"  said  Mrs.  Ellis,  "surely 
you  would  not  have  Mr.  Richmond  sac- 
rifice his  convictions  simply  for  money 
and  praise,  when  you  yourself  are  con- 
vinced that  his  doctrines  are  sound.  Be- 
sides he  is  doing  some  good  work  down 
among  the  poorer  classes  of  the  city." 

"Then  let  the  poor  give  enough  to  keep 
him,"   Mr.   Ellis   suggested. 

"They  do  go  far  beyond  their  means. 
The  Lord  calls  upon  such  as  us  to  give.  I 
know  it  has  been  an  unusually  hard  year, 
but  the  Lord  has  blessed  us. 
I  feel  very  sad  as  the  anniver- 
sary of  our  darlings'  departure 
draws  near,  and  I  dread  to 
think  of  any  little  ones  suf- 
fering while  we  could  so  easily 
help  them." 

"I  don't  see  how  you  can 
feel  that  we  have  been  so 
blessed.  When  the  house  is  so 
quiet,  and  I  think  of  those 
little  graves  in  the  cemetery 
I  feel  very  bitter." 

"Paul,  my  dear  husband," 
said  Mrs.  Ellis  quietly,  "don't 
feel  that  way.  Just  think  of 
our  three  treasures  in  Heaven. 
Remember  also  that  we  have 
one  left  to  live  for,  to  train. 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


On  Mother's  Day 


Rex  Armstrong,  seated  at 
paper  and  ink  before  him,  pen  in  hand, 
knit  his  brows  and  bit  his  lips.  "I  ought 
to  go  home,  I  suppose,"  he  said  slowly. 

His  visitor  uttered  an  impatient  ex- 
clamation, "You  can  go  home  any  time. 
You  won't  get  a  chance  to  try  the  new 
launch  again,  for  Ainslee's  going  to  take 
it  away  with  him  up  north." 

"But — I  haven't  written  for  months. 
Mother's  been  writing,  and  I  haven't  even 
written  to  her  as  often  as  I  should  have 

"    He    broke    off    suddenly    at    the 

other's  derisive   laugh. 

"Still  tied  to  mamma's  apron  strings?" 

Rex  flushed  angrily. 

"Come  on!"  His  friend  did  not  give 
him  a  chance  to  reply.  "Your  mother  will 
always  be  there.  You  can  go  home  any 
day.  You  can't  go  out  with  this  crowd 
any  day  except  tomorrow.  Don't  spoil  the 
fun." 

Rex  hesitated.  It  was  true  he  could  go 
home  any  time.  It  was  true,  too,  as  Riley 
said,  that  Ainslee's  new  launch  would  be 
taken  up  north  by  its  owner  for  the  whole 
summer. 

"We'll  look  for  you!"  Riley  noted  the 
hesitation  and  took  advantage  of  it.  "Be 
sure  to  be  at  the  wharf  by  nine." 

The  door  banged  after  him,  and  Rex 
was  left  with  his  unfinished  letter.  For  a 
long  time  he  sat  with  brows  contracted 
and  his  lips  compressed;  then  he  wrote 
hurriedly: 

"Dear  Mother:  Sorry  I  can't  get  off 
to  spend  tomorrow  with  you,  but  busi- 
ness unforeseen " 

He  hesitated,  then  scratched  out  "busi- 
ness" and  wrote  in  its  place,  "something 
unforeseen  keeps  me  here." 

He  hesitated  again,  then  added: 

"Hope  to  get  home  soon.  With  love, 
Rex." 

It  was  a  poor  substitute  for  the  letter 
he  knew  his  mother  had  been  expecting 
for  so  long,  but  which  he  was  always  too 
hurried  to  write — and,  to  tell  the  truth, 
which  it  was  rather  hard  for  him  to  write, 
for  Rex's  life  of  late  had  been  such  that 
one  of  his  old,  free,  open,  confidential 
letters  to  his  mother  was  out  of  the  ques- 
tion. He  tried  to  salve  his  conscience 
about  it  in  numerous  ways,  but  couldn't 
do  much  at  that. 

"She  won't  get  this  letter  until  Mon- 
day," he  thought  suddenly.  "Better  tele- 
graph." 

He  clapped  his  hat  on  and  hurried  to 

the   telegraph  office.   The  terse  message 

was  sent,  and  Rex  returned  to  his  room, 

trying    to   shake   off   the   uncomfortable 

feeling  which  he  could  not  dispel. 
*    *    *    * 

A    noisy    greeting    awaited    him    from 


Author  Unknown 
the    table,      the  boys  when  he  appeared  on  the  wharf 


the  next  morning  in  May.  Many  pleasure 
parties  anxious  to  make  the  most  of  the 
fine  spring  weather,  the  first  opportunity 
of  the  season  to  go  boating,  were  there 
with    their    boats,    large   and    small. 

"There's  Ainslee's!  Isn't  she  a  beaut?" 
Riley  pointed  out  a  trim  little  launch 
moored  at  one  end  of  the  wharf. 

Rex's  eyes  sparkled.  If  there  was  one 
thing  on  earth  he  wanted  more  than  any- 
thing else  it  was  a  motor  launch;  but,  of 
course,  it  was  out  of  the  question  for 
him.  He  had  no  rich  father,  as  Fred  Ains- 
lee  had.  Nearly  all  his  salary  went  toward 
his  living  expenses;  and  a  little — such  a 
very  little — found  its  way  to  his  widowed 
mother  back  in  the  old  home  in  the  coun- 
try. 

"Ainslee's  a  lucky  dog!"  exclamed  Ri- 
ley. 

"He  told  us  to  be  here  by  nine  o'clock 
sharp.  I  bet  he  won't  show  up  before 
eleven  at  the  earliest,"  laughed  Bates. 

"He's  such  a  lazy  chap;  gets  up  when 
he  pleases — has  what  he  pleases." 

The  three  young  men  went  over  to  the 
motor  boat,  seating  themselves  in  it  to 
wait   for  its  owner. 

"Hope  Ainslee  doesn't  forget  the  bot- 
tles," laughed  Bates. 

"Bottles?"  Rex  shuddered  at  the 
thought  of  his  mother,  and  how  she  had 
pleaded  with  him  never  to  touch  liquor 
in  any  form. 

"Trust  him,"  said  Riley.  "Did  you  ever 
know  him  to  go  anywhere  and  forget 
them?" 

The  other  boys  joined  in  the  laugh. 

Just  then  a  sound  reached  their  ears 
from  the  other  end  of  the  wharf.  It  was 
a  woman's  voice,  high  and  shrill.  She  was 
singing  the  familiar  song,  "Tell  Mother 
I'll  Be  There." 

Rex  started  almost  as  if  he  had  been 
shot.  With  flushed  cheeks  and  startled 
gaze  he  looked  in  the  direction  of  the 
singer. 

A  few  soldiers  of  the  Salvation  Army 
were  holding  a  meeting  on  the  crowded 
wharf.  A  woman  among  them  in  the 
regular  Salvation  Army  garb  was  singing 
in  a  clear,  strong  voice. 

"Tell  mother  I'll  be  there,"  mocked 
Bates  in  a  high  voice. 

The  singer  stopped;  another  woman 
began  speaking  to  the  group  of  listeners. 

"  'Tell  Mother  I'll  Be  There,'  "  she 
repeated.  "I  wonder  how  many  of  you 
boys  have  mothers  who  are  waiting  for 
you!" 

The  words  pierced  Rex's  heart  like  a 
knife. 

"How  many  of  those  mothers  are  wait- 
ing, looking,  praying  for  you?  There  isn't 


a  mother's  son  of  you  who  hasn't  a  mother 
somewhere — here  or  in  the  home  above — 
waiting,  looking,  hoping  for  you.  I  know 
it.  And  what  are  you  doing  for  your 
mother?  Are  you  repaying  that  mother 
for  her  care,  her  devotion,  her  sacrifice? 
Are  you  living  up  to  her  teachings,  or 
have  you  formed  habits  that  you  would 
not  for  the  world  have  her  know  of?  Are 
you  the  comfort  you  ought  to  be  to  her, 
or  is  she  looking  in  vain?  Is  she  breaking 
her  heart  this  Mother's  Day  over  your 
neglect? 

"You  boys,"  she  looked  straight  toward 
the  boat  in  which  Rex  and  his  compan- 
ions were  seated,  "you  boys  who  have 
mothers  on  earth  today  and  who  are  neg- 
lecting them,  and  breaking  their  hearts, 
go  back  to  them  and  show  them  some  of 
the  love  and  appreciation  for  which  they 
are  hungering  and  thirsting.  Go  back  be- 
fore it  is  too  late  and  you  bring  down 
on  your  heads  a  whole  lifetime  of  grief 
and  remorse.  Go  back  to  them  on  this 
mothers  on  earth  today  and  who  are  neg- 
warm  their  hearts.  Let  them  see  that  you 
do  care  for  them,  that  you  do  appreciate 
the  sacrifice  they  have  made  for  you.  Let 
them  see  that  you  are  going  to  be  the  man 
they  want  you  to  be " 

"Fellows,"  broke  in  Rex,  "I'm  going." 

"He's  going  back  to  home  and  moth- 
er!" mocked  Bates. 

"I'm  going  to  catch  the  nine-thirty 
train  to  mother.  You  can  tell  Ainslee." 

His  heart  beat  rapidly.  He  was  sorry 
he  had  sent  the  telegram;  but  he  would 
be  there!  He  would  show  his  mother  that 
he  did  love  her,  that  he  remembered  her 
sacrifice  for  him,  that  he  would  try  to 
be  the  man  she  wanted  him  to  be,  before 
it  was  too  late. 

Reaching  the  station  just  as  the  nine- 
thirty  train  pulled  out,  he  jumped  on  the 
platform,  entered  the  car  and  sat  breath- 
less. Most  of  the  people  wore  white  car- 
nations. He  wished  he  had  one,  too.  He 
would  have  one  next  year. 

As  the  train  sped  along  his  thoughts 
were  all  of  his  mother.  He  had  not  meant 
to  get  in  with  the  crowd  and  be  led  away 
from  the  path  which  his  mother  wanted 
him  to  follow.  It  had  been  so  gradual,  so 
easy.  But  it  would  be  different  now.  He 
would  tell  her  all.  He  would  start  over 
again.  His  heart  was  full  when  he  reached 
the  station.  On  the  platform  stood  the 
ticket   agent. 

"How-do,  Armstrong!  Too  bad  about 
your  mother." 

Rex  started.  "What  do  you  mean?"  he 
said. 

"Hadn't  you  got  the  word?  They  tele- 
graphed to  you  this  morning.  She  was 
taken  to  the  hospital  at  Montrose  last 
night." 

Rex  gave  a  wild  glance  about  him. 

"Yes,"  he  continued,  "she's  been  ailing 
for  some  time — the  neighbors  all  saw  it. 
(Continued   on   page    33) 
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TO  THE  SHUT-IN 

E.  J.  Blades 

We  may  be  "shut-ins"  perhaps,  but  let 
us  always  remember,  we  are  never  "shut 
out"  from  God!  nor  from  the  abiding 
presence  of  His  Holy  Spirit!  What  a  bless- 
ing it  is  to  feel  and  to  know  that  while 
He  has  laid  us  by,  for  the  time  being,  for 
a  few  days,  maybe  weeks,  or  months,  and 
perhaps,  in  some  cases,  years!  we  can  still 
realize  and  know  that  HE  is  with  us, 
guiding  and  directing  in  all  our  thoughts, 
ways  and  feelings,  and  helping  us  to  bear 
up  bravely,  and  to  keep  fighting  for  vic- 
tory over  self,  suffering,  pain,  and  an- 
guish, both  of  mind  and  body!  And  that 
we  are  able,  through  the  grace  == 
given  us,  to  overcome,  no  mat- 
ter how  long  we  have  been 
shut  in,  the  things  that  seem 
to  try  so  hard  to  draw  us  away 
from  God,  and  to  kill  our  faith 
in  the  presence  and  power  of 
His  most  Holy  Spirit. 

And  how  often  our  old  ene- 
my, Satan,  comes  along,  and 
whispers  in  our  hearts  and  ears 
that  God  was  heartless  and 
cruel  to  place  us  in  such  a  po- 
sition as  He  has  when  He  "shut 
us  in,"  and  made  us  feel  per- 
haps all  alone,  neglected  and 
solitary. 

Then,  dear  one,  let  us  seek  to 
know  Him,  and  understand 
Him  better,  especially  when  He 
says  to  you  and  to  me,  "I  am 
the  way,  the  truth,  and  the  life: 
no  man  cometh  unto  the 
Father,  but  by  me,"  and  let 
us  listen  to  Him  when  He 
says,  "Let  not  your  heart  be 
troubled:  ye  believe  in  God,  be- 
lieve also  in  me.  In  my  Father's 
house  are  many  mansions:  if  it 
were  not  so,  I  would  have  told 
you.  I  go  to  prepare  a  place  for 
you.  And  if  I  go  and  prepare  a 
place  for  you,  I  will  come 
again,  and  receive  you  unto 
myself;  that  where  I  am,  there 
ye  may  be  also."  A  wonderful 
promise,  is  it  not?  And  so  full 
of  gracious  consolation  for  all, 
and  especially  for  those  who  are 
for  the  time  being  Shut-ins! 
Just  why,  we  cannot  under- 
stand, but  we  know  that  He 
knows  best,  and  let  us  remem- 
ber that 

"T,will  not  be  long!  Be  patient 


Shut-ins,  knowing 

That  God  knows  what  is  best; 

His  will  decrees  our  coming  and  our  go- 
ing- 

Let  us  trust  Him  for  the  rest. 

Be  sure  of  this,  He  never  is  mistaken, 

His  plans  are  wise  and  just, 

And  never  yet  has  He  a  soul   forsaken, 

That  puts  in  Him  its  trust. 

'Twill  not  be  long!  A  little  while  of  wait- 


For  God  to  whisper — Come! 
Then  Heaven  for  all  earth  trials  compen- 
sating, 
And  Home!  Eternal  Home!" 


may  be  now,  let  us  remember  it  will  soon 
be  ours  to  be  Home  at  last,  eternally  with 
God  our  Father  and  Savior  Christ,  and  to 
realize  the  wonderful  truth  of  that  prom- 
ise, "Beloved,  now  are  we  the  sons  of 
God,  and  it  doth  not  yet  appear  what  we 
shall  be:  but  we  know  that,  when  he 
shall  appear,  we  shall  be  like  him;  for  we 
shall  see  him  as  he  is!" 

A  Shut-in 


Th 


at  s  it  mends 


THE  CHRIST  OF   LIFE'S   DARK   ROAD 

R.  E.  Johnson 

Were  there  no   Christ  to  hear  our  fainting  call, 
Or  lift  us  when  in  darkness  we  near  fall, 
When  hearts  are  heavy  and  the  way  unknown, 
Or   burdens   unto   great   proportions   grown — 
These  things  how  could  we  bear, 
Were  there  no  Christ  to  care? 

Were  there  no  light  to  shine  upon  the  way 
Made  dark  by  clouds  that  gather  day  by  day, 
Were  there  no  way  marked  out  for  weary  feet, 
No  rays  of  Truth  to  gleam  where  falsehoods  meet, 
Were  there  no  life  in  Him, 
How  rough  the  way  and  dim! 

I'm  glad  He  is  the  Christ  of  Life's  dark  road 
Who,  passing  by,  fails  not  to  lift  the  load 
And  speak  His  peace  and  joy  unto  the  soul 
Careworn  and  sad,  who  finds  itself  made  whole, 
By  His  own  tender  hand 
Uplifted,  made  to  stand! 


As  I  lie  here  in  my  bed  just  thinking 
back   over   my   whole   life,    when   I   was 
able  to  work  and  take  care  of  my  family, 
I  can  see  my  failures.  I  thought  I  was  a 
Shut-ins  though  we     pretty  good   fellow   then,   although   wife 

and  I   never  got   along   as   we 

should.  We  did  not  have  what 
you  would  call  a  happy  home. 
We  had  a  tough  time  trying  to 
make  a  living.  We  both  worked 
hard.  Then  sickness  overtook 
us.  Our  oldest  girl  five  years 
of  age  passed  away.  That  al- 
most killed  us.  In  two  months 
and  two  weeks  our  baby  took 
sick  and  passed  away.  Then  my 
mother  died.  I  told  my  wife 
that  something  was  wrong,  but 
as  I  was  sick  at  that  time  it  was 
hard  for  me  to  understand 
where  the  trouble  lay. 

Just  as  soon  as  I  could  I 
went  to  the  library  and  got  me 
a  Bible.  When  I  had  read  it  for 
a  while  I  soon  found  out  what 
was  wrong  with  my  home.  We 
were  too  tired  to  go  to  church 
and  didn't  have  time  to  pray.  I 
did  not  know  how  to  pray  and 
didn't  know  whether  my  wife 
could  pray  or  not,  I  had  never 
heard  her. 

I  have  been  in  the  hospital 
now  for  seven  years.  I  can  see 
everything  plain  now.  Our  sins 
are  sure  to  overtake  us.  When 
you  get  sick,  flat  of  your  back, 
no  friends,  no  love,  just  a 
heart-broken  patient,  it  takes 
prayer  to  bring  love  in  your 
heart.  Most  of  us  don't  pray. 
We  let  ourselves  fall  for  sin. 
We  may  look  pretty  on  the 
outside,  but  break  us  open,  like 
an  apple,  and  look  on  the  in- 
side and  you  will  see  nothing 
but  sin.  It  is  just  like  a  nice 
hospital.  The  doctors  have 
made  it  pretty  on  the  outside, 
but  just  go  on  the  inside  and 
(Continued  on  page   30) 
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Home,  Siveet  Home 

"What  a  beautiful  child,"  you  exclaim 
when  you  see  a  golden-haired,  blue-eyed 
chubby  little  fellow.  But  with  what  dis- 
gust you  express  your  feelings  when  you 
see  that  same  child  scream  and  strike  at 
his  mother.  Did  you  ever  think  that  the 
mother  had  practically  nothing  to  do 
with  the  looks  of  her  child,  but  every- 
thing to  do  with  his  actions? 

From  the  moment  her  baby  is  born  a 
mother  is  never  "off  duty."  The  very 
early  years  determine  the  trend  of  the 
child's  whole  life,  the  years  in  which 
mother  has  almost  complete  charge  of 
him.  Every  action,  every  tone  of  the 
mother's  voice  become  part  of  the  child's 
education,  factors  in  the  forming  of  his 
character.  A  wise  mother  guards  her 
tongue,  censors  her  actions,  controls  her 
emotions  and  plans  carefully  what  her 
child  sees  and  hears.  —  Christian  Home 
Builder. 

Reflections  of  a  Mother 

"I  see  it  now.  If  only  I  had  seen  it  then. 
But  it  is  too  late.  The  children  are  nearly 
grown.  I  must  abide  by  all  my  mistakes." 

"You  seem  to  be  in  a  reflective  mood 
today,  Mrs.  Harwood.  Why  the  depres- 
sion?" 

"Regrets,  you  mean,  Helen  dear.  Some- 
times I  long  to  warn  all  young  mothers  to 
avoid  my  blunders." 

"Well,  begin  on  me.     I'm     a     young 
mother  with   two  lively  offspring. 
What  should  I  do  and  not  do  to  give 
me    a    satisfied    feeling    fifteen    or 
twenty  years  from  now?" 

"Such  advice  is  seldom  heeded, 
my  dear,  but  listen,  anyway.  Some- 
thing I  say  may  help  you.  If  you 
care  to,  ask  questions  as  I  ramble 
along.  I'll  go  way  back  to  when  we 
began  life  together,  Fred  and  I. 
Picture,  if  you  can,  the  beginnings 
of  my  married  life — a  good  Chris- 
tian husband,  plenty  of  friends, 
church  affiliations,  in  fact,  the  best 
surroundings  for  making  life  ideal. 


We  really  intended  making  ours  a  Chris- 
tian home,  I'm  sure,  but  instead  of  being 
definite  about  it,  we  drifted  along  day  by 
day,  coming  and  going  like  the  rest,  but 
doing  nothing  special  either  to  shape  our 
own  lives  or  others.  Now  I  clearly  see  we 
were  sidestepping  the  issue,  not  taking  our 
task  seriously  or  defining  what  we  meant 
by  a  Christian  home." 

"I  don't  believe  Jack  and  I  have  ever 
done  that  either,  Mrs.  Harwood,  and  we 
are  both  Christians." 

"Well,  you  see  married  life  is  some- 
what of  a  business,  a  partnership  you 
know.  Firms  need  to  take  inventory,  to 
buy  in  stock,  to  know  periodically  how 
they  stand.  A  Christian  home  should  have 
an  ideal,  an  aim.  It  pays  to  check  up  occa- 
sionally to  see  whether  that  ideal  is  being 
realized.  Certain  standards  must  be  set, 
daily  and  weekly  activities  planned,  goals 
in  physical,  mental,  social  and  spiritual 
attainments  decided  upon." 

"Now,  Mrs.  Harwood,  aren't  you  mak- 
ing this  altogether  too  much  of  a  busi- 
ness? Sounds  rather  preachy  to  me." 

"Maybe  so.  To  be  more  concrete  then, 
let  me  say  that  it  will  pay  a  young  couple 
one  thousandfold  to  be  in  dead  earnest  to 
make  their  home  truly  Christian,  the  kind 
which  emanates  the  Spirit  of  the  Master. 
To  do  this  takes  time,  thought,  careful 
reading  and  application." 

"I'm  sure  you're  right.  I  feel  guilty 
already.  I  wish  Jack  could  hear  what  you 
have  said.  May  we  run  over  some  evening 
and  go  on   with  our  talk?" 

"If  you  feel  helped,  Helen,  nothing 
would  delight  me  more.  I  still  have  many 
reflections,  regrets,  or  whatever  you  call 
them,  to  tell  you  about." 

"We'll  surely  be  on  hand  some  evening 
soon,  Mrs.  Harwood.  Good-bye." — Chris- 
tian Home  Builder.    (Watch  next  issue.) 


"We  thank   Thee  for  our  daily  bread." 


Grace  at  Meals 

Are  we  not  enjoined  to  "follow  in  His 
steps"?  Did  not  Jesus  thank  the  Father 
for  food?  (See  Luke  24:30.)  Did  not  He 
give  thanks  before  partaking  of  that  last 
supper?  Is  it  not  a  beautiful  custom  thus 
to  arrest  attention  for  a  brief  moment  on 
the  Giver  of  all? 

Christians  assent  to  the  worth  of  this 
act  of  devotion,  yet  they  realize  how 
true  it  is  that  it  can  become  perfunctory, 
thus  lessening  greatly  its  value.  With  a 
little  thought  and  planning  these  few 
minutes  a  day  can  be  made  highly  con- 
tributive  to  the  spiritual  life.  The  fol- 
lowing suggestions  may  be  of  help: 

1.  Do  not  let  "grace  at  meals"  be- 
come a  hurry-up  proposition.  On  the 
other  hand,  it  should  be  brief  and  full  of 
meaning. 

2.  That  there  may  be  variety,  keep  a 
notebook  of  ways  of  procedure  and  any 
suggestions  that  may  occur  from  time  to 
time. 

3.  Different  members  of  the  family 
should   be  encouraged  to  take  part. 

4.  A  mentioning  of  "blessings"  may  be 
followed  by  silent  prayer. 

5.  A  thanksgiving  verse  may  be  re- 
cited in  unison  with  heads  bowed. 

6.  Now  and  then  each  member  of  the 
family  might  write  a  "grace"  which 
could  be  reserved  for  future  use. 

7.  This  is  a  most  appropriate  time  to 
keep  in  mind  "food  for  the  spirit"  as  well 
as  food  for  the  body. 

8.  Limited  though  it  be,  aim  always  to 
make  this  occasion  truly  devotional. 

9.  Once  a  week  (perhaps  Sunday 
noon),  and  in  special  occasions,  "grace" 
may  be  sung.  For  this  purpose  a  sheet  of 
appropriate  selections — ten  or  more — 
should  be  available.  Such  verses  as 
"Father,  we  thank  thee  for  this  food," 
"Be  present  at  this  table,  Lord,"  "Break 
thou  the  bread  of  life,"  are  suggested. 

10.  Even  when  the  family  is  not  pres- 
ent, this  moment  of  thanksgving  should 
not  be  omitted. 

We  shall  welcome  any  other  sugges- 
tions regarding  this  important  exercise 
of  the  Spirit.  Write  us  of  your  experi- 
ences. 

— Christian  Home  Builder,  Aug.,  1936. 


What  Causes  Unhappiness  in 
the  Home? 

1.  Selfishness. 

2.  Determination  to  have  one's 
way. 

3.  Failure  to  maintain  after  wed- 
lock the  little  courtesies  that  are 
commonplaces  before. 

4.  Irritability. 

5.  Failure  to  study  the  tone  of 
voice.  There  are  three  voice  tones 
which    make    for     disaster     in    the 

(Continued  on  page  30) 
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WHY  I  KNOW  THE  BIBLE  IS  THE 
WORD  OF  GOD 


By  Wm.  E.  Biederwolf 
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Marvelous    Influence   on 
World 

I  wonder  if  Queen  Victoria  was  right 
when  she  said,  "The  Bible  is  the  secret 
of   England's   greatness." 

I  wonder  if  Mr.  Green  in  his  "History 
of  the  English  People,"  was  right  when 
he  said,  "The  effect  of  the  Bible  on  the 
character  of  the  people  at  large  was 
simply  amazing." 

I  wonder  if  Canon  Farrar  was  right 
when  he  said,  "It  was  the  Bible  that  made 
America  what  she  is." 

Let  us  frankly  ask  ourselves  the  ques- 
tion, Which  went  first  into  China  and 
India  and  Africa  and  South  America,  the 
steel  plow  and  the  twine  binder  or  the 
Bible?  "Which  went  first,  such  measure  of 
law  and  order  and  decency  as  now  ob- 
tains, or  the  Word  of  God? 

We  have  not  forgotten  that  infidel 
Ingersol  said,  "Wherever  the  Bible  has 
been  read,  men  have  immediately  com- 
menced cutting  each  other's  throats. 
Wherever  that  Bible  has  been  circulated, 
men  have  commenced  hating  each  other 
with  all  their  hearts."  But  let  us  turn 
from  infidel  oratory  at  $200.00  per  night 
to   cold-blooded,   indisputable   facts. 

In  England,  a  Bible  land,  there  is  only 
one  murder  to  every  178,000  inhabitants. 
In  Holland,  a  Bible  country,  there  is  only 
one  murder  to  every  100,000  of  the  in- 
habitants. In  Spain  where  there  is  no  Bible, 
there  is  one  murder  for  every  4,113  in- 
habitants. In  Rome  there  is  one  to  every 
950  inhabitants. 

Once  more,  in  London,  a  Bible  city, 
there  are  four  illegitimate  children  for 
every  100  legitimate  ones.  In  Paris,  where 
the  Bible  is  scarcely  ever  read,  there  are 
48  for  every  100,  and  in  Rome,  where 
this  Book  is  suppressed,  for  every  100 
legitimate  children  there  are  243  illegiti- 
mate ones. 

France  burned  her  Bible  and  she  has 
had  fifteen  governments  in  less  than  a 
hundred  years.  Poor  Mexico,  deprived  of 
the  Word  of  God  through  priestcraft,  has 
gone  through  baptism  after  baptism  of 
riot  and  bloodshed  and  death.  She  has  had 
sixty  revolutions  since  1820  and  is  at  it 
yet. 

What  Victor  Hugo  said  to  Spain  and 


Italy  may  well  be  said  to  any  nation  that 
has  ever  known  God,  or  has  repudiated 
and  turned  away  from  His  Word:  "There 
is  a  book,"  said  he,  "which  is  an  emana- 
tion from  above — the  Book,  the  Bible. 
You  have  prescribed  it.  Now  let  us  see 
your  pupils."  I  have  just  been  giving  you 
a  few  samples  as  between  the  pupils  of 
Bible  lands  and  otherwise,  and  the  con- 
trast can  speak  for  itself. 

Charles  Darwin  was  strongly  preju- 
diced against  the  supernatural,  but  he 
frankly  confessed  that  the  Bible  had  done 
for  the  Terra-del  Fuegans  what  he 
thought  was  impossible. 

What  did  Darwin  mean  when  he  said, 
"A  man  about  to  be  shipwrecked  on  some 
unknown  coast  will  devoutly  pray  that 
the  lesson  of  the  missionary  will  have 
reached  that  far"?  He  meant  that  where 
the  Gospel  had  not  gone,  civilization  had 
not  gone,  and  that  a  shipwrecked  man 
under  these  conditions  might  eventually 
find  himself  headed  for  the  soup  tureen 
of  a   tribe  of  husky  cannibals. 

The  infidel  has  kept  himself  busy  be- 
rating the  Bible,  but  we  note  amusingly 
that  he  always  manages  to  hang  around 
where  its  shadow  falls.  He  knows  that 
otherwise  he  would  get  into  embarrassing 
circumstances   with   regard   to  his  scalp. 

We  cannot  help  but  repeat  the  story  of 
the  two  infidels,  an  uncle  and  a  nephew, 
who  were  shipwrecked  on  the  shores  of 
a  wild  island  known  to  have  been  inhab- 
ited by  cannibals.  They  hid  under  the 
bushes  in  the  daytime  and  scoured  about 
a  bit  in  nighttime  for  a  few  herbs  and 
other  means  of  living.  One  morning  the 
nephew  said,  "Uncle,  I'm  getting  tired  of 
this  and  I  have  made  up  my  mind  that 
I  would  about  as  lief  furnish  a  meal  for 
the  cannibals  as  to  lie  around  under  these 
bushes  and  starve  to  death,  and  I  am  go- 
ing on  a   reconnoitering  expedition." 

On  a  little  hill   a  bit  in  the  distance 


was  a  large  tree  and  he  climbed  up  into 
its  branches  and  looked  about  in  the  dif- 
ferent directions.  All  at  once  he  let  loose, 
came  tearing  down  the  tree  and  bounded 
down  into  the  presence  of  his  uncle  so 
fast  that  his  uncle  thought  the  whole 
cannibal  tribe  was  after  him. 

"Uncle,  Uncle,"  he  exclaimed,  "we're 
dead  safe;  we're  dead  safe!  I  saw  the  spire 
of  a  church!" 

And  profane,  unbelieving  infidels 
though  they  were,  they  knew  that  where 
the  church  pointed  its  spire  toward  the 
sky  there  the  Bible  had  gone,  and  there 
the  gospel  had  been  preached,  and  there 
human  life  was  held  in  due  regard. 

It's  strange  that  these  infidels  who 
don't  like  churches  and  Bibles  and  Sunday 
schools  and  preachers  and  deacons,  and  so 
on,  don't  move;  they  can  still  find  a  few 
places   that   are  without   them. 

Everybody  knows  that  where  the  Bible 
has  gone  it  has  made  things  safe.  Have 
you  ever  seen  a  rogue's  museum?  If  you 
have,  you  have  found  there  guns  and  dirks 
and  sandbags  and  brass  knuckles  and 
skeleton  keys,  but  you  never  found  a  Bible 
in  the  whole  kit. 

If  you  know  the  history  of  human  lib- 
erty and  civil  government,  you  know  the 
place  the  Bible  has  held  in  it  all.  One  of 
the  most  significant  monuments  in  the 
world  stands  on  the  village  green,  the 
battlefield  of  Lexington.  It  is  a  massive 
pulpit  with  an  open  Bible  lying  on  it, 
cut  from  the  everlasting  granite. 

If  you  know  the  history  of  education, 
you  know  the  pilgrim  fathers  built  first 
the  church  and  then  the  schoolhouse  and 
that  all  the  way  from  this  humble  be- 
ginning to  the  great  university  the  work 
was  conceived  and  carried  on  by  men  who 
loved  the  Bible  and  whom  the  Bible  in- 
spired with  a  love  for  learning. 

If  you  know  the  history  of  jurispru- 
dence, you  know  the  Bible  is  the  foun- 
dation of  law  in  all  the  civilized  nations 
of  the  earth. 

If  you  know  the  history  of  literature, 
you  know  that  Mr.  Green  in  his  History 
of  England,  declared  that  "as  a  mere 
literary  monument  the  English  version  of 
the  Bible  remains  the  noblest  example  of 
the  English  tongue." 

You  know,  also,  that  Ruskin  said  of 
himself,  "I  owe  to  the  Bible  the  best  part 
of  my  taste  in  literature." 

You  know  also,  that  Hall  Caine  said 
of  his  own  writings,  "Whatever  strong 
situations  I  have  in  my  books  are  not  of 
my  own  creation,  but  are  taken  from  the 
Bible.  'The  Bondsman'  is  the  story  of 
Esau  and  Jacob;  'The  Scapegoat'  is  the 
story  of  Eli  and  his  sons,  and  'The  Manx- 
man' is  the  story  of  David  and  Uriah." 
You  know  also,  that  in  Shakespeare 
there  are  187  actual  quotations  from  the 
Bible  and  5  51  allusions  to  it;  that  in 
Tennyson  there  are  400  references  to  the 
(Continued   on   page    31) 
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If  Does  Not  Pay 

To  "have  a  good  time"  at  the  expense 
of  an  uneasy  conscience  the  next  morn- 
ing. 

To  lose  our  temper  at  the  expense  of 
losing   a   friend. 

To  cheat  a  corporation  at  the  expense 
of  robbing  our  own  souls. 

To  go  to  church  in  the  morning,  if 
we  are  planning  to  go  to  the  devil  in  the 
evening. 

To  have  an  enemy  if  we  can  have  a 
friend. 

To  sow  wild  oats  if  we  have  to  buy 
our  own  crop. 

To  spend  the  last  half  of  life  in  re- 
morse or  regret  for  the  first  half. 

To  be  discourteous,  irreverent,  cynical, 
cruel,  or  vulgar. 

To  give  God  the  husks  instead  of  the 
heart. 

To  live  at  all  unless  we  live  for  all. — 
Charles  M.  Sheldon. 

No  Compromise 

A  number  of  years  ago  in  Washington 
I  was  returning  from  visiting  friends  one 
cold  night  in  January,  when  our  car 
stopped  suddenly.  It  showed  no  disposi- 
tion to  move  on,  so  I  asked  the  conductor 
what  was  wrong. 

"A  car  off  the  track  ahead,"  he  said. 

As  cold  as  the  night  was,  I  got  off 
with  him  to  investigate,  and  found  the 
car  in  such  a  position  as  to  block  our 
progress  entirely.  I  turned  to  my  friend, 
the  conductor,  and  said,  "It  seems  to  me 
that  the  car  is  not  off  the  track.  If  it 
were,  we  could  go  on." 

"That's  right,"  he  said,  "the  trouble  is 
it  is  partly  on  and  partly  off." 

Those  who  hinder  the  work  of  Christ's 
kingdom  are  not  only  the  avowed  unbe- 
lievers, but  those  partly  on  and  partly  off 
the  track. — S.  S.  Journal. 

Why  Take  Such  A  Risk? 

Chapman 
Let  it  be  remembered  that  we  have  a 
responsibility  to  others.  Some  years  ago 
on  the  Irish  Sea  a  terrible  storm  was  rag- 
ing. It  was  known  that  just  off  the  coast 
a  vessel  was  going  to  pieces.  Suddenly 
two  men,  an  old  sea  captain  and  his  son, 
put  out  through  the  storm.  Everybody 
tried  to  persuade  them  not  to  do  so,  for 
it  seemed  to  be  absolutely  useless.  Over 
the  waves,  which  appeared  almost  moun- 
tain high,  they  pushed  along,  until  at 
last,  amid  the  cheers  of  the  waiting 
throng,    they    returned    with    their   little 


boat  filled  with  those  who  had  been  all 
but  lost  upon  the  ship.  When  the  minister 
said  to  the  sea  captain,  "Why  do  you  do 
this?  Why  take  such  a  risk?"  he  answered, 
"I  have  been  there  myself,  and  I  know 
the  danger."  It  is  because  we  have  been 
once  in  sin  and  now  are  redeemed  by  the 
precious  blood  of  Christ  that  we  may  say 
something  to  those  who  are  about  us. — 
Wesleyan  Methodist. 

Evidence 

H.  T.  Kerr 
A  generation  ago  Charles  Bradlaugh, 
an  atheist,  challenged  Hugh  Prince 
Hughes,  a  godly  minister,  to  debate  with 
him  the  truth  of  the  Christian  faith.  The 
challenge  was  immediately  accepted  in 
these  words:  "The  courts,  as  a  rule,  in 
rendering  their  verdicts,  do  not  rely  solely 
upon  the  arguments  of  the  lawyers  on 
either  side.  They  carefully  scrutinize  the 
evidence  offered  by  those  who  have  first- 
hand knowledge  of  the  facts.  I  will  bring 
with  me  to  the  debate,  one  hundred  men 
and  women  who  have  been  saved  from 
lives  of  sin  by  the  gospel  of  Christ.  They 
will  give  their  evidence  and  you  will  be 
allowed  to  cross-examine  them.  I  will  ask 
that  you  bring  with  you  one  hundred 
men  and  women  who  have  been  similarly 
helped  by  the  gospel  of  infidelity  which 
you  preach."  The  debate  was  abandoned. 
The  agnostic  had  no  evidence.  The  Chris- 
tian  had   evidence. — The  Elim   Evangel. 

The  Inexorable  Law  of  the  Harvest 

A  man  rocked  a  boat  to  see  if  it  would 
tip.  It  did. 

A  laborer  stepped  on  a  nail  to  see  if 
it   would  go  through  his  shoe.  It  did. 

A  man  looked  into  a  gun  to  see  if  it 
was  loaded.  It  was. 

A  woman  looked  into  a  patent  medi- 
cine booklet  to  see  if  she  was  sick.  She 
was. 

Last  June  a  helper  smelled  escaping  gas 
and  lit  a  piece  of  oily  waste  to  find  the 
leak.   He  found  it. 

A  young  girl  kept  late  hours  to  see  if 
it  really  would  injure  her  office  work. 
And  it  did. 

A  young  man  tried  drinking  to  see  if 
it  would  make  him  behave  like  a  fool. 
It   did.— Sel. 

How  the  Telescope  Was  Discovered 

Author   Unknown 
Little  things  and  little  people  are  often 
responsible  for  great  results,  and  maybe 
you  do  not  know  that  the  discovery  of 


that  important  instrument,  the  telescope, 
may  be  traced  to  the  curiosity  of  a  boy; 
and   this  is  how  it  came  about: 

The  little  boy  was  the  son  of  an  op- 
tician who  lived  in  Holland.  He  and  his 
sisters  loved  to  play  about  their  father's 
workbench,  and  often  they  amused  them- 
selves by  looking  at  the  sea  through  the 
little  smooth  concave  glasses  which  their 
father  used  in  his  work. 

Now,  one  day  it  happened  that  the 
boy,  while  playing  with  two  of  those 
glasses,  chanced  to  hold  them  before  his 
eyes  in  such  a  way  that  the  face  of  the 
cathedral   clock   seemed  very  near. 

This  surprised  him  greatly,  for  the 
clock  was  so  far  away  that  he  could 
scarcely  see  the  hands  with  his  naked  eyes. 

For  a  while  he  stared  at  the  clock,  and 
then  at  the  glasses,  each  of  which  he  tried 
in  turn,  but  the  clock  was  as  far  away 
as  ever,  and  so  it  remained,  turn  them 
as  he  would,  until  by  chance  again  he 
held  both  up  together,  when,  lo!  as  if  by 
magic,   the  church  stood  beside  him. 

"Oh,  I  know!"  he  cried  aloud,  "it's 
the  two  together."  Then  in  great  joy  he 
ran  to  his  father  and  told  him  of  his  re- 
markable discovery. 

The  father  tried  the  glasses  in  his  turn 
and  found  that  the  boy  had  spoken  the 
truth,  when  he  said  he  could  bring  the 
great   church  clock  nearer. 

So  this  was  the  way  the  people  learned 
that  putting  a  concave  and  convex  glass 
together,  in  just  the  right  position,  would 
make  distant  objects  seem  nearer.  With- 
out this  knowledge  we  should  never  have 
had  the  telescope,  and  without  the  tele- 
scope we  should  have  known  little  of  the 
sun,  moon,  or  stars. 

So  if  you  ever  have  a  chance  to  look 
through  a  telescope,  and  see  the  wonders 
it  has  to  reveal,  just  remember  the  little 
boy  who  once  lived  in  far-off  Holland. — 
Brooklyn   Eagle. 

Delaying  the  Start 

As  a  train  pulled  out  of  an  Eastern  sta- 
tion recently,  it  carried  a  passenger  who 
dashed  aboard,  found  a  seat,  and  almost 
expired  from  overexertion.  His  face  was 
flushed,  his  breathing  was  difficult,  and 
his  appearance  was  one  of  great  agitation. 

He  gave  every  indication  of  being  de- 
lighted to  have  succeeded,  but  when  he 
became  able  to  speak,  he  looked  at  a  fel- 
low passenger  across  the  aisle  and  said, 
"I  almost  missed  it.  I  delayed  my  start." 

Many  who  delay  their  start  are  not  so 
fortunate  as  he.  He  did  make  the  train, 
although  he  barely  did  it.  Many  who  de- 
layed the  start  have  another  account  to 
give.  They  missed  it.  They  were  left. 

In  a  certain  city  a  passenger  stood  be- 
fore the  gates  of  the  tracks  as  his  train 
was  called.  He  kept  talking  to  an  asso- 
ciate, and  neglected  to  go  to  his  train.  In 
a  moment  the  gates  started  to  close,  and 
(Continued   on    page    31 J 
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Mother's  Day  Poems 


Mother 

You  may  tramp  a  thousand  cities 
From  equator  to  the  pole, 
Drain  the  salt  brine  from  the  ocean, 
Bare  a  mountain's  inner  soul; 
Sift  the  sand  of  the  Sahara, 
Trail  the  Yukon  into  Nome — 
You  will  never  find  a  treasure 
Like  the  one  you  left  at  home. 
For  a  Mother's  love  is  rarer 
Than  the  finest  grade  of  gold, 
And  its  value  will  not  lessen 
'Til  the  sun  and  stars  grow  cold. 

— Charles  N.  Hodge. 

A  Thought  for  Mother's  Day 

She'll  never  forsake  you,  whatever  you  do, 
Were  you  down  in  the  gutter  she'd  kneel 

beside  you. 
Were  you  covered  with  shame  she  would 

stand  at  your  side, 
'  And  the  hurt  in  her  heart,  for  your  sake, 

she  would  hide. 
She  will  stick  to  you,  lad,  though  you  lose 

every  test, 
So  the  least  you  can  do  is  to  give  her  your 

best. 

All  others  may  quit  you  and  mock  at  your 

fall, 
But  your  mother,  undaunted,  will  come 

at  your  call. 
She   will   follow   you   down   to   the   deep 

depths  of  sin 
And   love   you   and   nurse   you,    through 

thick  and  through  thin. 
And  though  she  may  suffer  through  what 

you  have  done, 
She  will  never  forget  or  desert  you,  my 

son. 

And  though  you  should  rise  to  the  top 

rung  of  fame 
And  honors  and  titles  should  win  for  your 

name, 
Though  you  should  bring  her  new     joys 

every  day 
And  keep  every  sorrow  and  burden  away, 
Though   never  one  moment   you   caused 

her  to  fret, 
To  the  mother  who  bore  you  you'd  still 

be  in  debt. 

So  long  as  she  lives  you  are  sure  of     a 

friend 
On  whom,  at  all  times,  you  may  safely 

depend, 
You  may  wound  her  by  sinning  and  hurt 

her  with  shame 
Should  you  fail  to  be  true,  but  she'll  love 

you  the  same, 
So  remember,   my  lad,   as   you  stand   in 

life's  test, 
That  you  owe  to  your  mother  your  finest 

and  best. — Edgar  A,  Guest. 


A  Mother's  Day  Suggestion 

Faith  of  our  mothers,  living  still, 

Though   oft    assailed    by   doubts      and 
fears, 

Oh,  how  our  hearts  beat  high  with  joy 
When  we  recount  those  golden  years! 

Faith  of  our  mothers,  holy  faith, 

We  will  be  true  to  thee  till  death! 

Our  mothers,  led  by  faith  divine, 
Gave  loving  service  rich  and  free; 

How  sweet  would  be  their  children's  lot 
If  they  like  them  would  live  for  Thee! 

Faith  of  our  mothers,  holy  faith, 

We  will  be  true  to  thee  till  death! 

— Author  Not  Known. 

My  Mother 

Edward  A.  Matthews,  Jr. 

Nine  years  have  passed,  my  dear  mother, 
Since  you  left  us  and  went  away. 

And  oh!  how  we  miss  you,  dear  mother, 
We  miss  you  more  and  more  each  day. 

Each  day  has  a  new  beginning, 

Which  brings  sweet  memories  of  you. 
How  you  taught  us  to  love  the  Lord 

And  told  us  He'd  carry  us  through. 

Safe  in  His  care,  mother, 

Some  day  I  will  see  you  there. 

And  be  with  Jesus  and  you,  dear  mother, 
In  that  beautiful  home  free  from  care. 

Key  West,  Fla. 

You  Gave  to  Me 

Mother  o'  mine,  because  you  gave 

To  me  the  joy  of  living; 
Because  your  soul,  your  life,  your  whole, 

Were  mingled  in  that  giving; 
Because  you've  known  my  frailties 

Yet  counted  them  as  naught; 
Because  you've   guessed   my  hidden   best 

That  others  never   sought; 
Because  when  my  ambition  flagged 

You  always  understood; 
Because  I've  seen  your  pride  serene 

In  what  I  did  of  good; 
Because  of  your  belief  in  me 

That  nothing  can  undo; 
My  every  prayer  is  to  be 

The  me  that  honors  you. 

— Sunday  School  Banner. 


My  Mother's  Voice 

Laurene  Highfield 

Last  night  I  dreamed  that  I  was  madly 
rowing, 

Helpless  and  lost  upon  a  stormy  sea, 
When   thru'   fog,   like   notes  of   sweetest 
music, 


I  heard  my  mother's  dear  voice     calling 

me. 

If   far  from   home     my   willful   feet   g" 

straying 
Out  where  temptations  lurk  and  pitfalls 

be, 
I   know   to  keep   me  pure  and   true  and 

faithful 
That  I  shall  hear  my  mother  calling  me. 

When  my  frail  bark  is  tossed  upon  life's 
ocean, 

Where  waves  of  doubt  and  fear  beat  an- 
grily, 

To  guide  me  safe  into  a  tranquil  harbor, 

I  wait  to  hear  my  mother  calling  me. 

When  her  sweet  voice  on  earth  is  stilled 

forever, 
And  from  all  pain  and  sorrow  she  is  free, 
Her  heart  and  mine  no  pangs  of  death  can 

sever, 
I  hope  to  hear  my  mother  calling  me. 

Mother's  Prayers 

Mrs.  Roy  Milum 

Fifty  years  teach  many  lessons, 
But  ....   I  date  all  things  to  birth, 
When  my  mother  planned  my  future 
'Round  her  fireside  and  hearth. 

She  prayed  that  I  might  be  a  preacher, 
But  ....  life  left  it  up  to  me; 
I  patterned  some  things  from  a  vision, 
Some  things   from  my  family  tree. 

Mixed  it  all  and  used  the  contents, 
Plans  oft   failing   as  plans   will, 
Earthly  joys  and  pleasure  passing, 
But  mother's  prayers  are  with  me  still. 

— Harrison,  Ark. 

To  Mother 

/.  Gilbert  Mortimer 

Home  would  not  be  home  without  you, 
If  I'd  wish,  my  wish  would  be: 

That  whene'er  I  come  from  roaming 
There  at  home  you'd  wait  for  me. 

Though  the  miles  between  divide  us, 

I  will  always  think  of  you, 
Recollect  our  days  together, 

Wonder  what  you're  soon  to  do. 

When  I  count  my  disappointments, 
As  I  go  where  friends  are  few, 

Often  in  the  day  I  wonder 

If   you've    had    those    troubles,    too. 

Do  you  ever  feel  discouraged, 
As  you  labor  back  at  home? 

Are  you  sometimes  feeling  lonely 
When  you're  left  at  times  alone? 

Do  you  ever  feel  rewarded 

For  the  tasks  of  little  worth? 

When  there  is  the  least  accomplished 
Do  you  greet  the  evening's  birth? 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Daily  Vacation  Bible  School 


What    Is   the   Future   of   Your   Child? 


MRS.  H.  L.  HUNT 


Come  to  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School.  It  is  grand! 


Mother!  have  you  ever  looked  into  the 
face  of  an  innocent  babe  and  asked, 
"What  is  the  future  of  my  child?"  If 
you  haven't,  then  you  lack  some  of  the 
God-given  instinct  that  goes  with 
motherhood.  Who  is  responsible  for  the 
child  being  here?  I  hear  you  say,  "God." 
Yes,  the  child  comes  into  your  home  as 
a  gift  from  God,  but  you  are  the  medium 
through  which  the  gift  was  made,  and  are 
therefore  responsible  for  the  future  of  the 
child  to  a  great  extent. 

Just  look  at  the  darling  babe  for  a  mo- 
ment. Beautiful  and  sweet?  Yes,  just  a 
tiny  bit  of  heaven  intrusted  to  your  care 
and  keeping,  but  altogether  helpless  and 
dependent.  It  is  naked  and  hungry,  and 
would  live  only  a  short  while  if  left  to 
care  for  itself.  You  wouldn't  dare  leave  it 
in  this  helpless  state.  How  glad  you  are 
to  provide  for  its  comfort,  clothes,  food, 
shelter,  and  as  good  an  education  as  pos- 
sible. Does  our  responsibility  end  with 
having  provided  the  necessities  of  life 
for  the  child?  A  thousand  times,  no. 

Within  the  tiny  pink  house  of  clay  is 
the  part  of  the  human  called  the  soul, 
which  came  directly  from  God.  Gen.  2:7, 
"And  the  Lord  God  formed  man  of  the 
dust  of  the  ground,  and  breathed  into  his 


nostrils  the  breath  of  life;  and  man  be- 
came a  living  soul."  The  breath  of  God 
is  living  in  all  humanity  today,  and  when 
God  calls  that  part  of  humanity  back  to 
Himself,  man  once  again  becomes  an 
image  of  clay,  and  the  living  soul  goes 
back  to  the  God  who  gave  it,  to  live  on 
and  on  forever,  somewhere.  Thus  we  have 
the  reason  for  the  great  responsibility  that 
comes  with  motherhood. 

How  often  do  we  hear  the  question 
asked,  "When  should  I  begin  the  Chris- 
tian training  of  my  child?"  And  how  well 
one  great  writer  answered  it,  when  he 
hundred  years  before  its  birth." 
Of  course,  that  puts  the 
limit  beyond  our  reach, 
but  for  the  sake  of  our 
future  posterity  we  can 
begin  now,  by  doing  our 
best  to  "train  up  the  child 
in  the  way  it  should  go." 
Please  do  not  take  this 
as  a  message  of  criticism. 
I  realize  we  are  living  in  a 
day  when  the  whole  world 
is  on  a  mad  rush,  always 
)irf  hurrying,  never  taking 
time  to  know  just  why, 
but  keeping  pace  with 
time.  In  this  mad  rush  of  life  it  is  so  easy 
for  the  devil  to  cause  us  to  neglect  the 
spiritual  training  of  our  child,  and  be 
satisfied  with  knowing  we  are  giving  it 
the  temporal  things. 

What  utter  hopelessness,  helplessness 
and  acknowledged  defeat  for  the  mother 
who  says  of  her  child,  "I  don't  know 
what  will  become  of  my  child."  Do  you 
know  why  you  have  this  feeling  of  doubt 
concerning  the  future  of  your  child?  It's 
simply  because  you  haven't  faith  in  your 
ability  to  train  the  child  in  the  way  it 
should  go.  Where  is  your  faith  in  God? 

I'm  coming  close  home  now,  and  am 
including  myself  in  all  that  I  say.  When 
we  go  to  church,  are  we  so  intent  upon 
receiving  a  blessing  that  we  abandon  all 
thought  of  our  children  when  the  first 
song  is  started?  Where  is  Johnnie,  Joe  and 
Sally  while  we  are  on  our  knees  praying? 
Do  we  leave  them  to  themselves  to  have 
a  jolly  frolic  while  we  are  not  looking? 
When  the  preacher  reads  his  text,  do  we 
forget  all  about  the  children  in  our  eager- 
ness to  get  every  word  of  the  message,  and 
leave  them  to  attract  the  attention  of  per- 
haps a  half  dozen  sinners,  causing  them 
to  fail  to  receive  the  words  that  would 
bring  conviction  to  their  hearts  and  re- 
pentance for  their  sins,  saving  their  soul 


*  Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

ir       With  a  knowledge  of  the  need  for  + 

*  Vacation  Bible  Schools  and  the  J 
J  blessings  of  it,  I  am  writing  you  for  J 

*  help.  Is  there  a  Church  of  God  Va-  * 

*  cation  Bible  School  course  avail-  * 
J  able?  We,  in  the  Pacific  Northwest,  * 
•k  desire   to     hold     schools     in   every  •¥• 

*  Church  of  God  in  Idaho,  Washing-  * 
+  ton  and  Oregon.  In  order  to  cover  * 

*  all  this  territory  we  would  have  •*• 
i.  to  begin  in  early  June  and  continue  * 
-*  until  fall,  with  two  or  three  teams  * 

*  of  teachers  laboring.  I  should  like  * 
i  to  hear  from  you  on  what  is  avail-  J 

*  able  as  soon  as  is  convenient.  Pray  ■* 

*  for  us  in  this  work. 

*  I  am  a  rooter  for  the  best  Young  * 
J  People's  Christian  publication  in  J 
J  circulation,    the   Lighted    Pathway.  ^ 

*  May  God  bless  in  this  great  work  *■ 
J  for  Him. — Vida  Jackson,  Oregon  * 
J  state  Y.P.E.  superintendent.  + 

*  * 
**************  ************** 


from  hell?  I'm  telling  you  of  things  I 
have  witnessed  with  my  own  eyes. 
Mothers  up  shouting  while  their  children 
do  absolutely  as  they  please,  unless  the 
pastor  or  someone  else  calls  them  to  or- 
der. I'm  afraid  the  neglect  of  our  children 
is  one  of  the  "weightier  matters." 

Volumes  could  be  written  along  this 
line,  but  I  must  hasten  on  to  the  part  of 
my  message  that  bears  so  heavily  on  my 
heart.  I  pray  that  God  will  place  a  similar 
burden  upon  every  mother  in  the  Church 
of  God.  I  know  that  through  the  prayers 
of  all  our  godly  mothers,  God  will  make 
a  plan  for  us  that  will  prove  a  wonderful 
(Continued  on  page  17) 


"Why  can't  my  church  have  a  Vacation 
Bible  School?" 
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Memorial  Day  Story 


"TENTING  TONIGHT" 

MABEL  McKEE 

Margaret  saw  the  devastation  while  she 
stood  on  the  Minar  porch.  Red  and  white 
peony  buds,  just  ready  to  burst  into 
bloom,  were  lying  broken  and  wilted.  The 
first  few  blossoms  of  the  year  had  been 
crushed  to  bits  in  the  dust.  Leaves,  stems 
and  whole  plants  were  scattered  wildly. 

Young  Jerry's  young  calves  were  still 
in  Grandfather  Minar's  prize  flower  gar- 
den. Contented  culprits,  they  rested  near 
the  fence,  quite  ignoring  the  broken 
place  through  which  they  had  slipped  to 
their  morning  onslaught  on  the  peony 
hedge.  They  seemed  to  know  the  entire 
Minar  family  was  away  from  home, 
grandfather  at  the  home  of  his  oldest 
friend,  the  others  attending  the  hearing  of 
protests  against   the  new  gravel   road. 

It  was  foolish  for  her  to  stop  and  try 
to  corral  those  calves,  with  this  damage 
already  done.  She  wanted  to  hurry  home 
to  read  the  wonderful  letter  to  mother,  to 
see  if  Susan  would  take  her  place  on  the 
Decoration  Day  flower  committee,  and 
learn  if  Miss  Mary  Ames  could  come  to 
help  a  day  or  two  with  the  extra  sewing 
this  trip  would  necessitate. 

Old  Dr.  Noyes,  perpetual  chairman  of 
the  Beech  Grove  Neighborhood  Decora- 
tion Day  committee,  who  termed  Mar- 
garet Lester  his  strong  right  arm,  had  al- 
ready read  the  wonderful  letter.  Though 
his  eyes  had  been  weary,  he  had  smiled 
a  gay  smile.  It  seemed  as  if  her  enthusi- 
asm had  brought  that.  "Surely  you  must 
go,"  he  had  said.  "You're  a  dear  to  worry 
about  me  and  the  Decoration  Day  serv- 
ices, but  I'll  get  Susan  to  help  me  on  the 
flower  committee  and  some  one  from  the 
high  school  to  sing.  Though,"  his  smile 
was  tender  again,  "there  will  be  no  one 
who  can  sing  'Tenting  Tonight'  like  you 
do." 

Margaret  stopped  on  the  Minar  veran- 
da to  reread  parts  of  Cicely  Anne's  let- 
ter. "Mother  has  invited  two  hundred  to 
my  recital,"  it  read.  "She  thinks  nothing 
would  be  more  beautiful  than  to  have  you 
sing  mountain  folk  songs  to  relieve  my 
piano  numbers  on  the  program. 

"So  come,  darling,  and  sing  for  my 
friends,  just  like  you  sang  around  the 
fireplace  when  I  was  at  your  house.  And 
prepare  to  stay  for  a  two  weeks'  visit,  for 
Perry  Weston  will  soon  leave  for  some 
other  town,  having  finished  his  interne- 
ship  at  the  hospital.  He  says  he  has  to  be 
away  building  up  a  practice  and  if  you 
wait  until  July  to  come,  you'll  probably 
never  meet  him." 

Cicely    Anne    had    taught    the    Beech 


Grove  Neighborhood  school  from  Sep- 
tember until  February  and  boarded  at  the 
Lester  home  while  doing  that.  She  and 
Margaret,  the  oldest  of  the  five  Lester 
children,  had  become  great  chums.  Now 
that  she  was  back  in  her  home  town,  fin- 
ishing her  music  course,  Cicely  Anne 
missed  Margaret  at  times  almost  as  much 
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MEMORIAL   DAY 

By  Wallace   Dunbar   Vincent 

You   know   the   field  where   the   little  stones 

Stand  in  such  long  white  rows — 
Where  ev'rything  is  so  peaceful- like, 

And  the  grass  so  softly  grows? 
Well,    that's   where   the   marchers   went   to- 
day— 

I   followed  on  just  to  see — 
They  were  thinking  so  of  the  boys  out  there, 

That  they  never  noticed  me. 

And  the  old  wore  their  uniforms  of  blue, 

And  the  young  wore  their  khaki  trim, 
And  the  eyes  of  the  young  were  bright  and 
keen, 

And  the  sight  of  the  old  was  dim; 
But  the  old  and  the  young  kept  right  in  step, 

And  never  a  foot  did  lag, 
For    the    feeblest    swung    with    the    tapping 
drum 

With   his   eyes   on    the    tattered   flag. 

Each  stone  has  its  wreath  and  its  colors  now, 

And  it's  cheered  up  the  place  a  lot; 
And  I   sort  of  know  that  the  silent  ranks 

Are  glad  that  they're  not  forgot; 
And  the  chaplain  prayed  that  till  time  shall 
end 

From  war  we'll  be  ever  free — 
And   I    said,    "Amen!"  when   the   others  did 

Though   nobody   noticed   me. 

And   when   they   had   gone,     I     knelt    down 
there 

By  a  stone  in  the  farthest  row, 
And  I  said,  "Dear  God,  I'm  as  down  on  war 

As  the  others  are,  you  know; 
But  if  danger  ever  shall  threaten,  Lord, 

This  flag  that  we  hold  so  dear, 
Please  let  me  earn  just  the  right  to  lie 

With  your  other  boys — out  here!" 

But  I  wasn't  alone  as  I  knelt  out  there 

By  that  stone  in  the  farthest  row, 
For  a  voice  said  to  me,   "  'Twas  a  splendid 

thing 

To  die  for  the  right,   I   know. 
But  to  live  for  the  right  is  finer  still, 

And   to  work   for  the   common   good — 
Go,  work  that  your  flag  may  unite  the  world 

In  the  peace  of  true  brotherhood!" 

— Target. 


as  the  country  girl  missed  her. 

"It's  grand  she  remembered  to  have  me 
sing  at  her  recital,"  Margaret  talked  out 
loud  now,  "and  I  want  to  know  Perry 
Weston." 

Cicely  Anne  had  told  Margaret  much 
about  Perry  Weston  who  was  chum  to  the 
man  she  herself  was  going  to  marry.  The 
two   had    chummed    together    since   high 


school  days,  fishing  and  hunting  during 
vacations  and  even  becoming  internes  in 
the  same  hospital  when  their  medical 
courses  were  finished.  He  was  in  all  the 
snapshots  Cicely  Anne  had  kept  on  her 
dresser  at  the  Lester  home.  Big,  laughing, 
clean  of  body  and  mind,  Cicely  Anne  de- 
clared him  a  perfect  chum  for  her  Bruce. 

Margaret  turned  from  the  Minar  home 
to  hurry  down  the  road  to  her  own  home. 
From  the  Bostick  hill  she  saw  mother 
swinging  out  toward  the  barn  with  two 
large  tin  buckets  in  her  hand.  Father 
must  have  stayed  on  in  town  and  mother 
was  doing  the  milking  alone.  Margaret 
quickened  her  pace  so  she  could  help  her. 

She  turned  through  the  barn-lot  gate 
instead  of  going  on  to  the  house.  "Mum- 
sey!"  she  called.  "Leave  three  of  the  cows 
for  me  to  milk.  I'm  home." 

Mother's  voice  was  pleased.  She  was 
glad  to  know  Aunt  Katherine  was  well 
enough  now  for  Margaret  to  leave  her. 
She  called  back,  "Don't  hurry.  You  must 
be  tired  walking  from  the  bus  line.  Or 
did  you  catch  a  ride?" 

"Walked,"  Margaret  called  back  and 
then  hurried  to  the  house. 

While  she  slipped  out  of  her  second 
best  dress  into  a  substantial  print,  Mar- 
garet told  Susan  about  Cicely  Anne's  in- 
vitation. "I'm  sure  I  can  go  if  you'll  help 
Dr.  Noyes  with  the  Decoration  Day  flow- 
ers, Sudie  Sue,"  she  coaxed.  "He  said  he'd 
be  delighted  to  have  you." 

"But  what  will  the  veterans  say?"  Su- 
san was  rather  cross  when  she  asked.  She 
had  worked  in  the  garden  all  afternoon, 
pulling  weeds,  and  had  two  tiny  blisters 
on  her  palms.  Besides,  she  didn't  relish  the 
work  of  collecting  flowers  early  Decora- 
tion Day  and  then  working  with  a  group 
of  girls  to  make  them  into  wreaths  for 
the  veterans'  graves. 

Margaret  laughed  her  answer.  She  was 
almost  at  the  door  when  she  remembered 
the  wrecked  peony  hedge  at  the  Minar 
home.  "You  won't  have  so  many  peonies 
as  usual  for  wreaths,"  she  said.  "Jerry's 
calves  broke  through  the  fence  today  and 
made  chaos  of  grandfather's  peony 
hedge." 

Susan's  hands  flew  to  her  throat.  "Not 
really,"  she  began.  "Not  really,  Margar- 
et?" She  was  almost  pleading  now.  "Oh, 
now  grandfather  will  never  let  Jerry  have 
the  car  again." 

Margaret  stopped  to  hug  Susan  as  she 
left  the  room.  "Sorry,  sweet,"  she  mur- 
mured. 

She  couldn't  worry  now  about  young 
Jerry  Minar,  who  felt  like  a  man  when  he 
could  borrow  his  grandfather's  car  to  take 
Susan  to  Sunday  school  and  to  visit  her 
girl  friends  in  the  neighborhood.  She 
couldn't  think  of  broken  fences  and 
calves  and  peony  hedges,  nor  about  Dec- 
oration Day  in  Beech  Grove  Neighbor- 
continued  on  page  25) 
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Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

I  read  your  paper,  The  Lighted  Path- 
way, every  month  and  enjoy  it  very 
much. 

We  are  thankful  to  God  for  our  good 
Y.  P.  E.  We  have  wonderful  officers  and 
members  here  in  Princeton  and  are  prais- 
ing God  for  them.  We  also  praise  God 
for  our  good  pastor  and  wife  who  help 
us  out  greatly. 

I  am  glad  that  I  know  the  Lord  and 
I  desire  your  prayers  that  I  will  rear  my 
three  babies  to  know  God. 

My  mother  never  could  understand  the 
Church  of  God  teachings,  so  I  took  some 
of  my  Lighted  Pathways  and  let  her  read 
them.  She  says  they  are  the  best  paper 
she  has  ever  read  and  she  wants  to  read 
them  every  month,  so  I  am  praying  that 
the  Lord  will  lead  her  in  the  right  way. 
Pray  for  my  unsaved  loved  ones. — Mrs. 
Henry  Johnson,  Princeton,  W.  Va. 


Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

I  would  like  to  write  you  a  few  lines 
regarding  our  Y.  P.  E.  To  God  we  give 
the  glory  and  praise.  We  began  our  Y. 
P.  E.  with  only  fourteen  enrolled,  but 
praise  the  Lord  we  have  twenty-five  and 
your  paper  is  surely  a  great  help  to  us  in 
getting  the  programs. 

I  was  sorry  to  hear  that  you  have  been 
ill.  I  am  praying  for  you  and  trust  you 
are  better  now. 

Pray  for  our  pastor  and  family.  They 
are  doing  a  good  work  with  the  young 
people  and  for  the  Lord.  May  the  Lord 
bless  you  is  my  prayer.  Pray  for  me — 
Lela  Murry,   Springville,  Ala. 

Dear  Sister: 

I  have  started  a  young  people's  meeting 
at  the  mission  church  in  Sullivan,  Ind., 
and  God  surely  is  blessing.  The  first  night 
we  had  26  on  roll  and  on  the  fifth  meet- 
ing night  we  had  50.  We  have  some  real 
workers  in  the  service.  Pray  for  us. — 
Brother  E.  Dilly. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  food  to  my 
soul.  It  seems  the  paper  comes  just  when 
I  need  some  encouragement.  I  praise  God 
for  someone  who  can  help  us  when  we 
are  so  sad  and  broken-hearted  and  I  praise 
God  because  I  know  Lie  hears  and  answers 
prayers. 

I  trusted  God  for  a  way  to  go  to  the 
Assembly  and  He  heard  and  answered 
my  prayer.  Now  I  am  trusting  the  Lord 
to  make  a  way  for  me  to  go  to  Bible 
Training  School.  Do  pray  for  me  that  I 
will  get  to  go,  if  it  is  the  Lord's  will. — 
Lutha  Mae  Murry,  Rt.  1,  Springville,  Ala. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way almost  four  years  and  I  have  never 
written  you  before  to  tell  you  how  well 
I  liked  the  paper  and  your  good  work.  I 
certainly  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. I  think  it  and  the  Evangel  are  the 
two  best  papers  I  have  ever  read.  I  praise 
the  Lord  for  your  good  work.  You  have 
really  been  a  blessing  to  the  young  people. 

We  have  a  nice  group  of  young  people 
here  but  just  a  few  are  Christians.  I  praise 
the  Lord  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  I  am  praying 
that  God  will  save  the  ones  who  are  in 
sin. 

I  am  a  girl  eighteen  years  of  age  and 
have  been  serving  the  Lord  for  about 
seven  years.  I  am  thankful  for  the  joy  I 
find  in  serving  the  Lord.  He  has  really 
been  precious  to  me. — Eunice  Jones, 
Cherry  Valley,  Ark. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Enclosed  is  a  dollar  for  the  renewal 
subscription  to  the  Lighted  Pathway. 

I  am  unable  to  go  to  the  post  office 
and  get  a  money  order.  I  am  eighty-two 
years  old  and  getting  feebler  every  day. 
I  am  certainly  thankful  that  I  am  able 
to  send  in  this  subscription.  This  good 
paper  just  fills  my  soul  and  helps  me  live 
a  good  life.  Thank  you,  Lord  Jesus,  for 
the  blessings  of  this  money. — Mrs.  Anna 
Marrburn,    Mission,    Texas. 

Note:  God  bless  you,  Sister  Marrburn. 
Many  more  people  are  longing  for  the 
paper.  Could  we  not  find  some  way  to 
get  it  to  them?  If  you  know  someone  like 
this  and  you  are  able  financially,  why 
not   send  in  his  subscription? 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  just  want  to  try  to  tell  you  how  very 
much  I  love  the  paper  you  edit.  Frankly, 
I  think  it  is  the  best  I  ever  read.  I  wonder 
if  you  can  know  just  how  much  good 
you  are  doing.  I  desire  your  prayers. — 
Mrs.   Irene  Settlemeyer,  Valdese,  N.   C. 

Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

I  would  like  to  tell  you  how  much  we 
enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway  each 
month,  but  as  that  would  be  impossible 
you  can  get  an  idea  from  the  number  of 
papers  we  are  now  selling.  We  started  out 
with  two  rolls;  now  we  get  three  rolls 
and  have  four  subscriptions.  God  is  bless- 
ing our  Y.  P.  E.  We  had  a  special  mission- 
ary program  last  night.  We  received  a  nice 
offering  and  got  enough  for  two  sub- 
scriptions, one  for  the  hospital  and  one 
for  the  children's  home.  Our  attendance 
and  interest  is  increasing,  for  which  we 


praise  God.  Remember  us  in  your  prayers. 
— Sister  Koshewitz. 

Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

I  really  appreciate  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. I  can  hardly  wait  from  one  month 
to  the  next   to  get  them. 

It  is  real  food  to  my  soul  and  I  feel 
more  like  pressing  on  than  ever  before. 

It  really  is  worth  the  money  and  I 
think  more  young  people  as  well  as  older 
ones  ought  to  have  it  in  their  homes. 

May  the  Lord  bless  you  and  help  you 
in   this  great  work. 

Pray  for  me  to  get  closer  to  God. — 
Mrs.  Howard  Whisman,  Marion,  Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Words  alone  cannot  express  my  fullest 
appreciation  to  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It 
means  so  much  to  me.  I  was  reading  it 
the  other  day  and  came  across  the  story 
"A  Promise  That  Did  Not  Fail,"  and  it 
encouraged  me  ever  so  much  because  I, 
too,  go  to  a  school  where  there  are  few 
Christians. 

Pray  that  a  way  will  be  made  for  me 
to  attend  Bible  School. 

We  are  really  proud  of  our  Y.  P.  E. 
here  at  Newberry  because  the  Lord  is 
blessing  and  it  is  increasing  rapidly  and 
we  truly  thank  Him  for  it.  Pray  for  us 
here  at  Newberry  to  do  our  best  for  the 
Lord  and  be  at  our  post  of  duty  when 
He  may  come  or  call. 

We  closed  a  revival  three  or  four  weeks 
ago  with  Brother  Carl  Cox  as  the  evan- 
gelist, which  has  meant  much  to  the 
church. — Miss  Lois  Davis. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  praise  God  for  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
I  truly  love  to  read  it.  I  like  to  read  the 
Prison  and  Missionary  pages.  My  heart 
has  always  been  in  Missions.  I  wish  all 
young  people  would  read  it  instead  of 
some  they  do  read,  for  it  is  worth  while 
to  read. 

I  am  the  leader  of  the  Junior  Y.  P.  E. 
at  Marietta.  Pray  for  me.  —  Catherine 
DaPoree,  Marietta,  Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  never  written  to  you  or  the 
Lighted  Pathway  before,  but  I  just 
thought  I  should  write  this  once,  and  tell 
you  how  greatly  I  appreciate  the  Lighted 
Pathway  and  the  great  work  you  are  do- 
ing. 

Some  people  say  they  enjoy  this  part  or 
that  part,  but  I  enjoy  it  all. 

I  received  the  Holy  Ghost  when  I  was 
eight  years  old  and  have  belonged  to  the 
church  for  thirteen  years. 

1  just  want  to  say  a  word  for  our  dear 
pastor  at  Erwin,  Rev.  Homer  Johnson. 
We  dearly  love  him  and  his  family  and 
thank  the  Lord  for  them.  He  is  doing  a 
great  work  at  Erwin. 

(Continued  on  page  26) 
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After  a  little  while  he  reached  out  and 
tried  the  door.  It  was  locked,  as  he  had 
expected.  He  wondered,  with  a  little 
grimace,  if  the  fastener  on  the  dining 
room  window  was  still  defective.  He  had 
gone  in  that  way  more  than  once  when 
he  had  forgotten  or  mislaid  his  latch- 
key. 

Although  the  longing  for  her  was  be- 
yond words,  he  almost  dreaded  the  first 
sight  of  his  mother's  face.  She  had  always 
been  so  lovely,  but  now  she  would  be 
old  and  grief -stricken  and  weary.  And 
that  must  always  be  a  part  of  his  punish- 
ment. He  would  knock  and  go  in  and 
wait. 

Just  then  a  car  turned  into  the  short 
street.  He  did  not  care  to  be  caught  peep- 
ing, so  he  stepped  hastily  under  the  heavy 
vines  at  the  corner  of  the  porch. 

The  car  stopped  at  the  steps  and  a  man 
and    woman    alighted. 

The  man  in  the  shadow  drew  a  deep 
breath  and  shivered  a  little.  It  was  his 
mother,  but  not  as  he  had  pictured  her. 
She  was  neither  grief-stricken  nor  sor- 
rowful. She  was  wrapped  in  a  fur-lined 
coat  and  a  shimmering  silken  scarf  was 
wound  around  her  head.  When  she  stepped 
forward  the  light  from  the  car  shone  full 
upon  her  face.  It  was  mature,  proud, 
handsome,  with  bright  eyes  and  smiling 
lips.  She  ran  up  the  steps,  after  a  gay 
good  night,  and  the  door  closed  heavily 
behind  her.  The  man  in  the  car  spoke: 

"I  am  always  glad  to  have  Grace  with 
us;   she  is  such   good   company." 

"Yes,  so  am  I,"  returned  the  lady,  "but 
for  the  life  of  me  I  cannot  see  how  she 
can  be  so  happy  and  cheerful  when  there 
is  such  a  mystery  about  Herbert's  dis- 
appearance. I  don't  believe  she  knows 
where  he  is,  for  months  at  a  time,  if  she 
does  at  all." 

"There  is  certainly  something  strange 
about  it.  Why,  it  must  be  all  of  three 
years  since  he  dropped  out  of  sight  so 
completely." 

"It's  as  much  as  that.  At  first  we 
used  to  ask  after  him,  but  she  would  al- 
ways put  us  off,  saying  she  didn't  exactly 
know  where  he  was  then,  but  he  might 
write  any  day,  or  come  home  quite  un- 
expectedly. If  it  was  our  Charlie,  I'd  die. 
She  can't  care  much  as  most  mothers  or 
she'd  show  it  sometimes." 

"Maybe  not,"  said  the  man,  "but  I  have 
thought  she  did  when  I  looked  at " 

The  motor  started  and  the  man  in  the 
shadow  heard  no  more. 

He  was  dressed  in  a  cheap,  ill-fitting 
suit  and  his  hat  was  too  big  for  him.  The 
face  beneath  it  was  a  very  attractive  one. 
The  lines  might  have  shown  weakness 
once,  but  now  strength  and  firmness  were 


Gray  Hair 

Mary  S.  Hitchcock 

He  came  to  the  house  at  last.  His  heart 
throbbed  with  something  like  gladness  for 
the  first  time  in  three  years.  Not  even 
when  the  great  door  closed  behind  him 
forever,  and  he  knew  that  he  was  free, 
had  he  felt  the  thrill  he  did  at  the  sight 
of  home. 

He  sprang  up  the  step  almost  boyishly. 
There  was  a  faint  light  in  the  hall,  al- 
though it  was  late.  Probably  his  mother 
was  out;  but  he  would  see  her  soon,  soon, 
in  a  short  time  at  the  most,  and  feel  her 
tears  and  kisses  on  his  face.  His  dear, 
darling,  beautiful  mother.  How  she  must 
have  grieved  for  him;  but  she  should 
never  have  cause  for  sorrow  over  him 
again. 

He  had  rather  a  thousand  times  not 
have  written  at  all,  but  he  could  not  let 
her  think  him  dead.  That  would  have  been 
cowardly,  and  he  was  never  that  anyway. 

How  hard  he  had  labored  over  the  lines 
that  he  sent  her,  trying  to  tell  her  what 
he  must  and  only  that.  He  saw  the  words 
now  instead  of  the  luxurious  room  into 
which  he  stared. 

"Dearest  of  mothers:  You  will  not 
hear  from  me  for  three  years.  No  one 
knows  my  real  name  or  where  I  came 
from.  You  must  not  try  to  find  me  or 
write  to  me.  I  will  come  back  to  you 
when  I  am  free.  I  will  never,  never  hurt 
you  again,  that  I  swear. 

"Forgive  me  if  you  can. — Herbert." 


its  dominating  qualities. 

He  caught  at  the  vines  as  if  for  sup- 
port. A  doubt  assailed  him.  Maybe  he 
would  have  better  written  her  first  in- 
stead of  coming  post  haste  to  relieve  her 
anxiety  and  receive  her  welcome.  It  might 
be  better  to  leave  her  in  peace  and  com- 
fort; anyway,  until  he  could  have  as- 
certained her  wishes  in  the  matter.  Maybe 
she  had  tired  of  his  wildness  and  diso- 
bedience. Maybe  this  last  had  been  too 
much.  She  was  a  very  proud  woman  and 
she  may  have  cast  him  out  of  her  heart 
and  life.  How  young  and  carefree  she 
had  appeared.  "It  is  better  if  she  had  not 
grieved,  of  course,  much  better,"  he 
thought.  But  he  had  been  so  sure,  too 
sure,  possibly,  of  her  love.  Why,  he  had 
been  wrung  to  the  very  soul,  believing 
that  he  had  made  her  suffer.  On  his  lone- 
ly pallet  he  had  almost  sweated  drops  of 
blood  because  of  the  sorrow  that  he  had 
brought  to  her.  "O  mother,"  he  whis- 
pered in  anguish,  "if  you  have  failed  me, 
will  God  fail  me,  too?  I  thought  if  moth- 
er could  forgive  and  love  me,  God  could." 

The  light  went  out  in  the  hall,  but  he 
did  not  notice.  Doubt  and  despair  had 
him  fast  in  their  strangling  arms. 

The  clock  striking  one  aroused  him. 
He  would  go  away  and  wait  and  see.  May- 
be she  would  be  happier  without  him.  He 
would  go  empty-handed  as  he  had  come. 
But  far,  far  worse  than  that,  he  must  go 
empty-hearted.  Something  he  had  always 
clung  to,  dear  and  precious  and  priceless, 
had  drained  out  of  his  soul. 

He  almost  staggered  down  the  steps.  A 
light  still  burned  in  his  mother's  room. 
He  crept  to  a  tree  that  stood  beneath  her 
window.  When  he  was  a  little  fellow, 
before  his  father  died,  a  bird  had  builded 
on  a  branch  that  reached  close  to  the 
house,  and  father  had  lifted  him  to  that 
window  to  see  the  nest. 

He  leaned  his  head  against  the  tree. 
Even  in  his  darkest  moments  he  could 
not  imagine  his  mother's  deserting  him. 

His  hat  blew  away  in  the  bitter  wind, 
but  he  did  not  heed. 

"It's  my  own  doing;  I  deserve  it  all," 
he  muttered.  "I  will  go  away  and  work 
until  I  have  proved  my  repentance.  Then 
maybe  she  will  take  me  back.  O  mother, 
mother,  mother." 

His  longing  to  see  her  was  more  than 
he  could  stand.  Almost  mechanically  he 
began  to  climb  the  tree.  Soon  his  head 
was  on  a  level  with  the  window,  and  the 
upper  part  of  the  room  visible.  A  golden 
frame  high  on  the  wall  held  the  picture 
of  a  young  man  scarcely  more  than  a  boy, 
with  a  handsome,  merry  face,  the  way 
he  had  looked  when  he  went  away.  The 
man  groaned.  Strange  that  she  should  put 
that  there  where  her  eyes  could  rest  on 
it  the  last  thing  at  night  and  the  first 
thing  in  the  morning. 

Maybe  it  was  only  a  momento  of  one 
(Coninued  on  page  24) 
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My  Thoughts 

Marie    Thomas 

(Written    while  her   mother   was  in   the 

hospital) 

To  the  sweetest  mom  in  all  the  world 

From  her  husband,  two  boys  and  her  girl. 

Although  we  may  be  far  apart 

We  all  still  love  you  with  all  our  heart. 

And  as  each  day  dawns  anew, 

We  are  thinking  and  praying  for  you. 

Mom,  we  all  know  you  have  to  be  away, 

But  don't  forget  to  pray. 

Mom,  today  my  heart  is  broken, 

But  your  love  still  lingers  as  a  sweet  little 

token, 
And  every  night  when  on  my  knees, 
I  ask  my  Jesus  to  hear  me  please, 
Just  heal  my  mom  and  let  her  get  well, 
And  I  know  we  will  be  happier  than  any 

tongue  can  tell. 

Mom,  we  miss  you  every  day 
In  our  work  and  in  our  play, 
So  don't  you  worry,  and  do  your  best 
To  live  for  Jesus  and  He  will  do  the  rest. 
If  you  are  sad,  lonesome  and  blue, 
Just  cling  to  Jesus  and  He  will  take  you 
through. 

To  Sister  Harrison 

A  mother  in  Israel,  a  friend  who  is  true, 
For  the  youth  she  is  doing  her  best, 

Ever  toiling,   helping,  encouraging  on 
With  no  thought  of  stopping  to  rest. 

Just  doing  her  best  for  the  cause  of  the 
Lord, 
Her  time,  her  talent,  her  all 
She  unselfishly  gives  in  this  great  gospel 
work, 
Counting    no    task    too    great    or    too 
small. 

As  we  read  her  message  each  month  of 

the  year 

'Tis  a  manna  from  Heaven  above. 

"The   Editor's   Message"      this      letter   is 

called, 

And  we  know  'tis  a  letter  of  love. 

Right  straight  from  the  heart  of  a  friend 
who  is  true, 
For  she  calls  us  her  girls  and  her  boys, 
And  I  know  she  is  willing  and  waiting 
to  share 
With  each,  our  sorrows  and  joys. 

O  God,  keep  your  hand  on  this  leader  so 
true, 
Give  her  strength  for  both  body  and 
soul, 
Oh  may  she  be  able  your  will  to  obey, 
Oh  give  her  rich  blessings  untold. 


As    she    toils   ever   onward   in    the    great 
Church   of   God 
For    the    mighty    Young   People's   En- 
deavor, 
And  as  she  grows  older,  may  stronger  she 
grow, 
Let  peace  fill  her  soul  like  a  river. 

And  when  we  shall  gather  one  day  round 
the  throne 
And  see  our  Redeemer  so  true, 
There  crowns  be  awarded,  for  faithfulness 
here, 
Sister  Harrison,  there  will  be  one  for 
you. 

Margaret   Lewis,  Cambridge,  Md. 

Dedicated  to  My  Own  Dear  Mother 

Mrs.  C.  D.  Nine 

My  mother's  voice  in  prayer  I  heard, 
When   low   on   bended   knee, 

She  prayed  unto  her  Father,  God, 
A  prayer  for   sinful   me. 

In   faith   she  claimed   the   promise   true, 
That  God  her  prayer  would  heed, 

And  in  His  faithfulness  and  truth, 
Her  precious   daughter   lead. 

"Be  with  her  always,   shield   from  sin 
Through    all    life's    thorny    ways, 

And   bring  her  safely  to   the  home 
Where   all   is  love  and   praise." 

To  mother's  prayers  and  faith  I  know 
The   answer   has  been   given, 

And  He  is  leading  safe  along 
Her   daughter   up   to   heaven. 

My  Creed  to  Mother 

Inez  Denmark 

Mother,   darling   mother, 

Anxious   to   know   our   care, 

Always  willing  to  bear  them 
And  all  our  sorrows  to  share. 

I   didn't   know   I  cared   so  much 

'Til  I  thought  she  was  to  be  taken, 

Then  I  knew  I  loved  her, 

To  that  fact  I  was  awakened. 

Lord,  you're  the  one  who  brought  it, 

This  love  so  great  within, 
And  lifted  me,  by  mother's  prayers, 

From*  that  awful  load  of  sin. 

Mother  has  taught  me  to  trust  you, 
And  mother  has  taught  me  to  care, 

Now  I'm  determined  to  serve  you 

And  share  the  joys  with  mother  there. 

Lord,   my  life  is  yours, 

Your  will  I'm  going  to  obey 

So   I   can   stand   with   mother 
On  that  great  judgment  day. 

— Homerville,  Ga. 


Mother  Dear 

Charles  Ault 
God   took   the   sunshine   from   the   skies 

And  made  the  lovelight  in  your  eyes; 
From  honeyed  flowers,  He  took  the  dew 

And  made  your  tears,  unselfish,  true; 
Upon   a   rock   your   faith   He   built, 

With    angel    prayers    your    breath    He 
filled, 
And   with   His   love   made   yours  divine, 

And  best  of  all  He  made  you  mine. 

God,  Save  Mother 

Ruby   Robinson 
Mother  dear,  how  we  love  you 

No    mortal    tongtie    can    tell, 
How  we  long  for  God  to  save  you 

From  the  awful  wrath  of  hell. 

Some  day  we  must  face  the  judgment, 
And   shall   part   forevermore 

Unless  you  grasp   the  hand  of  Jesus 
And  walk  towards  life's  eternal  shore. 

Dear   God,   please   save  my  mother, 
Is  my  prayer  from  day  to  day, 

For  on  this  earth  there's  no  other 

Who  can  take  her  place,  the  old  and 
gray. 

As  she   grows  older  and  her  hair  grows 
whiter, 
We   love  her  all   the  more, 
It  seems  heaven  would  be  a  little  brighter 
If  we  knew  she  would  walk  the  golden 
shore. 
(Dedicated   to   my  mother,   Mrs.   W.   C. 
Blackwell.) 

In   Memory  of  Mother 

Cornilla  M.  Boyd 

In  the  midst  of  days  as  time  goes  by, 
For  time  does  come  and  go, 

My   thoughts   go  back   to  my  childhood 
days, 
Then  up  to  a  year  ago. 

A  year  ago  we  could  come  and  go 

And    be    with    one    another, 
But  God  saw  fit  in  these  few  short  days 

To   take   away   our   mother. 

Our  eyes  grow  dim  with  tears,  'tis  true, 

Now  we  in  darkness  grope, 
For  through  the  plan  of  God's  great  love 

There's   mercy   and    there's   hope. 

Yes,  hope  wherein  we  live  and  trust, 
That  we  shall  meet  each  other 

Through   Christ,   the  resurrection  morn, 
And  dwell  for  aye,  with  mother. 

If  your  dear  mother  lives   today 
Give  her  the  best  you've  got, 

Not   meaning   gifts   which   money  buys, 
But  reverence,  what  she  taught. 

Accept  God's  gift,  "Redeeming  Grace," 

That  never  can  another 
Atone  for  you,  that  you  may  be 

Forever  with  your  mother. 

(Continued  on  page  26) 
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"This   little   Book   I'd   rather  own, 
Than   all   the   gold   and   gems 

That  e'er  in   monarchs'   coffers  shone, 
Than    all    their    diadems." 


May- 
May 

May 
May 
May 


Bible  Readings 

Morning 


Sar 

Sam. 

Sam. 

Sam. 

Sam. 


3-5 
6-8 
9-10 

11-13 

14 


Evening 
Ps.  9-10 
Ps.  11-12 
Ps.  13-15 
Ps.  16-17 
Ps.    18 


************************************ 

Helps   For   Daily   Vacation    Bible 
School  and  Junior  Work 

Our  book  on  "Daily  Vacation  Bible 
School"  will  be  off  the  press  around  May 
15.  Send  us  your  order  now  and  we  will 
send  it  to  you  as  soon  as  it  is  off  the 
press. 

We  are  sure  you  will  like  our  selec- 
tion of  material,  which  consists  of  chil- 
dren's sermons,  outlines,  memory  work, 
object  lessons  and  prayers,  table  graces; 
ten  outlines  on  the  Lord's  prayer;  eight 
outlines  on  the  Beatitudes;  favorite  songs 
for  juniors;  character  building  stories;  in- 
structions for  carrying  on  a  Daily  Vaca- 
tion Bible  School,  advice  to  teachers,  etc. 
Price,  75  c. 

Below  you  will  find  other  material 
which  is  available  at  the  Church  of  God 
Publishing   House,    Cleveland,    Tenn. 

Teach  Visually 

Truth's  Sure  Route  to  the  Heart 

A  child  remembers  10%  of  what  he 
hears  but  50%  of  what  he  sees!  Thus, 
the  manual  of  visual  teaching  adds  40% 
more  to  the  child's  store  of  Bible  knowl- 
edge and  insures  greater  heart  response. 
WIN  THE  CHILD  NOW 

Use  These  Visual  Teaching  Materials 
"Life  of  Christ" 

Twenty  lessons  about  the  life  of  Christ, 
including  the  birth  of  Jesus,  parables, 
miracles,  trial  of  Jesus,  crucifixion  and 
resurrection.  Excellent  for  Bible  Clubs, 
Vacation  Schools,  Child  Evangelism.  Fig- 
ures, stories,  object  lessons  included.  Com- 
plete in  two  volumes,  $2.00;  each  volume, 
$1.00. 

Birth  of  Jesus 

A  splendid  new  way  for  telling  the  old, 
old  story.  Based  on  the  gospel  narratives 
of  Matthew  and  Luke.  Has   an  unusual 
object  lesson.     Complete  with 
figures,  25  c. 

Activity  Handwork  for  pu- 
pils to  be  used  with  the  Manual 
of  Visual  Teaching — 10c. 

Ten  Commandments 
Thirteen  pictures     to     color 
and  verse  to  memorize.  1  Oc. 

Creation  and  Recreation  Color 
Craft  Set 
Thirteen  pictures  with  scrip- 
ture for  each.    10c.  One  picture  is  worth  10,000  words. 


Picture-Verse  Handwork  for  Little  Folks 

Just  the  kind  of  pictures  small  children 
want  for  coloring.  10c. 

Daily   Vacation  Bible  School  Card 

An  enrollment  and  attendance  card  in 
one.  Can  be  used  from  one  to  five  weeks, 
then  filed  for  future  use.  The  newest  for 
vacation  schools.  10c  per  dozen;  75c  per 
hundred. 

Salvation  Songs  for  Children,  by  Ruth 
P.  Overholtzer.  Price,  3  5c. 

This  book  has  one  hundred  beautiful 
songs  and  just  the  choruses  you  will  need 
for  your  Vacation  School. 

Another  book  is  Juvenile  Hosannas,  by 
R.  E.  Winsett.  It  will  also  be  good  for 
your  children's  work.  It  contains  65 
songs.  Price,  15  c.  Send  50c  for  both  of 
them. 

Everybody  should  be  interested  in  the 
children,  so  why  not  take  up  an  offering 
in  your  church  and  send  for  all  the  ma- 
terial you  need. 
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HOME  SCENES 

When  we  wrote  the  play,  "Home 
Scenes,"  we  had  in  mind  the  closing  of 
Vacation  Bible  Schools.  On  the  last 
Saturday  night  of  the  school  let  the  chil- 
dren have  their  program,  and  Sunday 
night  put  on  a  parents'  program  and  use 
this  play.  It  is  the  picture  of  two  homes. 
One  young  couple  starts  out  in  life  to 
make  Christ  the  foundation  for  their 
home  and  it  has  a  very  beautiful  ending. 
The  other  couple  builds  on  a  sandy  foun- 
dation and  the  evening  of  life  is  very 
sad.  It  is  a  sermon  within  itself.  Order 
this  play  and  use  in  connection  with 
your  school. 

Order  from 

ALDA  B.  HARRISON 

2905  Parker  St. 

Cleveland,  Tennessee 

Dear  Brother  Tharp: 

Find  enclosed  a  check  for  the  Bible 
School  Library  fund  from  the  State  of 
Michigan.  We  understand  that  each 
church  that  sends  in  an  amount  of  $1.00 
or  more  will  be  listed  in  the  Lighted 
Below  are  the  following 
that      contributed 


Pathway 
churches 
amount: 


East   Detroit 
Lincoln    Park 
Inkster 
Port  Huron 
West   Detroit 
Pontiac 
North    Flint 
East  Flint 
Grand  Ledge 
Lake  Odessa 

Total 


id      the 

$3.00 
2.00 
1.33 
1.65 
3.46 
2.25 
1.00 
1.00 
1.00 
1.00 

$17.68 


At    the   Detroit    district    Y. 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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Soon  the  daily  schools  will  be  ended  for 
this  term.  Would  you  rather  your  child 
should  play  in  the  streets  with,  the  Lord 
only  knows  who,  or  be  placed  in  a  Daily 
Vacation  Bible  School?  The  child's  mind 
is  sharp,  and  eager  to  be  fed  with  some- 
thing, and  may  I  add,  will  be  filled  with 
something.  If  we  do  not  provide  it  with 
the  proper  kind  of  matter  for  thought, 
then  the  devil  has  plenty  of  imps,  at  every 
turn  the  child  makes,  to  satisfy  the  desire 
of  the  child's  mind.  Our  children  will  not 
remain  with  an  idle  mind  while  out  of 
daily  school.  Its  mind  will  be  active  and 
receptive  to  whatever  the  environment 
might  be.  It's  up  to  us  to  provide  the 
proper  training  for  the  child.  Mothers,  let 
us  sound  the  alarm,  and  call  upon  God 
and  our  leaders  until  they  work  out  a 
sufficient  plan  to  care  for  this  great 
need. 

God  is  already  preparing  workers     for 


this  field  of  labor.  Here  in  Bible  Training 
School,  I  know  of  more  than  one  who  feel 
that  God  has  called  them  to  this  work. 
One  of  these  is  a  wonderful  preacher,  and 
consecrated  worker  who  has  had  experi- 
ence in  other  denominations  in  work  of 
this  kind.  There  are  perhaps  many  others 
and  I  know  God  has  a  place  for  them,  but 
what  are  they  to  do?  They  stand  ready 
and  efficient  to  build  up  a  wall  of  protec- 
tion about  your  child,  and  help  to  save  it 
from  the  many  snares  of  the  devil,  but, 
must  they  ask  for  the  privilege  of  going 
out  to  do  this  work?  Or  shall  the  pastors 
and  overseers  see  the  need  and  pray  the 
Lord  of  the  harvest  to  send  laborers  into 
His  harvest? 

God,  help  us  to  awaken  to  the  great 

need  in  this  neglected  field.   Surely  it  is 

ripe   unto   harvest,   but   the   laborers   are 

few.  This  is  one  type  of  work  that  will 

(Continued  on  page  26) 


Mrs.  Minnie  Belle  Clayton 
and  little  daughter,  Helen  Alda 

My  First  Red  Flower 

She's  wearing  her  first  red  flower  for  me, 
Last  year  she  was   too  small  you   see, 
For  less  than  a  month  had  she  been  here 
To  bless  our  home  and  brin^  good  cheer. 


God  gave  her  to  us  to  rear  for  Him, 
We  can  if  our  faith  does  not  grow  dim. 
O  God,  give  me  grace  and  wisdom  and 

power 
To  be  worthy  when  she  wears  her  first 

white   flower. 

NOTE:  Written  by  Minnie  Belle  (Ja- 
gers)  Clayton  for  her  little  daughter, 
Helen  Alda,  on  her  first  Mother's  Day. 
She  is  my  namesake. — Editor. 

What  Is  the  Future  of  Your  Child? 

(Continued  from  page   11) 

blessing  to  the  homes  and  church  as  well. 

Our  national  and  state  laws  provide 
five  days  a  week,  in  from  seven  to  nine 
months  out  of  the  year  for  the  literary 
training  of  our  children,  which  is  a  God- 
sent  blessing.  Our  church  provides  for  one 
hour  out  of  a  week  for  the  spiritual  train- 
ing of  our  children,  fifty-two  hours  a 
year.  Do  you  begin  to  see  the  point? 
If  our  country  realizes  the  need  of  prepar- 
ing the  child  for  its  short  voyage  in  this 
life,  compare  our  fifty-two  hours  of 
training  for  the  life  of  the  soul  that  shall 
live  on  and  on,  yes,  forever,  somewhere. 

I  almost  tremble  with  fear  at  the 
thought  of  this  great  field  of  work  in 
God's  Church  which  we  have  so  carelessly 
neglected.  Some  of  our  churches  have 
realized  this  need,  and  have  tried  to  sup- 
ply it  as  best  they  could  with  their  local 
talent,  but  are  faced  with  the  lack  of 
necessary  materials  and  trained  workers, 
and  many  have  become  discouraged  and 
given  up  the  task. 


A  SOU  OF  THE   PROPHETS  LOST 
HIS  AXE-HEAD  WHILE  FELLINCr 
A  TREE-     TO  BE  USED   IN  A 
BUILDING".     IT  FLEW  OFF  THE 
HANDLE  AND  FELL  INTO  THE 
WATERS  OF  NEARBY  JORDAN. 
HE  LAMENTED  TO  ELISHA 
BECAUSE  THE  AXE     WAS 
BORROWED,  WHERE  UPON 
ELISHA  ASKED  WHERE  IT  SANK, 
CAST  A  STICK  INTO  THE  RIVER/ 
AND  "TM£  /HOAfD/D  SMM?    THE 
MAN  REACHED  AMD  TOOK  AlJDP 
AT  EU5HA5  COfAMANOj 

Q&cf/t  fu//i/!\ 


could  &£t ///s  omta  '/a/ oi/rc//" 

ACCORD//VG-  TO  OlD  T£STAM£A/r 
//^BAfbi/  ZAW.  r/f£ OWA/£/i  COUW 
3£&MU>  o*Pt/r  fO  0£AT*£ 

/£  A7/S~AMMAL  <rOrj£>QS£*UCAVS£l> 
fH£  0£A7H OfAAWtggJVfiSOM.f&a/tylo) 
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Some  say  it  can't  be  done.  Come  on,  let's  show  them.  Help  by  send- 
ing contribution  for  library.  $1.00  counts  for  1  book  in  the  Y.  P.  E. 
contest.  Send  all  contributions  to  Rev.  Zeno  C.  Tharp,  Sevierville,  Tenn. 
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Here  is  what  will  happen  in   1941-42.  "Faith  is  the  victory." 
"Faith  without  works  is  dead." 

For  further  information  send  to  Rev.  Zeno  C.  Tharp,  Sevierville,  Tenn., 
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Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
cradle  is  the  hand  that  rules  the  world." 

In  our  February  issue  you  will  find 
the  poem  on  page  two,  "Call  Back."  We 
want  to  use  this  again  to  impress  upon 
you  our  purpose  in  writing  along  this 
line.  We  are  just  calling  back  to  tell  you 
of  the  dangers  of  the  way.  Here  is  the 
first  verse. 
//  you  have  gone  a  little  way  ahead  of 

me,  call  back, 
'Twill  cheer  my  heart  and  help  my  feet 

along  the  stony  track, 
And  if  perchance  faith's  light  is  dim  be- 
cause the  oil  is  low, 
Your  call  will  guide  my  lagging  course 

as   wearily  I  go. 

So,  dear  young  people,  we  trust  you 
will  take  this  message  in  the  spirit  it  has 
been  given.  We  are  just  calling  back  to 
tell  you. 

I  imagine  a  great  company  of  silver- 
haired  mothers  are  saying  amen  to  what 
I  have  written.  Why  not,  when  experience 
has  taught  them?  They,  too,  would  like 
to  add  their  testimony  to  mine.  They 
would  like  to  call  back  to  you  to  say,  Be 
careful. 

It  is  a  great  thing  to  be  a  good  mother. 
The  poet  has  said  the  three  most  beauti- 
ful words  in  the  English  language  are 
Mother,  Home  and  Heaven.  There  is  no 
purer  love,  there  is  no  greater  love,  there 
is  nothing  mightier  than  God's  love  and 
Mother's  love.  Then  when  your  little  ones 
come  to  live  in  your  home,  you  will  want 
to  give  them  the  very  best  possible  to 
make  them  worth  something  in  the  world. 
If  you  have  married  without  training, 
then  you  will  not  have  much  to  offer 
them,  and  they  must  grow  up  and  depend 
upon  others  to  give  them  the  training 
they  must  have  to  make  them  useful  citi- 
zens and  instruments  in  God's  hands  for 
the  betterment  of  the  world. 

Sometimes  these  little  ones  come  into 
the  home  with  only  a  few  months  be- 
tween them,  perhaps  ten,  twelve  or  four- 
teen months.  Many  times  there  are  two 
babies  who  cannot  walk  at  the  same  time. 
Sometimes  twins  arrive  and  only  a  baby 
to  act  as  mother.  What  a  calamity.  The 
little  mother  is  soon  bowed  beneath  her 
burden  and  the  young  father  discouraged 
and  ready  to  give  up.  The  children  grow 
up,  crowding  around  her  tired  feet  and 
crying  for  attention  which  mother  can- 
not give.  Poor  little  tired  child-mother  is 
nervous  and  irritable.  She  storms  at  the 
little  fellows,  she  jerks  them  around  and 
then  weeps  because  she  is  sorry,  but 
she  does  the  same  thing  over  and  over 
again.  The  children  grow  up  to  remem- 
ber mother  as  an  irritable,  cross  mother. 
You  say,  Well,  if  they  will  accept  Jesus 
and  live  a  Christian  life  everything  will 
be  all  right.  This  is  the  only  remedy,  but 
even  then  it  is  hard  to  live  victorious 
under   such   circumstances.   The   time  to 


take  Jesus  into  your  life  is  when  you  need 
His  guidance  to  know  whether  or  not  to 
take  upon  yourself  this  responsibility  so 
young.  We  feel  sure  He  would  say,  Wait 
'til  you  are  older. 

Now  I  hear  you  say,  I  know  of  some 
cases  where  the  young  mothers  and  fa- 
thers have  made  a  success  of  home  life 
and  child  training.  This  may  be  true,  but 
it  is  a  dangerous  thing  to  try  for  I  be- 
lieve I  can  say  truthfully  that  one  out  of 
fifty   find   it  difficult   to  get   along. 

If  you  are  contemplating  taking  upon 
you  this  responsibility,  stop  for  a  moment 
and  ask  God  what  to  do.  He  will  lead 
you  if  you  will  get  your  own  desires  and 
your  own  will  out  of  the  way. 

Note:  Below  is  a  letter  from  a  little 
mother  who  has  consented  for  us  to  pub- 
lish it  without  using  her  name.  This  is 
just  one  of  the  many  pitiful  letters  that 
come  to  us.  Ed. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I've  never  written  you  before  and  I'm 
terribly  sorry  that  my  first  letter  to  you 
has  to  be  this  kind.  I  feel  like  I'm  strand- 
ed away  out  in  the  ocean  on  a  tiny  island 
with  no  help  whatsoever  to  look  to.  My 
sorrow  is  one  that  I  know  you  have  been 
confronted  with  many  times,  but  it  seems 
like  a  dream  that  this  has  happened  to 
me.  I  was  reared  in  a  Christian  home,  by 
two  of  the  most  devoted  Christians  that 
ever  lived,  and  I  received  the  Holy  Ghost 
when  I  was  quite  young.  When  I  reached 
the  age  of  ten  years,  God  gave  me  a  won- 
derful talent  for  playing  the  piano  and 
singing.  I  traveled  in  the  state  assisting 
in  revivals,  and  God  blessed  me.  When  I 
reached  the  age  of  sixteen  I  was  called 
to  a  certain  town  to  assist  in  a  meeting. 
While  there  I  met  a  young  man  nineteen 
years  old.  He  was  a  very  nice  boy,  with 
no  bad  habits.  After  the  revival  was  over 
and  I  returned  home,  we  corresponded 
for  one  year.  He  told  me  in  his  letters  that 
if  I  would  marry  him  he  would  get  salva- 
tion and  we  would  both  live  the  same 
kind  of  life.  Well,  we  were  married  after 
a  year's  friendship,  and  this  coming  July 
we  will  celebrate  our  fifth  wedding  anni- 
versary. Sister  Harrison,  I  love  my  hus- 
band and  he  loves  me,  but  what  makes 
me  so  unhappy,  he  will  not  go  with  me 
to  church.  I  can  look  back  over  my  life 
now  and  see  that  I  disobeyed  God  by  mar- 
rying an  unsaved  man,  but  I  have  prayed 
and  begged  Him  to  forgive  me  and  I  feel 
like  He  has.  I  was  so  young  at  the  time 
I  was  married,  I  know  I  didn't  pray  to 
God  and  ask  Him  to  guide  me  through 
the  most  important  problem  of  my  life. 
God  has  blessed  our  home  with  two  pre- 
cious children.  Our  little  girl  will  be 
three  years  old  in  May  and  our  little  boy 
was  five  months  old  today.  If  my  hus- 
band was  only  a  Christian  so  that  he 
could  help  me  teach  them  the  Bible  and 
the  need  of  going  to  church. 

Tonight  when  the  two  children  and  I 


came  home  from  Y.  P.  E.,  my  husband 
wasn't  in.  I  walked  about  a  block  from 
the  house  to  the  place  he  works  and  he 
was  in  a  house  with  a  group  of  other  men 
talking  and  listening  to  the  radio.  My 
husband  wasn't  cursing  but  others  were 
smoking  and  using  God's  name  in  vain. 
When  he  came  home  we  had  a  few  words. 
I  didn't  quarrel  with  him  but  I  told  him 
that  he'd  rather  be  around  a  crowd  that 
profanes  God's  name  than  go  to  church 
with  me  and  try  to  help  me  teach  the 
children  right.  He  was  very  angry  with 
me  and  said  some  hard  things.  Sometimes 
I  have  a  thought  to  go  somewhere  and 
start  life  all  over  again,  but  I  can't.  I 
have  my  children  who  are  looking  to  me 
for  a  mother's  guidance  and  I've  got  to 
do  my  part.  I  know  that  when  we  disobey 
God  He  punishes  us  for  it,  and  if  this  is 
my  punishment  I  pray  that  I'll  be  able  to 
stand  it.  I  want  you  to  help  me  fast  and 
pray  that  God  will  save  my  husband.  I 
feel  like  if  you  will  get  him  on  your 
heart  and  pray  for  him,  that  God  will 
answer  your  prayers. 

I  want  my  life  to  be  a  blessing  while 
I'm  in  this  world.  I  don't  want  to  turn 
back  in  sin  because  I  realize  that  our  time 
to  work  for  the  Lord  is  very  short.  Oh! 
please  pray  that  God  will  work  out  His 
will  in  my  life  and  that  I'll  always  ask 
Him  to  guide  me  in  my  many  problems. 
Within  ourselves  we  can  do  nothing  but 
with   God   all   things   are  possible. 

Here  is  another  child-mother.  Likelv 
she  was  around  sixteen  years  of  age  when 
she  married.  How  sad  for  a  girl  so  young: 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  young  married  woman  at  the 
age  of  eighteen  years  and  my  husband  and 
I  have  one  baby  child.  My  husband  is 
twenty  years  old. 

I  am  sending  in  my  request  for  prayer 
for  I  know  both  of  us  really  need  it. 
Neither  one  of  us  is  saved,  but  we  believe 
in  the  Church  of  God  for  we  have  seen 
where  it  was  right. 

I  want  you  and  all  the  rest  of  the  mem- 
bers to  pray  for  my  husband  because  I 
stay  worried  about  him  all  the  time  when 
he  gets  away  from  home. 

He  started  drinking  nearly  a  year  ago 
and  runs  around  with  other  men,  throws 
away  his  money  for  intoxicating  drinks. 
I'm  not  in  good  health  and  it  makes  me 
stay  uneasy  about  him. 

We  stay  in  the  house  with  his  mother. 
She's  a  Church  of  God  member  here  and 
lives  a  Christian  life.  She  talks  to  him 
about  his  way  of  living  but  he  doesn't 
seem  to  change  any.  I  want  all  the  prayers 
from  every  Christian  for  him  and  myself 
so  that  we  may  change  before  it  is  too 
late.  

Let  us  pray  for  all  these  mothers  who 

are  carrying  heavy  loads.  And  whenever 

you  can  lend  a  helping  hand,  please  don't 

fail,  and  let  us  not  criticize  too  severely 

(Continued  on  page  26) 
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PROGRAM  OUTLINE 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo 
ments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
•ervice  too  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  .o  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let    us    bear  .this   in    mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
•on    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  b« 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
enless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
ft  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on'  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians who  can  always  be  depended  on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
ihey  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come   to   the   altar   of   prayer   and   accept  Christ. 

Lost 

Aid  a   B.    (Rankin)    McLendon 

St.   Luke    19:10 

Thoughts  for   Leader 

"For  the  Son  of  man  is  come  to  seek 
and  to  save  that  which  was  lost."  In  this 
scripture  we  have  just  read  we  are  given 
the  reason  for  Christ's  coming  into  this 
sinful  world.  Yes,  He  came  as  our  Savior 
because  we  were  lost  and  without  hope. 
Did  you  ever  stop  to  consider  what  a  ring 
this  little  word  "lost"  has  to  our  ears? 
Just  the  mere  utterance  of  the  word 
seems  to  almost  startle  one  and  then  to 
think  of  the  reality  of  this  little  word 
which  has  such  a  powerful  meaning. 

A  parent  who  has  had  a  child  stray 
away  and  get  lost  could  certainly  tell 
you  the  reality  of  this  word.  Not  only 
the  parents  could  tell  you  but  perhaps  the 
whole  neighborhood,  and  in  this  day  of 
radio  the  news  may  have  spread  over  the 
entire  nation  causing  great  concern  ev- 
erywhere, all  because  a  child  is  lost. 

Truly  this  is  something  to  cause  people 
to  be  concerned,  but  did  you  ever  stop  to 
think  how  much  more  terrible  it  is  for 
a  soul  to  be  lost?  There  are  souls  all  about 
us  who  are  lost,  and  how  many  of  us 
are  really  concerned  about  their  lost  con- 
dition? 

We  want  to  consider  a  few  scriptures 


that  may  stir  our  hearts  and  cause  us 
to  realize  the  significance  of  the  word 
"lost." 

The  Lost  Sheep 
Luke  15:3-7 

Here  we  have  the  parable  of  the  lost 
sheep.  What  great  concern  the  man  has 
over  one  lost  sheep!  He  still  has  ninety- 
nine  sheep,  but  he  leaves  the  ninety  and 
nine  to  go  and  search  for  the  lost  one. 
He  didn't  search  just  a  short  while  and 
give  up  finding  this  lost  sheep  for  the 
Bible  reveals  that  he  seeks  until  he  finds 
it.  What  a  lesson  this  is  for  us!  When  he 
finally  succeeds  in  finding  this  lost  sheep, 
he  rejoices  and  picks  it  up  and  puts  it  on 
his  shoulder.  Yes,  this  lost  sheep  which 
has  been  found  gets  special  care,  and  how 
careful  we  should  be  to  take  a  special 
interest  in  helping  to  reach  the  lost  soul 
and  winning  him  to  a  saving  knowledge 
of  our  blessed   Savior. 

There  may  be  those  who  have  been 
called  into  some  special  work  for  the 
Lord,  away  from  their  immediate  sur- 
roundings, who  may  be  prone  to  leave 
their  own  church  with  all  of  its  spiritual 
help  and  the  good  Christian  surroundings, 
but  remember  the  man  left  the  ninety 
and  nine  that  were  safe  to  go  and  find 
the  one  lost  sheep.  There  are  lost  souls 
all  about  us  who  are  longing  for  a  helping 
hand  to  guide  them  into  the  right  path. 
Will  you  be  one  to  lend  a  helping  hand 
and  throw  out  the  life-line  before  it  is 
forever  too  late? 

The    Lost   Coin 

Luke    15:8-11 

In  this  parable  of  the  lost  coin  we  are 
made  to  realize  what  great  concern  even 
the  losing  of  a  piece  of  silver  may  cause. 
Even  though  she  had  ten  pieces  and  lost 
only  one  how  diligently  she  would  search 
until  she  found  the  lost  one.  Yes,  she 
would  rejoice  greatly  when  she  found  it, 
and  even  her  neighbors  would  rejoice  with 
her.  Jesus  then  says,  "Likewise,  I  say  unto 
you,  there  is  joy  in  the  presence  of  the 
angels  of  God  over  one  sinner  that  re- 
penteth."  How  careful  we  should  then  be 
to  win  even  one  soul  to  repentance. 

The  story  is  told  of  an  evangelist  who 


Correction 

A  mistake  was  made  in  last 
month's  lesson  on  "The  Cross"  by 
Alda  B.  McLendon.  It  read,  Cruci- 
fixion is  the  most  honorable  form 
of  death.  It  should  have  read,  The 
most  horrible  death. 


held  a  revival  with  only  one  soul  being 
saved.  The  evangelist  felt  somewhat  dis- 
couraged and  was  tempted  to  consider  his 
revival  almost  a  failure.  But  this  one  who 
was  saved  went  out  to  be  one  of  the 
greatest  evangelists,  with  great  numbers 
being  saved  in  his  ministry.  This  evan- 
gelist later  knew  of  the  great  good  this 
one  who  was  saved  in  his  revival  was 
doing  and  was  made  to  realize  that  his 
revival  with  only  one  soul  saved  was  well 
worth  the  effort.  We  never  know  what 
good  may  come  from  the  salvation  of  one 
soul.  So  let  each  of  us  be  soul-winners 
for  Christ.  The  Lord  says,  "He  that  win- 
neth   souls    is   wise,"   Prov.    11:30. 

The  Lost  Son 

Luke  15:11-32 

Here  we  have  the  account  of  the 
prodigal  son  who  left  his  home  and  took 
a  journey  into  a  far  country.  This  son 
asked  his  father  for  his  inheritance  and 
after  he  had  received  it  he  bade  farewell 
to  the  parental  roof  to  go  on  his  journey. 
As  he  went  on  his  way  he  was  probably 
thinking  how  wonderful  it  would  be  to 
get  away  from  home  where  he  could  do 
as  he  pleased.  And  now  he  wouldn't  even 
have  to  listen  to  father's  and  mother's 
prayers,  for  they  made  him  so  miserable 
because  they  condemned  him  of  his  sins. 
So  he  went  to  a  far  country,  no  doubt 
trying  to  get  as  far  away  as  possible  where 
he  wouldn't  even  hear  from  his  parents, 
for  if  he  did  they  would  perhaps  give 
him  good  advice  and  warn  him  against 
the  pitfalls  of  sin. 

The  son  finally  reached  the  far  coun- 
try and  there  he  spent  his  substance  in 
riotous  living.  And  after  he  had  spent  all 
his  substance  there  arose  a  mighty  famine 
in  the  land  and  he  began  to  be  in  want. 
Then  we  find  him  going  to  a  citizen  of 
that  country,  for  he  was  in  great  need. 
This  man  sent  him  to  feed  the  swine  and 
he  was  hungry  enough  to  eat  the  husks 
that  the  swine  ate,  for  no  man  gave  unto 
him.  How  good  home  and  loved  ones 
would   look   to  him  now! 

We  see  how  it  took  this  to  bring  him 
to  his  senses,  for  after  this  he  came  to 
himself  and  began  to  think  of  home.  He 
knew  that  even  his  father's  hired  servants 
had  bread  enough  and  to  spare  and  there 
he  was  perishing  with  hunger.  No  doubt, 
he  would  be  glad  to  hear  father  and 
mother  pray  now  and  in  his  imagination 
he  could  perhaps  hear  them  praying  for 
him  as  in  days  gone  by.  He  then  decided 
he  would  arise  and  go  back  home.  He 
was  now  willing  to  confess  his  sins  and 
take  the  most  humble  place  of  a  servant. 

We  see  him  now  as  he  journeys  home- 
ward, and  what  a  different  boy  he  is 
from  the  one  who  traveled  this  same  road 
away  from  home.  Before  he  reaches  home 
his  father  sees  him  coming  and  runs  to 
meet  him  and  kisses  him  because  he  is  so 
happy  over  the  return  of  his  prodigal 
son.   The  son  confesses  his  sin  and  tells 
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him  he  is  not  worchy  to  be  called  his 
son.  But  the  father  told  the  servants  to 
bring  forth  the  best  for  him  because  his 
son  which  was  lost  is  now  found. 

This  gives  us  a  picture  of  the  great 
love  of  our  heavenly  Father.  For  even 
though  we  have  sinned  and  come  short 
of  His  glory,  if  we  confess  our  sins,  He 
is  faithful  and  just  to  forgive  us  our  sins, 
and  to  cleanse  us  from  all  unrighteous- 
ness. If  an  earthly  father  could  rejoice  so 
over  the  return  of  a  lost  son,  how  much 
more  our  heavenly  Father  rejoices  over 
the  salvation  of  one  lost  soul.  For  the 
Son  of  man  is  come  to  seek  and  to  save 
that  which  was  lost. 

Mother's  Day  Play 
"MEMORY'S  TRAIN" 

Stage  Setting 
The  platform  should  be  arranged  as  a 
living  room  with  table,  lamp  and  rocker, 
also  a  baby  bed. 

Characters 

A  man  dressed  as  a  train  conductor  or 
in  ordinary  clothes  with  large  strips  across 
his  breast  with  large  letters,  Memory  Line. 
A  young  mother  dressed  in  house  dress. 
A  middle-aged  mother  dressed  in  house 
dress.  An  aged  mother  dressed  appropri- 
ately. A  baby  or  doll.  A  six-year-old  boy. 
A  young  man  of  high  school  age.  This 
young  man  may  take  the  place  of  the  one 
who  is  leaving  home  also.  A  mid- 
dle-aged man.  Singers  and  readers.  One 
person  may  do  all  the  singing  behind 
curtain. 

Before  curtain  opens  the  conductor 
steps     in    front    of    the    curtain     and 


We  are  presenting  to  you  something 
unique  in  a  Mother's  Day  service.  To 
enter  thoroughly  into  the  spirit  of  the 
service,  it  is  necessary  for  you  to  let  your 
imagination  carry  you  aboard  the  train 
of  memory.  We  ask  that  you  enter  whole- 
heartedly into  this  service,  letting  it  fill 
your  own  particular  needs,  to  the  end 
that  mothers  may  be  honored  and  our 
God  be  glorified  as  the  Giver  of  wondrous 
gifts. 

Then  comes  the  opening  song,  to  the 
familiar  revival  tune,  "Life's  Railway  to 
Heaven": 
Let  us  go  on  mem'ry's  railway,  for  a  ride 

back  through  the  years; 
Let  us  seek  familiar  landmarks  which  our 

memory  endears; 
Let's  recall  our  childish  sorrows  and  our 

joys  and  pleasures,   too, 
As  this  speeding  train  of  mem'ry  brings 

them   all   within   our   view. 

CHORUS: 
Train  of  mem'ry,  take  us  backward,  for 

a  survey  of  the  years — 
Mother  Love  at  every  milepost,   sharing 

all  our  joys  and  fears. 
Other    mem'ries    come    before    us    as   we 

think  of  days  gone  by, 


And  we  quickly  pass  them  over  with  but 

scarce  a  fleeting  sigh, 
But  the  mem'ries  of  our  mothers  seem  to 

linger  with  us   best; 
Tender,   guiding  love  of  mothers  stands 

out  clear  above  the  rest. 

The  appropriate  scripture  reading  is 
found  in  Prov.  31:10-31.  Then  follows 
the  prayer: 

Divine  Father,  thou  hast  endowed  the 
world  with  the  precious  gift  of  mothers. 
Let  us  look  to  Thee  today  for  guidance 
as  we  take  this  trip  through  the  realms 
of  memory.  Point  out  to  us  the  loving 
sacrifices,  the  tender  care,  and  the  watch- 
ful guiding  hand  that  was  Mother's,  and 
lead  us  the  way  to  the  realization  and 
appreciation  of  the  fact  that  true  mother- 
hood is  a  more  wonderful  career  than  any 
devised  by  human  agencies  in  the  world 
of  today.  Let  us  ever  honor  and  reverence 
true  motherhood  as  one  of  Thy  divine 
agencies  for  the  upbuilding  of  Thy  king- 
dom. In  Christ's  name  we  ask  it.  Amen. 

The  Conductor  next  recites: 
There's   a    train    waiting  here 

That  is  chartered  for  you; 
And  it  runs  on  mem'ry's  line; 

Won't  you  board  it  with  me 
For  a  glimpse  of  the  past, 

To  think  of  your  mother  and  mine? 

The   distance   will    vary, 

And  the  stations  reveal 
For  each  a  different  view, 

But  all  down  the  way 
On   the  memory  line 

There's  mother  love,  tender  and  true. 

From  the  youngest  here, 

To  the  oldest  one, 
As  we're  riding  on  mem'ry's  train, 

In  familiar  scenes 
Of  the  by-gone  days, 

It's  mother  again  and  again. 

All  aboard,  all  aboard! 

We've  started  the  trip, 
We're  off  on  mem'ry's  way, 

Let's  listen  a  bit 
As  we're  speeding  along 

To  hear  what  our  passengers  say. 

(To  the  tune  of  "We've  a  Story  to  Tell 

to  the  Nations") 
We've  a  story  to  tell  to  our  mothers, 

As  we  ride  on  memory's  line — 
A  story  of  love  and  devotion, 

A  love  that  is  pure  and  fine, 

A  love  that  is  pure  and  fine. 

CHORUS: 
Watch  the  scenes  as  they  change  so  quick- 

As  our  train  goes  speeding  along. 
And   see   how   mothers   have  blessed   the 
world 
All  down  through  the  ages  long. 

We  recall  all  the  joys  of  our  childhood, 
And  the  one  who  was  always  near 

To  banish   our   childish   sorrows 
And  tell  us  never  to  fear, 


And   tell   us   never   to  fear. 

Though    our    journey    on    this    train    of 
mem'ry 
Is  not  long  as  we  count  the  years, 

The  brighter  the  thought  of  mothers, 
The  mem'ry  that  warms  and  cheers, 
The  mem'ry  that  warms  and  cheers. 

First   Scene 
Curtains  open  and  a  young  mother  is 

seated    in    rocker,    rocking    a    baby.    She 

sings: 

SWEET   BABY   OF  MINE 
(Tunc — "Luther's  Cradle  Hymn") 

O  dear  little  baby,  your  mother  is  here, 

No  harm  will  befall  you  while  she  in  near; 

Secure  in  the  arms  that  round  you  en- 
twine, 

You're  safe  from  all  danger,  sweet  baby 
of  mine. 

O  dear  little  baby,  now  cuddle  to  sleep, 

Your  mother  will  faithful  watch  o'er  you 
keep; 

With  prayer  unto  God,  for  blessings  di- 
vine, 

And   love   for   you   ever,   sweet   baby  of 
mine. 
As  she  begins  to  sing  the  last  verse  she 

goes  to  baby  bed  and  lays  the  baby  down 

as  she  finishes  the  song.  She  continues  to 

kneel  as  she  sings  softly: 

Hush   my   dear,   lie  still   and   slumber, 

Holy  angels  guard  thy  bed. 

As  she  sings  two  girls  dressed  as  angels 

quietly  enter  and  stand  beside  her.   The 

curtain  closes. 

Second  Scene 
Mother  and  six-year-old  son  enter  room. 

Boy  holds  books  and  carries  lunch  basket. 

Mother  embraces  him  and  they  kneel  in 

prayer.  A  prayer  may  be  offered  or  prayed 

silently.   Boy  leaves  platform   waving  to 

mother  and  calling,  "Good-bye,  Mother." 

Third  Scene 

Mother  seated  in  deep  thought.  Much 
expression  should  be  used  in  this.  Use 
someone  who   knows   how. 

It  is  great  to  be  a  mother!  After  having 
been  a  mother  for  a  long,  long  time,  the 
memories  alone  are  worth  the  struggle! 
Live,  active  memories  full  of  action  and 
color!  A  real  job  it  is,  too,  to  be  a  moth- 
er. No  mere  man  has  the  privilege  to  fill 
the  position.  The  President  of  the  United 
States,  all  honor  to  him,  perhaps  has  the 
job  that  approaches  most  accurately  to  a 
similarity.  After  serving  his  country  four 
years  he  retires  broken  under  the  strain 
and  heavy  pressure  of  responsibility  and 
care,  eyes  grow  dim  and  hair  faded.  But 
the  President  has  nothing  on  Mother  when 
it  comes  to  the  well-earned  gray  hairs; 
and  as  to  responsibility  and  care,  hard 
luck  and  tough  breaks,  she  has  as  many 
as  any  executive. 

Yes,  it's  great  to  be  a  mother!  And  it 
isn't  all  work  and  war  and  weariness. 
There  are  mountains  of  joyous  anticipa- 
tion, rivers  of  joy  in  righteous  service, 
bursting  pride  in  clean,  healthy  produc- 
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tion,  and  an  eternal  accomplishment  of 
purpose.  Each  night  as  she  "tucks  the 
kivers  in"  there  is  consciousness  of  a  day's 
work  well  rendered.  And  there  is  response 
— kisses,  mischievous  surprises  meant  to 
signify  appreciation,  and  companionship! 
"Aw — don't  worry,  Mother,  y'u  still  got 
me."  Yes,  "taxes  are  due,"  the  "home 
must  go,"  "can't  get  work,"  "grocery 
bill  cut,"  etc.,  etc. — but,  Sonny  is  there 
to  console,  with  his  arm  about  her  neck — 
"Don't  worry,  y'u  still  got  me."  And 
isn't  that  something?  Something  that  is 
hers  and  God's  and  if  father  has  been 
brave  and  faithful  and  not  a  deserter, 
why,  of  course,  he  also  shares  in  the 
possession. 

Yes,  a  mother's  life  is  great.  It  is  great 
because  it  is  hard.  All  great  things  have 
to  be  earned.  Who  wants  to  live  an  easy 
life?  What  compensation  does  it  bring? 
At  the  end  there  is  nothing  but  ashes. 
But  the  life  of  a  faithful,  sacrificing 
mother  has  not  been  lived  in  vain.  She 
has  something  to  show.  To  show?  No, 
she  learned  'way  back  there  that  "show" 
doesn't  count.  But  she  has  something, 
something!  Something  that  God  under- 
stands and  appreciates. 

Then,  here  comes  Mother's  Day!  Well, 
that  is  getting  it  back!  Sentiment,  honor, 
front  seats — well,  can't  she  just  slip  away 
a  bit?  It  is  so  bewildering.  She  is  afraid 
she  is  going  to  cry!  But,  after  all,  she 
admits  it's  great,  after  all,  to  be  a  mother! 

Boy  of  high  school  age  enters  with  face 
beaming:  O  Mother,  would  you  like  to 
see  my  high  school  diploma?  Mother  rises 
and  pats  him  on  the  shoulder  saying,  I'm 
proud  of  my  boy. 

He  speaks:  Mother,  I  can  truly  say 
with  Abraham  Lincoln,  All  I  am  and  all 
I  ever  hope  to  be  I  owe  to  my  mother. 
It  has  been  your  guiding  hand  and  your 
prayers  for  me  that  have  brought  me  to 
this  day.  {Curtain  closes.) 
Fourth  Scene 

Boy   enters   carrying  suitcase.   Mother 
follows.  As  she  enters  she  begins  reciting 
very  touchingly  the  following  poem: 
O   boy  o'  mine,  O  joy  o'  mine,  you're 

leaving  home  today, 
Come  with  me  to  our  inglenook  and  let 

us  kneel  and  pray. 
The   pathway   leading   from   our  door  is 

full  of  pits  and  snares, 
And  dangers  lurk  on  every  side  to  trap 

you   unawares. 

Sweet  siren  voices  full  of  lure  will  whis- 
per in  your  ear, 

And  seek  to  turn  you  from  the  way  your 
mother  holds  so  dear. 

So  come  with  me,  O  boy  o'  mine,  and  let 
us  kneel  and  pray, 

That  God  may  be  your  comrade  and  pro- 
tect you  all  the  way. 

O  boy  o'  mine,  O  joy  o'  mine,  it's  hard 
to  see  you  go, 


For  my  heart  is  a  mother's  heart  and,  oh, 

I  love  you  so. 
My   dream    for   you   is   not   of   fame   or 

treasures   vast   of   gold, 
Or  that  men  may  speak  your  name  abroad 

with  praises  manifold. 

My  dream  for  you  is  not  of  these,  for 

fading   flowers   are   they, 
And  some  day  by  the  whirlwind  will  be 

scattered  by  the  way. 
My  dream  for  you  is  not  of  things  that 

transient  are  and  vain, 
And  as  cheerless  to  the  spirit  as  the  cheer- 
less autumn  rain. 
O  boy  o'  mine,  O  joy  o'  mine,  wherever 

you  may  roam, 
In  this  heart  of  mine  remember  you  will 

always  have  a  home. 
My  dream  for  you  is  purity,  but  if  you 

should  slip  and  fall, 
Oh,  wing  a  prayer  to  God,  my  boy,  and 

He  will  heed  your  call. 

His  love  for  you  is  wonderful,  and  moth- 
er's love  is  true, 

And  day  and  night  where'er  you  roam, 
I'll  always  think  of  you. 

The  years  may  bring  you  sorrow,  and  the 
years  may  bring  you  joy, 

But  in  shadow,  or  in  sunshine,  I'll  be 
praying  for  my  boy. 

Fifth  Scene 

Enter  a  mother  who  is  feeble  and  old. 
She  crosses  the  platform  with  tottering 
steps,  sits  in  rocker  and  takes  Bible  in 
lap  as  though  she  is  reading. 

Soloist  sings,  "Where  We'll  Never 
Grow  Old."   (Curtain  closes.) 

Sixth  Scene 

Enter  son.  An  older  man  must  now 
take  the  son's  place.  He  carries  a  box  of 
flowers  which  he  places  on  a  table.  He 
looks  sadly  at  his  mother's  picture  on  the 
wall.  He  takes  a  white  carnation  and  pins 
it  on  the  lapel  of  his  coat,  and  wipes  his 
eyes  with  his  handkerchief.  He  sits  down, 
takes  Bible  in  hand  and  begins  to  turn 
its  pages  as  he  sings  softly,  Blessed  Book, 
precious  Book,  On  its  dear  old  tear-stained 
leaves  I  love  to  look. 

(Tune:   "Life's  Railway  to  Heaven") 
Well,    we're   back   on    mem'ry's    railroad 

from  a  journey  through  the  past. 
Vivid  were  our  recollections  as  the  train 

sped  on  so  fast. 
As  we  traveled  rails  of  mem'ry  and  the 

years   filed  in  view, 
All  the  way  there  traveled  with  us  mother 

love  so  kind  and  true. 

CHORUS: 

Train  of  mem'ries,  you  have  blest  us  with 

a  vision  of  the   past, 
And  the   thoughts  of  love   unselfish   are 

the  memories  that  last. 
Oh  the  memories  of  mothers,  symbols  of 

eternal  love! 
Let  us  honor  and  respect  them  as  the  gift 

of  God  above. 
God's   most      blessed      gift    to   mankind, 


mother  love  so  pure  and  true, 
Ever  in  your  mem'ry  travels  and  reveals 
itself  to  you. 

Follow  Me 

Matt.  4:19b. 

Juanita  Benson 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

It  seems  that  is  one  of  the  sweetest, 
most  humble  expressions  of  our  Lord  and 
Savior. 

When  we  think  of  che  supreme  position 
He  held,  being  called  the  Son  of  almighty 
God. 

Instead  of  standing  off  authoritatively 
commanding,  we  hear  Him  say,  Follow 
me.  I'm  your  example,  you  do  as  I  do.  We 
often  hear  the  expression  of  how  He  paid 
the  extreme  penalty  for  our  sins,  but  He 
not  only  did  that,  He  lived  an  extremely 
hard  life,  to  make  sure  none  of  ours  were 
more  severe. 

Worthy  is  He  to  say  He  would  not 
suffer  us  to  be  tempted  above  that  we 
were  able  to  bear,  for  He  knows  just  how 
far  we  can  go,  not  only  by  His  infinite 
knowledge,  but  by  His  own  experience. 
Humility 

Now  to  follow  Jesus  is  to  go  the  same 
way  He  went,  or  be  like  Him.  We  hear 
His  humble  exhortation,  Matt.  11:29, 
"Take  my  yoke  upon  you,  and  learn  of 
me;  for  I  am  meek  and  lowly  in  heart." 
I  think  Christ  is  most  real  and  is  mani- 
fested most  plainly  in  the  lives  of  those 
who  are  most  humble. 

Think  of  Him,  how  meekly  He  an- 
swered their  questions  of  scorn.  When 
they  sought  to  kill  Him,  He  in  return 
sought  to  give  them  life.  God,  help  us  to 
follow  Him  more  closely.  When  someone 
seeks  to  kill  our  influence,  let's  refrain 
from  speaking  back,  for  He  said,  If  they 
have  persecuted  me  they  will  persecute 
you,  and  it's  enough  to  be  as  our  Master. 
Moreover,  He  told  us  to  rejoice  over  such 
things,  for  great  was  our  reward  in  heav- 
en. 

In  agony  He  was  submissive,  saying, 
"Not  my  will  but  thine  be  done."  In 
humiliation  He  meekly  refused  to  com- 
plain. In  cruel  suffering  He  begged  mercy 
for  the  unmerciful. 

When  we  think  of  this  precious  spot- 
less life,  in  comparison  to  ourselves,  surely 
we,  like  Peter,  are  following  afar  off. 
Self-denial 

Luke  9:23,  "And  he  said  unto  them  all, 
If  any  man  will  come  after  me,  let  him 
deny  himself,  and  take  up  his  cross  daily, 
and  follow  me." 

Truly  the  life  of  Jesus  was  one  of  self- 
denial  and  to  follow  Him  is  to  walk  even 
as  He  walked. 

The  question  is,  "Deny  ourselves  of 
what,  and  in  what  way?"  Anything  that 
would  stand  between  us  and  God,  or  any- 
thing that  would  hinder  His  plan  in  our 
lives.  For  instance,  something  we  possess, 
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as  the  rich  young  ruler,  could  be  a  stum- 
blingblock,  because  of  unwillingness  to 
share  our  material  blessings  with  others. 
We  get  a  lesson  from  the  case  of  Ananias 
and  Sapphira  that  our  lives  must  be  sur- 
rendered unreservedly  to  Christ. 

Somebody  said,  "I  would  like  to  live 
for  the  Lord  but  it  would  break  up  my 
home,  or  cause  me  to  lose  my  husband 
or  wife."  But  remember  that  won't  ex- 
cuse us.  Jesus  gave  up  His  home,  not  only 
in  glory,  but  in  the  world  that  was  made 
by  Him;  He  didn't  claim  a  place  to  lay 
His  head. 

Justly    could    He    say,    He    that    loves 
father,    mother,      sister,      or   brother,   or 
homes,   or   lands   better   than    me   is   not 
worthy  to  be  my  disciple. 
The  Outcome 

Mark  1:17,  "And  Jesus  said  unto  them, 
Come  ye  after  me,  and  I  will  make  you 
to  become  fishers  of  men."  My,  what  a 
position!  We  talk  about  needing  a  job, 
and  Jesus  offers  us  the  most  honorable 
one  obtainable.  Think  of  gathering  sheaves 
for  God's  kingdom. 

We  think  about  people  working  for 
various  firms  here,  and  often  they  very 
zealously  boast  their  firm,  when  the  only 
thing  they  expect  to  get  is  the  salary 
promised  when  employed,  but  God's  firm 
offers  more  than  that,  for  we  have  the 
privilege  to  draw  from  that  firm  while 
here,  and  we  are  promised  a  share  in  it 
hereafter.  Truly  it's  a  foolish  man  who 
rejects  such  an  offer. 

But,  first,  we  must  qualify  ourselves, 
and  remember  the  precious  way  Jesus 
taught  us  how  was  through  spiritual 
dramatization  in   human   life. 


Six  Things  That  Will  Fail 

Grace  Churcfrman 
Leader's  Thoughts 

We  know  that  there  are  some  things 
that  will  fail  and  some  things  that  will 
not  fail.  We  intend  to  discuss  these 
things.  Tonight  we  will  study  the  things 
that  will  fail,  and  next  month  we  will 
study  the  things  that  will  not  fail.  First, 
let  us  be  sure  we  know  what  the  word 
"fail"  means.  Webster  says  it  means  "to 
fall  short,  decline,  turn  out  badly,  become 
bankrupt."  I  especially  like  the  first 
clause,  "to  fall  short,"  because  there  are 
six  things  that  will  fall  short  of  taking 
us  to  heaven. 

Money 
Gen.   47:15 

We  know  that  money  will  buy  many 
things  in  this  world.  It  is  a  necessity  in 
our  present  world.  But  there  are  times 
when  money  will  fail,  regardless  of  how 
much  of  it  we  may  have.  Money  cannot 
buy  a  person's  health  or  life.  Neither  can 
it  buy  food  if  there  is  no  food  to  be  had. 
But  chief  of  all,  money  cannot  buy  sal- 
vation, and  salvation  is  the  only  thing 
that  will  take  us  to  heaven.  We  must  not 
get  so  busy  making  money  that  we  can- 


not serve  God  as  we  should,  for  money 
will  fail. 

Strength 
Psa.    31:10 

We  see  men  with  great  strength.  They 
are  so  powerful  they  seem  almost  super- 
human. Later,  we  may  see  that  person 
who  was  so  strong  and  he  is  so  weak  he 
cannot  walk  and  must  depend  upon  some- 
one for  his  care.  This  is  truly  a  sad  sight, 
but  it  is  not  as  sad  as  to  think  of  a  per- 
son who  is  so  strong  he  has  never  feared 
anything  and  he  meets  the  Savior  unpre- 
pared and  hears  the  sentence,  "Enter  into 
the  lake  of  fire." 

But  here  his  strength  cannot  save  him 
because   strength   faileth. 
Desire 
Eccl.    12:10 

We  are  always  desiring  or  wanting  for 
something.  Here  many  of  the  things  we 
desire  fail  to  materialize,  while  others  are 
fulfilled.  But  there  will  come  a  time 
when  all  our  desire  will  fail,  when  it  will 
not  do  any  good  to  have  desired  for  any- 
thing. When  we  come  to  the  end  of  life's 
journey  it  matters  not  how  much  we  may 
have  desired  to  live  for  God,  but  only  if 
we  are  His  child.  Yes,  desire  will  fail  us. 
Relatives 
Job    19:14 

Relatives  are  usually  considerate,  kind 
and  affectionate  to  us.  But  quite  often  in 
this  life,  as  with  Job,  they  cannot  help 
us  and  perhaps  hinder  us.  They  are  won- 
derful but  they  will  fail,  for  even  if  they 
are  as  faithful  as  can  be  there  are  times 
when  they  cannot  understand  us.  And, 
too,  they  can  only  go  with  us  to  the 
grave.  We  cannot  afford  to  put  our  hope 
in  relatives  because  they  will  fail. 
Heart 
Psa.    73:26 

The  heart  is  the  vital  organ  of  the 
body.  When  the  heart  ceases  to  function, 
life  is  gone.  The  heart  is  precious  and  we 
should  try  to  keep  from  overtaxing  it. 
But  we  must  not  put  our  hope  in  our 
heart,  because  some  day  our  heart  will 
cease  to  beat.  Yes,  the  heart,  the  most 
vital  organ  of  the  body,  will  fail. 
Flesh 
Psa.    73:26 

Our  flesh  is  rather  sensitive.  Even  a 
small  scratch  or  burn  on  it  will  cause  us 
pain.  We  try  to  protect  our  flesh  so  it 
will  not  become  painful — no  not  even 
rough.  But  there  will  come  a  time  when 
our  flesh  shall  fail  and  shall  go  back  to 
dust  from  whence  it  came.  So  we  cannot 
afford  to  put  our  hope  in  flesh,  for  we 
know  that  some  day  it  will  fail. 


Gray  Hair 

(Continued  from  page  14) 
who  was  gone  forever.  He  climbed  hur- 
riedly a  couple  of  feet  more.  A  woman 
was  kneeling  by  the  bed,  but  it  wasn't 
his  mother.  This  woman  was  thinner  and 
slighter,  but,  more  than  that,  his  mother 


had  dark,  very  dark  hair,  and  this  wom- 
an's was  snowy  white.  It  fell  around  her 
like  a  silver  veil.  Someone  was  occupying 
his  mother's  room. 

He  turned  to  go  down.  He  had  no 
wish  to  spy  on  anyone.  "I  may  not  even 
look  upon  her  face,"  he  thought  bitterly. 

The  kneeling  figure  arose  and  turned 
toward  the  window.  The  movement  at- 
tracted him  and  he  raised  his  eyes  and 
stared  straight  into  his  mother's  face,  for 
it  was  his  mother  with  tear-stained  eyes 
and  quivering  lips.  He  gazed  a  moment 
in  unbelieving  bewilderment.  It  came 
back  to  him  what  the  man  in  the  car 
had  said,  "I  sometimes  think  she  cares 
when  I  look  at — her  hair."  But  he  had 
not  heard  the  last  two  words  and  had 
not  understood. 

"O  mother,  mother,"  he  breathed.  He 
slipped  hastily  down  from  the  tree  and 
ran  around  the  house,  his  one  desire  to 
reach  her  and  comfort  her  some  way.  He 
sped  across  the  porch  and  put  his  finger 
on  the  loose  screw  in  the  dining  room 
window.  Even  as  he  slipped  into  the 
warm-scented  dusk  it  came  to  him  that 
the  fastener  had  been  left  all  this  time,  so 
that  if  he  ever  came  and  found  the  door 
locked  he  could  still  get  in. 

"I  must  not  frighten  her,"  he  whis- 
pered. 

He  opened  the  front  door  and  shut  it 
with  a  little  slam  that  echoed  loudly 
through  the  quiet  house.  Years  ago  his 
mother  had  said,  "When  you  come  in  at 
night  slam  the  door  a  little;  then  I'll 
know  it  is  you.  Burglars  don't  slam 
doors." 

He  put  up  the  chain  and  ran  lightly 
up  the  stairs.  Would  she  hear?  Would 
she  know? 

Her  door  was  ajar.  He  pushed  it  open 
gently.  She  was  sitting  straight  up  in 
bed,  her  dark  eyes  full  of  agonizing  un- 
certainty, her  face  the  color  of  snow,  and 
her   hands   clasped   across  her  breast. 

"Herbert,  Herbert,  Herbert,"  she  was 
repeating  over  and  over  in  a  strangled 
voice,  scarcely  above  a  whisper.  Then 
clearly,  passionately,  as  her  eyas  con- 
firmed her  hope,  "My  son,  my  son,  my 
son,"  and  her  arms  stretched  hungrily  out 
to  him. 

He  drew  a  deep  breath,  as  though  life 
and  hope  were  coming  back.  Then  he 
was  kneeling  at  her  side,  holding  her  close, 
sobbing  out  his  grief  and  repentance  and 
love  on  her  breast. 

"I  was  speeding,  mother,  and  hurt  a 
man,  and  was  so  thankful  that  I  had  not 
killed  him  I  was  glad  to  pay  the  penalty." 

Later,  much  later,  after  many  things 
had  been  explained  and  his  forehead  was 
wet  with  her  forgiving  tears,  he  said, 
"Mother,  one  of  the  things  that  brought 
me  on  my  knees  to  God  was  when  the 
prison   chaplain      said,      'Your  Father  in 
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heaven  can  love  you  and  forgive  you  even 
more  than  your  mother  can.'  " 

"For  me,  mother?"  he  whispered,  lift- 
ing a  strand  of  the  silver  hair. 

"Yes,  sonny,"  she  answered  softly.  "I 
could  hide  from  others  my  grief  and  fear 
and  longing,  but  not  from  myself." 

"O  mother,"  he  said,  brokenly,  "I  will 
never  cause  you  another  sorrow,  but  I 
cannot  make  up  to  you  for  this." 

She  clasped  his  head  closer  to  her  breast 
and  made  that  little  crooning  sound  that 
only  mothers  can  make.  "O  my  son,  my 
beloved  one,  what  care  I  for  gray  hair? 
Why,  it  shall  be  a  crown  of  glory  to  me 
now  that  you  have  come  back  to  me 
like  this." — The  Advance. 

Tenting  Tonight 

(Continued  from  page  12) 

hood.  She  had  to  select  songs  to  sing  at 
Cicely  Anne's  recital,  and  plan  what 
clothes  she  could  get  together  for  the 
trip. 

The  barking  of  the  Lester  dog  an- 
nounced company.  Margaret  turned  her 
head  to  see  young  Jerry  Minar  crossing 
the  side  yard.  Susan  would  tell  him  about 
the  ruin,  so  he  would  be  prepared  for  it. 
Margaret  smiled  over  that  as  she  hurried 
out  to  help  mother  and  dream  more  beau- 
tiful dreams  about   the  wonderful  visit. 

Miss  Mary  Ames,  who  went  out  in  the 
neighborhood  to  sew  by  the  day,  was  sure 
Margaret's  simple  white  voile  was  the 
prettiest  dress  she  had  made  for  many 
months.  It  fitted  Margaret  perfectly.  Its 
folds  fell  so  gracefully  they  seemed  to 
caress  her  slender  body  and  the  em- 
broidered collar  mother  was  fashioning 
was  more  exquisite  than  any  which  could 
be  bought.  There  was  just  one  more  day's 
work  on  it  when  father  first  saw  it.  His 
weatherbeaten  face  lighted  up  when  Mar- 
garet tried  it  on  for  him.  The  rush  of 
work  on  the  farm  had  kept  him  from 
realizing  that  all  the  bustle  and  rush 
about  the  house  was  to  get  Margaret 
ready  for  the  trip  to  Cicely  Anne's. 

It  was  because  she  was  so  happy  herself 
that  it  hurt  her  later  that  evening  when 
she  found  Susan  crying  in  the  room  they 
shared. 

She  demanded  the  reason  for  Susan's 
tears,  and  would  not  be  still  until  Susan 
told  her  of  Grandfather  Minar's  outrag- 
eous behavior  since  the  calves  had  ruined 
his  hedge. 

"He  won't  even  speak  to  Jerry.  He 
won't  talk  to  the  family.  He  is  going 
around  urging  the  other  Civil  War  vete- 
rans, old  John  O'Neal,  the  four  veterans 
of  the  Spanish-American  War,  and  even 
those  of  the  World  War,  to  miss  the  Me- 
morial Day  services." 

Margaret's  arms  went  around  Susan. 
As  she  soothed  her  she  told  herself  that 
most  of  Susan's  tears  were  for  Jerry's 
plight.    Memorial    Day    services,    if    they 


failed  completely,  would  never  grieve 
Susan  as  they  would  Margaret.  "I'll  go 
over  and  see  grandfather  this  very  eve- 
ning," she  said.  "And  if  necessary  I'll 
telephone  old  Dr.  Noyes  to  come  and 
help  me  get  him  out  of  this  spell.  The  old 
darling  can't  spoil  our  exercises  just  be- 
cause he's  peeved." 

The  old  man  was  sitting  on  a  bench 
out  in  the  yard  when  Margaret  arrived  at 
the  Minar  home.  His  dejected  attitude 
hurt  the  girl.  There  were  tears  in  his 
eyes  when  he  looked  up  to  speak.  He 
pointed  to  the  pitiful,  straggling  hedge. 

"I  planted  them  and  cared  for  them 
with  my  own  crippled  hands  for  the 
graves  of  my  comrades,"  he  said;  "for 
Tom  Kyle  who  lost  his  leg  at  Gettys- 
burg; for  Mason  Durkin  who  came  back 
from  the  battle  of  Vicksburg  blind."  His 
folded  hands  quivered.  "I  reckon  it  won't 
matter  though,  for  all  of  us  veterans  are 
marching  into  oblivion.  The  young  are 
forgetting  us;  forgetting  our  country. 
Most  of  my  grandchildren  want  to  go  on 
a  picnic  that  day.  And  old  Doc  Noyes 
can't  get  the  high  school  chorus  to  sing 
because  so  many  are  planning  other 
things  for  the  day." 

A  sweep  of  red  went  across  Margaret's 
face.  A  long  silence  followed.  Slowly  she 
walked  up  and  down  the  garden,  close  to 
the  broken,  bruised,  almost  bleeding 
peony  hedge.  She  wasn't  seeing  the  big 
auditorium  in  which  Cicely  Anne  would 
give  her  recital;  in  which  she,  wearing 
the  new  white  voile,  would  sing.  She 
wasn't  even  seeing  the  face  of  Perry  Wes- 
ton. 

Instead  she  seemed  to  be  again  a  tiny 
girl  held  high  in  Grandfather  Lester's 
arms  as  "the  boys  came  home"  to  Beech 
Grove  Neighborhood  after  the  Great 
War.  Some  of  them  limped.  Some  had 
empty  coat  sleeves.  All  seemed  so  tired 
and  sad.  The  little  girl  she  had  been  had 
sobbed  over  that.  And  grandfather  had 
kissed  her  and  told  her  that  she  was  his 
own  echo.  "Never  forget  them,"  he  had 
said.  "Never  forget  they  served  your 
country.  Never  forget  to  honor  them  and 
carry  on  for  me  when  I'm  gone." 

Now  Grandfather  Lester  was  sleeping 
close  to  his  buddies,  upon  whose  graves 
she  had  helped  him  place  flags  and  strew 
flowers  through  the  years.  She  had  car- 
ried on  with  Dr.  Noyes,  who  had  suc- 
ceeded Grandfather  Lester  as  Beech 
Grove's  Decoration  Day  chairman. 

Now  she  went  to  the  old  man  sitting 
so  stooped  on  the  bench.  "If  you'll  help 
me  get  all  the  boys  into  line  for  Decora- 
tion Day  so  old  Dr.  Noyes  won't  be  dis- 
appointed with  them,  I'll  stay  and  sing 
for  the  program.  And  I'm  sure  we  can  use 
roses  to  take  the  place  of  peonies  in  the 
wreaths,  though  of  course  they  will  not 
be  so  beautiful." 


"Why,  Margie,"  the  old  man  swung 
around,  the  tears  out  of  his  eyes.  "You're 
Colonel  Ira  Lester  over  again.  The  livin' 
image  of  him.  Beech  Grove  Neighborhood 
will  never  miss  him  as  long  as  it  has  you." 

The  next  day  mother  helped  Margaret 
fold  away  the  voile  dress  in  tissue  paper  so 
it  would  be  fresh  when  she  went  to  visit 
Cicely  Anne  in  July.  A  few  days  later 
Cicely  Anne's  letter  came.  She  wasn't  an- 
gry at  Margaret  of  course,  she  said,  know- 
ing how  much  Beech  Grove  Neighbor- 
hood did  depend  on  her  voice  for  special 
programs,  and  she'd  think  of  her  every 
minute  of  her  recital. 

There  was  no  mention  of  young  Perry 
Weston,  but  Margaret  couldn't  help 
thinking  of  him  as  she  drove  over  the 
countryside  with  Grandfather  Minar  and 
Young  Jerry,  seeing  that  everybody  was 
going  to  send  flowers  to  the  church,  and 
that  the  veterans  would  all  be  there,  and 
that  the  newcomers  in  the  neighborhood 
were  invited  to  the  exercises. 

It  was  finally  Decoration  Day.  The 
wreaths  for  the  graves  were  all  made  and 
Margaret  was  back  home  to  dress  for  the 
exercises.  It  was  father  who  asked  her  to 
wear  the  white  voile,  father  who  wanted 
to  be  prouder  of  her  than  ever  before 
when  she  sang. 

Margaret  looked  into  her  mother's  eyes. 
She  saw  the  same  longing  there.  "And 
why  not?"  she  whispered  to  herself.  "I'll 
press  it  out  when  I  get  to  the  city,  and 
anyway,  these  are  my  people  and  they  like 
to  see  me  look  nice,  too." 

She  looked  at  father  as  she  stepped  onto 
the  platform  at  the  cemetery  to  lead  the 
great  crowd  of  neighbors  in  singing 
"America."  She  saw  his  pride  as  he  looked 
at  the  slender  girl  in  white,  whose  red 
gold  hair  seemed  to  form  an  aureole 
around  her  face,  and  she  sang  more  beau- 
tifully than  ever  before. 

Just  as  she  started  to  sit  down  she  saw 
the  young  man  standing  alone  near  the 
front  of  the  crowd.  She  rubbed  her  eyes 
like  a  little  girl  awakening  from  a  dream. 
He  was  so  much  like  the  young  man  of 
the  many  snapshots  on  Cicely  Anne's 
dresser  that  she  couldn't  help  whispering 
to  herself,  "I  must  be  dreaming.  Some- 
thing's wrong  with  my  eyes." 

But  she  saw  him  again  as  she  walked 
among  the  graves,  singing  "Tenting  To- 
night" while  the  veterans  of  three  wars 
laid  wreaths  on  the  graves  of  their  com- 
rades. And  a  little  later  she  was  meeting 
that  young  man's  smile  as  he  took  her 
hand  and  said,  "Seeing  that  I'll  probably 
be  Dr.  Noyes'  assistant  on  other  days  of 
the  year,  it's  only  fitting  that  I  become  a 
friend  of  his  assistant  on  Decoration 
Day." 

He  laughed  a  little,  too.  "You're  just 
as  lovely  as  Cicely  Anne  said  you'd  be, 
when  the  president  of  the  medical  associa- 
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tion  of  the  state  told  me  last  week  that 
Dr.  Noyes  was  looking  for  an  assistant. 
And  what  you  don't  mean  to  this  neigh- 
borhood! I'm  afraid  the  new  doctor  will 
never  become  the  father  confessor  of  it 
while  you're  here." 

Then  father  was  beside  her,  inviting 
the  old  doctor  and  the  new  one,  who  had 
been  hesitating  over  coming  to  what  he 
termed  a  little  country  practice  until  he 
saw  the  great  crowd  of  people  at  the  Dec- 
oration Day  exercises,  to  the  Lester  home 
for  dinner.  At  the  old  doctor's  invitation 
she  rode  home  in  his  car  between  him  and 
Dr.  Perry  Weston. 

"I'm  telling  him  there's  a  great  oppor- 
tunity for  him  here,"  the  old  doctor  con- 
fided, "that  country  people  are  entitled 
to  the  same  skill,  the  same  care,  as  those 
of  the  city;  and  that  he'll  be  happy  here 
— that — " 

"I've  no  doubt  of  that,"  the  young 
man  turned  gray  eyes  toward  Margaret 
more  than  the  old  doctor.  "And  I  want 
to  say  that  after  this  morning,  I'll  say 
you  have  a  practice  and  that  I'm  going  to 
stay  if  you  still  want  me." 

Margaret  slipped  out  of  her  beautiful 
white  voile  into  a  pretty  print  to  help 
mother  with  the  dinner.  She  stopped  at 
her  dormer  window  to  look  over  the 
neighborhood,  which  had  been  Grand- 
father Lester's,  which  was  father's,  which 
was  hers.  How  she  loved  to  serve  it! 

And  now  happiness  was  coming  to  her 
— not  in  a  strange  city  but  in  her  own 
home.  "Oh,  God,"  she  folded  her  hands 
reverently,  "I'm  glad  you  told  me  to  stay 
at  home  and  carry  on  for  Grandfather 
Minar.  To  sing,  'Tenting  Tonight'  for  my 
people  just  as  I  always  shall  do.  Amen." 
— Lutheran  Young  Folks. 

What  Is  the  Future  of  Your  Child? 

(Continued  from  page  17) 
pay  a  bountiful  dividend  within  a  few 
months  or  years  in  membership,  finance 
and  spirituality.  In  many  instances,  when 
you  win  a  child  to  your  church  or  Sun- 
day school,  very  soon  you  have  won  its 
parents  also.  You  can  win  your  way  into 
the  heart  of  the  meanest  sinner,  through 
his  children. 

Mothers  of  the  Church  of  God,  let  us 
join  ourselves  in  a  prayer  of  faith,  that 
God  will  in  some  way  help  us  with  our 
great  responsibility  of  training  our  chil- 
dren in  this  day  of  evil,  and  awaken  our 
church  to  this  neglected  field.  I  know  you 
feel  the  burden  as  I  have  felt  for  years, 
and  together  I  am  sure  our  prayers  will 
accomplish  more.  I  can  see  by  faith  such 
a  wonderful  harvest,  if  we  are  only  will- 
ing to  clear  the  rough  ground  and  sow 
the  good  seed. 

NOTE:  Sister  Hunt  graduated  from 
Bible  School  this  year  and  we  believe  you 
can  obtain  her  services  for  Daily  Vaca- 


tion   Bible    School    work. 


Exchange  Page 

(Continued  from  page  13) 
I  live  twenty-eight  miles  from  the 
nearest  Church  of  God  and  don't  get  to 
go  to  any  church  and  just  once  in  a  while 
to  Sunday  school,  but  I'm  glad  that  we 
can  find  Jesus  in  our  home  as  well  as  in 
church. 

I  have  bought  some  books  from  the 
Church  of  God  Publishing  House,  in- 
cluding "At  the  Crossroads"  and  "Under 
Whose  Wings"  and  I  think  they  are 
grand. 

Any  one  who  reads  this,  having  books 
they  would  like  to  loan,  I  would  be  glad 
to  borrow  them  and  would  take  the  best 
of  care,  read  and  return  them. 

God  bless  you,  Sister  Harrison,  and  help 
you  to  live  a  long,  long  time  and  keep  up 
your  good  work.  Please  pray  for  me. — 
Bert  Johnson,  C.  C.  C.  F  28,  Brevard,  N. 
C. 

Y.  P.  E.  Poets 

(Continued    from    page    IS) 

So  as  you  glance  on  treasures  rare, 

One   heaped   upon   another, 
Can  you  find  one  who  seems  more  fair, 

More  precious,  than  your  mother? 

In  loss  we  do  not  stand  alone, 

For  there  are  many  others 
Who  cannot  press  them  to  their  hearts 

Just  mem'ries  of  our  mother. 

— Sherrodsville,   Ohio. 

To  Mother 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
Were  you  weary  from  our  questions: 

Thoughtless  queries  best  unsaid? 
Were  you  saddened  by  our  misdeeds 

Till  your  heart  was  torn,  and   bled? 

Can  you  look  into  the  future 
With  a  sure  and  living  hope? 

Can  you  see  your  way  more  clearly 
As  you  climb  the  western  slope? 

— Sunday  School  Banner. 

Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  20; 

if  they  are  not  all  we  would  like  to  have 
them  be.  Listen,  boys  and  girls,  there  is 
more  to  married  life  than  the  fragrance 
of  orange  blossoms  and  the  thrill  of  the 
honeymoon. 

May  God  bless  you  and  lead  you  in 
plain   paths. 

Lighted  Pathway  Rating 

Sold  for  April         Total 

Alabama    1,215  6,15  3 

Arizona    98 

Arkansas    _— — -    264  1,334 

California  212  8  84 


Colorado                 14  84 

Delaware                           126  292 

Foreign                   42  0  2,3  2 } 

Horida                           2,309  14,29  > 

Georgia                    _.   3,610  19,31." 

Iowa                                     42  2  52 

Idaho                                    98  48  3 

Illinois                               674  4,130 

Indiana  .                          2  07  1,0  52 

Kansas                                132  5  34 

Kentucky                     1,105  6,497 

Louisiana    3  83  1,63  8 

Maine                                   70  43  5 

Maryland                          45  5  2,169 

Massachusetts  ...                14  17 

Minnesota               70  3  30 

Michigan                           308  1,717 

Mississippi  ...             ...    464  2,571 

Missouri                             109  1,727 

Montana  ...                         84  490 

Nebraska    14  84 

New  Jersey   70  484 

New  Mexico  _.                  91  702 

New  York  14  70 

North  Carolina       .2,950  14,465 

North  Dakota  ..            168  899 

Ohio  ..                             682  3,731 

Oklahoma                         314  1,680 

Oregon    .                           5  6  218 

Pennsylvania    704  3,947 

Rhode  Island             .100  100 

South  Carolina             5,512  31,097 

South  Dakota  112  669 

Tennessee   ..            1,833  13,986 

Texas    ..                        1,111  4,141 

Virginia    .           770  4,393 

Washington   98  494 

Washington,  D.  C.  .       14  84 

West   Virginia   1,123  6,743 

Wyoming  14  98 

Nellie   Davis 

Anderson,  S.  O,  is  the  happy  winner 
of  the  cash  prize  of  $5.00  for  selling  the 
most  papers  and  having  the  money  in  on 
time. 

Honor  Roll 

Ralph  Williams,  Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Mrs.    Ollie   Hill,    Riverside,    Ga. 

J.  L.  Kay,  Liberty,  S.  C. 

Mrs.   Frances  Hobbs,   Thomaston,   Ga. 

T.  J.  Collins,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 

Shirell  Avery,  Erwin,  N.  C. 

A  Correction 

The  poem  on  page  14  in  April  issue  of 
the  Lighted  Pathway  "Don't  Quit"  was 
written  by  Lloyd  Deal,   San  Juan,  Tex. 

Reading  Page 

(Continued  from  page  16) 
P.  E.  and  Sunday  school  rally  there  was 
$10.00  raised  for  this  fund.  The  Flint 
district  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  school  rally, 
which  was  held  at  Pontiac,  raised  $5.80. 
The  total  from  the  state  is  $33.48. — 
Yours  in  His  service,  E.  O.  Kerce,  over- 
seer of  Michigan. 
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Hymn  Stories 


to  me  at  ninety  than  at  nineteen.  I  have 
no  time  to  cavil  over  the  Sacred  Volume 
or  raise  questions  of  no  value  about  the 
Word.  I  go  to  the  Book  to  find  God  and 
man's  relation  to  Him.  There  I  see  Christ 
as  representing  God's  Spirit  in  human 
flesh.  This  Book  to  me  is  God's  treasure 
house,  and  there  is  nothing  I  love  better 
than  to  have  my  friends  read  to  me  from 
the  sacred  page.  It  is  my  Bread  of  Life, 
the  Anchor  of  my  hope,  my  Pillar  of 
Fire  by  night,  my  Pillar  of  Cloud  by  day. 
It  is  the  Lantern  that  lights  my  pathway 
to  my  Paradise  home.  In  sunshine  and  in 
shadow,  in  sickness  and  in  health,  through 
every  step  of  the  journey,  God  has  given 
grace  and  glory,  and  no  good  thing  will 
He  withhold  from  them  that  walk  up- 
rightly." 

Her  hymns  are  sung  today  all  over  the 
wide  world,  as  they  have  been  translated 
into  many  foreign  languages,  and  men 
and  women  catch  anew  their  fervor  and 
their  power,  their  solace  and  peace.  They 
have  won  thousands  to  penitential  tears, 
and  it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at,  for  she 
believed  that  no  man  sank  so  low  but 
that  he  could  be  reclaimed  by  salvation. 
In  all  probability  not  another  person  who 
has  ever  lived  has  written  so  many  sacred 
songs.  Altogether  her  hymns  total  over 
8,000. 

She  had  great  desire  to  make  friends 
with  the  builders  of  the  nation.  She  lived 
during  the  lifetime  of  all  the  Presidents 
except  Washington,  and  personally  knew 
most  of  them.  Lincoln  was  her  captain 
and  leader.  She  said:  "I  believe  that  no 
nation  can  rise  above  the  level  of  its  home 
life.  Fine  furniture,  buildings  and  books 
alone  never  make  a  real  permanent  home. 
There  must  be  the  communion  of  souls. 
My  home  life  was  such  that  my  days  were 
guarded  wheresoever  I  was.  Clubs  and 
society  take  up  so  much  of  a  mother's 
spare  time  nowadays  that  there  seems 
scarcely  a  moment  in  which  to  do  the 
work  that  ought  to  be  done  in  the  home. 
We  can  have  a  better  nation  by  having 
better  homes.  The  better  the  soil,  the 
richer  the  crop.  My  mother  and  grand- 
mother took  pains  that  I  knew  the  Bible 
better  than  any  other  book.  No  Christian 
nation  can  be  great  which  ignores  the 
Sacred  Book.  And  I  know  that  homes 
cannot  exist  long  as  permanent  places  in 
uplifting  the  nation  if  heads  of  the  fam- 
ilies are  prayerless.  Neither  can  the  nation 
rise  to  its  highest  with  prayerless  Presi- 
dents. Our  greatest  Presidents  have  been 
men  with  unfaltering  faith  in  prayer. 
Nothing  of  education  or  culture  or  breed- 
ing can  take  the  place  of  Christ  in  the 
home — of  Jesus  in  the  heart." 
She  said: 


Fanny  Crosby's  Great  Work 

Fanny  Crosby  was  born  March  24, 
1820,  at  Southeast,  New  York,  and  died 
February  12,  1915,  at  Bridgeport,  Con- 
necticut. Had  she  lived  nineteen  days 
longer  she  would  have  reached  her  ninety- 
fifth  birthday. 

She  lost  her  sight  when  she  was  six 
months  old.  When  she  was  old  enough  to 
understand,  her  mother  told  her  she  would 
never  see  the  faces  of  her  friends,  the 
flowers  of  the  field,  the  blue  of  the  skies, 
or  the  golden  beauty  of  the  stars.  So  she 
made  up  her  mind  to  store  away  a  little 
jewel  in  her  heart,  which  she  called  "Con- 
tent." This  was  the  comfort  of  her  whole 
life.  She  was  of  a  happy,  contented  dis- 
position and  refused  to  be  pitied  because 
of  her  great  affliction,  and  when  only 
eight  years  old  she  wrote: 

"Oh,  what  a  happy  soul  am  I! 
Although  I  cannot  see, 

1  am  resolved  that  in  this  world 
Contented  I  will  be. 

Hotv  many  blessings  I  enjoy 
That  other  people  don't; 

To  weep  and  sigh  because  I'm  blind, 
I  cannot  and  I  xvon't." 

At  the  age  of  fifteen  she  entered  the 
Institution  for  the  Blind  in  New  York 
City,  where  she  remained  for  twenty- 
three  years.  At  this  institution  she  met  a 
young  man  by  the  name  of  Alexander 
Van  Alstyne,  a  student  who  was  also 
blind.  They  were  united  in  marriage  in 
185  8  and  lived  very  happily  for  forty- 
four  years,  her  husband  dying  in  1902. 
They  had  one  child,  but  it  died  in  infancy. 

She  was  never  idle.  When  not  busy  with 
poems  or  songs  she  had  her  workbag  and 
knitting  needles.  An  outstanding  unself- 
ishness possessed  her  all  her  life.  She 
could  have  been  a  rich  woman  had  she 
cared  to  become  one,  but  she  poured  out 
the  wealth  of  her  heart  and  mind  solely 
to  make  others  happier  and  better.  Then 
there  was  her  unfailing  joyousness,  which 
was  as  a  sunbeam  wherever  she  went. 
There  was  always  a  bright  light  in  her 
cloud.  The  spirit  of  joy  she  scattered 
everywhere  she  went,  among  old  and 
young,  rich  and  poor.  People  caught  its 
spirit  and  gathered  it  into  their  own 
hearts. 

She  was  a  friend  of  both  men  and 
women  of  note.  One  of  her  never-failing 
friends  was  Ira  D.  Sankey.  She  says  he  put 
new  life  into  many  of  her  songs.  Many 
times  they  wept  and  sang  and  prayed 
together. 

Her  hymns  are  full  of  the  Bible,  with 
which  her  memory  was  stored.  She  said, 
"My  love  for  the  Holy  Bible  and  its  sa- 
cred truths  is  stronger  and  more  precious 


"The  best  preacher  is  the  Heart; 

The  best  teacher  is  Time; 

The  best  book  is  the  Word; 

The  best  friend  is  God. 

At  the  age  of  ninety-two  she  said: 
"Why  should  one  cease  to  learn  because 
old  age  is  creeping  in  upon  him?  I  am 
learning  something  new  every  day  of  my 
life.  The  wide  world  is  my  schoolroom. 
All  nature  is  my  teacher,  and  'never  too 
old  to  learn'  my  motto."  People  wondered 
why  Fanny  Crosby  was  so  happy  and 
strong  at  such  a  good  old  age.  She  told 
them  it  was  all  in  the  story  of  that  hymn 
— "In  Thy  Cleft,  O  Rock  of  Ages,  Hide 
Thou  Me." 

George  C.  Stebbins,  at  her  funeral 
service,  said:  "Fanny  wrote  for  the  hearts 
of  the  people,  and  she  wrote  even  better 
than  she  knew.  She  imbued  all  she  ever 
did  with  a  befitting  spirit — the  spirit  of 
sweetness." 

Frances  Ridley  Havergal,  one  of  Eng- 
land's sweetest  sacred  singers  and  saintli- 
est  women,  paid  the  following  beautiful 
tribute  to  Fanny  Crosby,  her  sister  hymn- 
writer  in  America: 
"Dear  blind  sister  over  the  sea, 
An  English  heart  goes  forth  to  thee; 
We  are  linked  by  a  cable  of  faith  and 

song, 
Flashing   bright  sympathy  sivift  along; 
One  in  the  East  and  one  in  the  West. 
Singing  for  Him    whom   our  souls   love 

best. 
Singing  for  Jesus,  telling  His  love, 
All  the  ivay  to  our  home  above, 
Where  the  severing  sea,  with  its  restless 

tide, 
Never  shall  hinder  and  never  divide. 
Sister!  what  shall  our  meeting  be, 
When  our  hearts  shall  sing,  and  onr  eyes 

shall  see!" 

During  the  war  in  the  Transvaal  when 
the  soldiers  going  to  the  front  were  pass- 
ing another  body  of  soldiers  whom  they 
recognized,  their  greeting  used  to  be 
"Four-nine-four,  boys;  four-nine-four," 
and  the  salute  would  invariably  be  an- 
swered with — "Six-farther-on,  boys;  six- 
farther-on."  The  significance  of  this  was 
that,  in  "Sacred  Songs  and  Solos,"  a  num- 
ber of  copies  of  the  small  edition  of  which 
had  been  sent  to  the  front,  number  494 
was  "God  Be  with  You  Till  We  Meet 
Again;"  and  six  farther  on  than  494,  or 
Number  500,  was  "Blessed  Assurance,  Je- 
sus Is  Mine." 

Dr.  John  Hall,  in  his  day  the  famous 
pastor  of  Fifth  Avenue  Presbyterian 
Church  in  New  York  City,  once  said  that 
"Safe  in  the  Arms  of  Jesus"  had  given 
more  peace  and  comfort  to  mothers  who 
had  lost  their  children  than  any  other 
hymn  he  had  ever  known.  It  has  become 
very  famous  throughout  the  world  and 
was  one  of  the  first  American  hymns  to 
be  translated  into  foreign  languages. 

The  song,  "Rescue  the  Perishing,"  has 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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Give  Me  Courage 

Bertha  Inwood  Michael 

Give  me  the  courage  of  Jesus 

To  face  ingratitude; 
Help  vie  to  think   while  serving 

Of  doing  only  good; 
When  He  had  cleansed  the  lepers, 

But  one  returned  to  praise; 
Yet  He  continued  serving 

The  helpless  all  His  days. 

Give  me  the  courage  of  Jesus 

To  face  neglect  and  scorn; 
He  spent  Hitnself  for  others, 

Their  burdens  He  had  borne; 
And  yet  no  one  e'er  offered 

Him  home,  or  daily  bread — 
They  scorned  Him  with  derision, 

Though  scores  of  them  He  fed. 

Give  me  the  courage  of  Jesus 

To  stand  for  what  is  right; 
Though  friend  or  foe  oppose  me 

To  help  keep  up  the  fight; 
As  He  rebuked  the  sinful, 

The  "traders"  drove  away, 
So  I  must  e'er  fight  bravely 

Sin,  high  or  low,  each  day. 

Give  me  the  courage  of  Jesus, 

My  hope  in  God  secure, 
Free  from  all  hate  and  malice 

And  keep  my  whole  life  pure; 
Though  life  bruise  soul  and  body 

With  grief  and  toil  or  pain, 
If  1  have  Jesus'  courage, 

Then   victory  I'll   gain. 

IF  ANY  MAN  SIN 

Cora   M.   Baer 

Lona  sat  in  a  disconsolate  little  heap 
on  the  bed  in  her  room.  Her  eyes  stared 
dryly  and  vacantly  into  space.  Now  and 
then  she  started  nervously  at  some  imagi- 
nary sound,  for  the  interview  she  dreaded 
must  come  sooner  or  later.  One  minute 
she  wished  it  would  come  and  be  over 
and  the  next  she  wished  something  would 
delay  it  indefinitely. 

"Well,  I  am  guilty,"  she  said  without 
emotion,  "and  I  am  not  going  to  try  to 
get  out  of  it  either.  I  will  take  what's 
coming  to  me,  for  I  deserve  it." 

Then  suddenly  all  her  stoical  bravery 
seemed  to  crumble  to  nothing  and,  bury- 
ing her  face  in  the  crook  of  her  elbow, 
she  shook  with  suppressed  sobs. 

It  was  thus  that  Mrs.  Fernald  found 
her  some  minutes  later.  Without  a  word 
she  sat  beside  her,  and  drew  the  slim 
shoulders  gently  against  her  bosom. 
Lona's  slight  form  suddenly  became  tense 


and  she  raised  her  head  with  a  jerk. 

"Go  away,  Mrs.  Fernald,"  she  said  in 
agitated  tones.  "You  are  too  good  and 
true  to  touch  me — a — a — thief."  Her 
voice  was  a  hoarse  whisper. 

If  Lona  had  expected  Mrs.  Fernald  to 
recoil  at  her  startling  statement  she  was 
mistaken,  for  that  understanding,  moth- 
erly person  did  no  such  thing. 

Ever  since  orphaned,  homeless  Lona 
Simson  had  come  to  the  community,  and 
later  to  Mrs.  Fernald's  home,  Mrs.  Fer- 
nald had  opened  her  heart  to  the  lonely, 
love-hungry  girl.  She  had  watched  Lona 
grow  from  an  uncouth,  impulsive  girl  of 
twelve  into  young  womanhood.  But  as 
she  grew  in  age  and  experience  she  had 
not  altogether  outgrown  her  childish 
traits  of  impulsiveness  and  quickness  of 
speech.  Many  times  her  benefactress  had 
wondered  who  her  parents  (whom  Lona 
could  not  remember)  had  been  and  what 
their  character  was  like.  For  often  the 
girl  was  a  perfect  enigma  to  Mrs.  Fernald. 
Her  characteristics  were  so  contradictory. 
At  times  she  was  affluently  friendly, 
again  she  was  morose  and  sullen.  Usually 
she  was  appreciative  of  the  smallest  fa- 
vor, but  again  on  the  contrary,  no  mat- 
ter what  one  did  for  her,  she  took  it  for 
granted  without  gratitude. 

Her  Christian  experience  was  very 
similar.  There  were  times  of  great  devo- 
tion and  almost  supernatural  expressions 
of  religion.  And  when  that  wore  off  there 
were  times  when  her  attitude  was  averse 


to  anything  religious.  Those  who  saw  her 
only  at  church  remarked  of  her  beautiful 
devotion  to  various  activities  in  the 
church.  And  Mrs.  Fernald  knew  that 
Lona  was  sincere  in  her  expression  at 
times,  and  feared  that  at  other  times  she 
was  grossly  insincere. 

Yet  in  spite  of  all  this,  when  the  man- 
ager of  the  store  where  Lona  clerked 
discharged  her  because  of  dishonesty,  Mrs. 
Fernald  was  shocked  and  almost  over- 
whelmed with  disappointment.  And  with 
this  feeling  came  one  of  tender  sympathy 
for  the  girl  who  was  even  then  hoping 
that  Mrs.  Fernald  would  come  to  her,  yet 
fearing  that  she  might. 

"If  I  don't  stand  by  her  now  when 
she's  in  trouble,  nobody  else  will,  for  she 
has  no  one.  She's  like  public  property — 
every  one  feels  free  to  hold  her  faults 
and  shortcomings  for  public  criticism. 
Yes,  I  must  go  to  her,"  Mrs.  Fernald  told 
herself. 

And  action  followed  her  wise  philoso- 
phy. It  was  then  that  she  found  her  in 
such  a  pitiable  state,  upstairs. 

In  response  to  Lona's  impulsive  out- 
burst Mrs.  Fernald  patted  the  other  shoul- 
der gently  and  said  in  a  low  voice,  "Lona, 
dear,  if  I  am  good  and  true  it  is  alone 
through  Him  who  longs  to  make  you 
good  and  true  too." 

And  once  more  the  girl  gave  way  to 
bitter  tears,  but  Mrs.  Fernald  felt  her 
relaxing  and  at  length  Lona  was  leaning 
confidingly  against  her. 

Finally  Lona  said,  "I  want  to  talk  with 
you,  for  you  are  the  only  person  who  will 
understand — and  sometimes  I  wonder  if 
you  can." 

Mrs.  Fernald  said  nothing,  but  nodded 
her  head   encouragingly. 

"It  is  this  way,  Mrs.  Fernald.  What 
happened  the  other  day  at  the  store  (and 
I'm  terribly  ashamed  of  it  now)  is  simply 
the  outgrowth  of  months  of  dishonest 
living.  Now  I  hadn't  been  stealing,  nor 
even  saying  untruths,  but  my  whole  life 
was  an  untruth." 

Mrs.  Fernald  nodded  understandingly 
and  Lona  continued. 

"I  don't  know  just  how  to  say  it,  but 
I've  been  leading  a  double  life  for  a  long 
time.  My  chief  concern  was  to  appear  all 
right,  but  at  heart  I  was  just  as  bad  as  I 
am  now — perhaps  worse,  for  I'm  not 
pretending  now.  I  do  want  to  live  dif- 
ferently. But  as  I  was  saying,  my  atti- 
tudes have  been  dishonest,  and  when  the 
temptation  came,  my  actions  easily  be- 
came dishonest  too.  Do  you  understand 
what  I  mean,  Mrs.  Fernald?" 

"I  think  I  do,  Lona.  For  I  had  analyzed 
your  attitudes  much  as  you  have  just 
now,  and  I  feared  the  results.  Neverthe- 
less, I  was  shocked  and  disappointed  when 
I  heard,  for  I  really  expected  better  things 
of  you." 

"Mrs.  Fernald,  it  seems  sometimes  ev- 
( Continued  on  page  30) 
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Winning  Intermediates  to  Christ 


If  we  are  to  win  Intermediates  to 
Christ,  three  things  are  absolutely  neces- 
sary: We  must  ourselves  be  friends  of 
Christ;  we  must  know  how  to  be  "pals" 
with  the  Intermediates;  and  we  must 
know  how  to  make  our  great  Friend  the 
loved  and  trusted  friend  of  our  Inter- 
mediate friends. 

The  Critical  "In-between"  Years 

The  word  "intermediate"  is  appropri- 
ately descriptive  of  the  years  in  between 
childhood  and  adulthood.  These  "in-be- 
tweens" of  necessity  have  had  only  the 
experiences  of  children,  yet  they  are  rap- 
idly coming  into  the  powers  and  responsi- 
bilities of  grown  men  and  women.  The 
word  "adolescent"  means  "flowering,"  or 
"growing  into,"  and  stands  for  the  most 
critical  stage  in  human  life.  It  is  well 
known  that  the  peak  both  of  conversion 
and  of  delinquency  occurs  during  early 
adolescence.  Obviously  these  are  crisis 
years,  when  lives  are  being  claimed  for 
Christ  or  for  the  devil. 

During  adolescence  far-reaching 
changes  are  taking  place  which  disturb 
physical,  mental,  social,  and  spiritual 
equilibrium.  These  changes  do  not  appear 
suddenly  and  mysteriously,  and  childhood 
and  youth  shade  imperceptibly  into  each 
other,  but  they  are  nevertheless  of  great 
significance.  Not  to  understand  some- 
thing of  the  nature  of  the  adjustments 
which  take  place  during  these  years  is  to 
substitute  chance  and  guess  for  wisdom 
and  foresight  in  dealing  with  Intermedi- 
ates. 


Those    who    would    understand    these 
boys  and  girls  to  the  end  that  they  may 
be  their  friends  and  win  them  to  the  great 
Friend  must  take  into  account  the  factor 
of  physical   growth.   The   speeding  up  of 
physical  growth  results  in  lack  of  co-or- 
dination of  muscles,  which  in  turn  brings 
about   awkwardness   which   pro- 
duces  intense   self -consciousness. 
Nature  is  making  a  double  de- 
mand on  the  growing  boy's  or 
girl's  body — to  supply  fuel  and 
energy  to  replace  that  which  is 
consumed    in    unusual    activity; 
and  at  the  same  time  to  supply 
the      materials      of      accelerated 
growth.      The    danger   of    over- 
stimulation  and      overstrain      is 
very  real.    In    addition    to      the 
physical  strain  is  the  tension  due 
to  deepening  of  the  mental  life. 
The   Intermediate   finds   himself 
plunged  into  a  new  and  bewil- 
dering   intellectual    world.    The 
result  is   almost    certainly    reli- 
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gious  doubts  and  difficulty.  Added  to 
physical  and  mental  strain  is  that  of  ex- 
citing and  perplexing  new  social  relation- 
ships. The  unfolding  of  the  procreative 
powers  brings  attitudes,  temptations,  re- 
sponsibilities that  to  many  are  almost 
overwhelming.  Crowning  all  these  diffi- 
culties are  moral  and  religious  problems 
that  the  Intermediate  faces  fully  for  the 
first  time,  in  the  startling  realization  that 
decisions  must  be  made  for  himself. 

Is  it  any  wonder  that  the  Intermediate 
years  should  be  thought  of  as  the  period 
of  "storm  and  stress"?  Yet  how  many 
parents,  pastors,  Sunday  school  teachers, 
Intermediate  leaders  understand  the  sig- 
nificance of  these  factors  that  complicate 
the  problem  of  life  for  growing  boys  and 
girls? 

Why  Boys  and  Girls  Need  a  Savior 

One  of  the  strange  things  is  how 
quickly  the  Primaries  and  Juniors  of  yes- 
terday become  the  Intermediate  of  today. 
Mother  thinks  of  her  thirteen-year-old 
girl  as  still  a  baby,  but  the  girl  knows 
better.  Father  thinks  of  this  big,  over- 
grown, awkward,  husky  fourteen-year- 
old  lad  as  still  just  "a  kid,"  but  the  boy 
refuses  to  believe  it.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
Mary  and  John  have  almost  "got  their 
growth"  physically;  they  have  all  but 
reached  mental  maturity;  they  have  many 
of  the  social  impulses  of  grown  people; 
they  are  often  passing  through  spiritual 
struggles  even  more  acute  than  those  of 
adults.  They  have  definitely  broken  with 
the  children  of  Junior  age,  yet  the  adult 
world  into  which  they  are  entering  re- 
fuses to  take  them  seriously. 

It  is  at  this  time  that  there  comes  to 
most  of  them  the  bitter  experience  of  de- 
liberate sin.  Wrong  thinking  and  feeling 
issue  in  wrong  conduct.  The  strong  de- 
sire for  notice  leads  to  brazenness  and 
misbehavior.  The  possessive  instinct  often 

Show  Me  the  Way  to  Go 

Ida-Reed  Smith 

Help  me,  O  Lord,  to  see  my  task  aright! 

These  fair  young  lives,  so  full  of  keenest  zest, 
The  paths  of  careless  childhood  left  behind — 

Help  me  to  lead  them  to  the  highest,  best. 

The  sunlit  peaks  of  life  are  far  ahead, 

The  upward  climb  will  test  both  brain  and  nerve; 
They  need  to  know  the  Source  of  boundless  strength; 

To  hear  the  words,  "Not  to  be  served,  but  serve." 


becomes  irresistible,  leading  to  theft. 
Overstimulation  may  bring  about  sex 
perversion  or  sex  offenses.  Desire  for  so- 
cial approval  or  fear  of  disapproval  may 
break  down  resistance  and  drinking  be- 
gins. The  easiest  way  out  of  a  difficult 
situation  seems  to  be  to  tell  a  falsehood. 
Restraints  of  home  and  school  lead  to 
antagonism  and  rebellion,  resulting  in 
disobedience  to  parents  and  running  away 
from  home,  and  disorderly  conduct  at 
school,  accompanied  by  truancy.  To  be 
sure,  not  all  Intermediates  are  guilty  of 
all  these  sins,  but  some  are  guilty  of  all 
and  all  are  guilty  of  some.  We  are  blind 
and  foolish  if  we  do  not  recognize  that  in 
the  world  of  today  into  which  these  boys 
and  girls  are  thrust  they  are  inevitably 
exposed  to  sin  and  in  greater  or  less  de- 
grees will  come  into  its  soul-destroying 
power. 

Intermediates  need  a  Savior  because 
they  are  sinners.  Only  Christ  can  remove 
the  love  of  sin,  break  the  power  of  sin, 
overcome  the  temptation  to  sin,  forgive 
sin  when  it  occurs,  and  save  from  the 
fearful  consequences  of  sin  both  here  and 
hereafter.  The  words  "repent,"  "believe," 
"obey,"  are  old-fashioned,  but  they  are 
no  less  imperative  for  young  people  of  to- 
day. 

— From  The  New  Century. 


How  Much  Have  You? 

The  incident  is  related  of  one  little  boy 
who  attended  Sunday  school  many  years 
ago,  and  according  to  the  custom  of  those 
days,  memorized  many  passages  of  scrip- 
ture. When  he  became  a  young  man  he 
drifted  away  from  the  church  and  led  a 
sinful  life.  One  day  he  was  taken  ill  and 
was     in  deep  distress,  expecting     to  die, 
when  this  verse  of  Scripture,  which  had 
been   "hid   away  in   his   heart,"   came   to 
him:  "Call  upon  me  in  the  day  of  trou- 
ble:   I   will   deliver   thee,   and   thou   shalt 
glorify  me."      He     called   upon 
God,    was    converted,    recovered 
from   his    illness,      and    glorified 
God   by   becoming   a   missionary 
to    Africa.    Thousands    of    souls 
were  saved  in  far-off  Africa  be- 
cause    the  little  boy     "hid   the 
Word  of  God  in  his  heart"  when 
he  was  a  Sunday  school  scholar. 
It   is   important    for   all      God's 
children  to  get  as  much  of  His 
Word  into  their  hearts  as   they 
can.     How  much     have  you? — 
Publisher  Unknown. 


Help  me,  dear  Christ,  while  guiding  these  young  feet, 
To  keep  my  own  firm  in  the  narrow  way, 

Thai  through  no  unsuspected  fault  of  mine 
May  one  be  lost,  or  even  go  astray. 


Control  Your  Life 

No    life  is  easy  that  is  not  un- 
der some  firm  control. 


May,  1941 
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A  Little  Child  Shall  Lead  Them 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
And,  Paul,  let  us  train  him  for  the  Mas- 
ter and  in  such  a  way  that  we  may  never 
have  the  feeling  that  it  were  better  if  he, 
too,  had  departed  when  he  was  pure  and 
innocent.  Let  us  encourage  benevolence 
and  gentleness,  and  if  he  wishes  to  do 
without  his  new  coat,  why  not  do  as  he 
asks?"  Mrs.  Ellis  kissed  her  husband  and 
quietly  left  the  room. 

For  a  long  time  Paul  Ellis  sat  there.  As 
the  midnight  chimes  rang  out  he  knelt 
and   prayed: 

"O  Lord,  forgive  me.  I  have  gone 
astray,  and  turned  to  my  own  path.  My 
only  son  has  pointed  out  to  me  the  right 
way.  Now,  Lord,  if  Thou  wilt  forgive 
me  I  shall  do  everything  in  my  power 
to  live  on  a  higher  plane  than  the  realm 
of  ease  and  indifference  into  which  I 
have  allowed  myself  to  sink." 

A  few  days  later  Robbie  Richmond  re- 
ceived a  large  package  from  an  unknown 
friend  containing  a  warm  overcoat  and 
three  pairs  of  shoes.  His  father  also  re- 
ceived a  present.  It  was  a  letter  which 
contained  a  substantial  check. — Christian 
Monitor. 

What  Causes  Unhappiness    in    the 
Home? 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
home,      if   they     are   used      too     much: 
The  bored  tone;     the  "bossy"  tone;  the 
martyr  tone.      An  asset  in  a  home   is   a 
quiet,  modulated  voice. 

6.  Failure  to  express  love  and  apprecia- 
tion which  are  due. 

7.  Emphasizing   faults. 

8.  Failure  to  look  to  Christ's  teachings 
for  guidance  in  conduct. 

The  Christian  ideal  insists  that  we  try 
to  see  the  other's  point  of  view.  It  de- 
mands that  people  settle  things,  not  by  re- 
sorting to  force  (either  that  form  of 
force  known  as  stubbornness,  or  force 
shown  in  the  ability  to  argue  the  other 
down),  but  it  insists  that  the  primary 
question  in  the  home  life  is,  "What  is 
right  and  fair  and  just?"  Any  two  people 
who  love  each  other  and  give  God  and 
His  Spirit  a  fair  chance  in  their  lives  can 
become  adepts  in  the  gentle  art  of  creat- 
ing a  happy  home  life.  —  Mrs.  G.  M. 
Thomas. 

A  Shut-in 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
stay  for  a  while.  You  are  shut  up  in  a  lit- 
tle room  day  in  and  day  out,  no  one  will 
give  you  a  drink  unless  you  ask  for  it. 
The  doctors  make  sick  calls  once  a  day. 
There  is  a  preacher  who  holds  Sunday 
school  every  Sunday.  We  hear  him  over 
the  radio.  He  is  a  Baptist  preacher  and  has 
been  coming  out  here  for  the  last  five 
years.  He  gets  paid  for  his  service  but  has 
no  time  to  visit  patients.  There  is  a 
number  who  would  enjoy  a  preacher  once 


in  a   while. 

Let  us  think  of  life  as  being  a  great  big 
bank.  Of  course,  our  bank  here  on  earth 
only  deals  with  money  matters,  but  the 
bank  of  life  deals  with  everything  in  ex- 
istence. When  you  need  money,  if  you 
have  a  balance  in  the  bank,  you  write  out 
a  check,  present  it  at  the  window  and  re- 
ceive the  needed  money.  Now  the  same 
thing  is  true  of  the  bank  of  life.  When 
you  desire  anything,  you  pray  or  say  an 
ordination,  or  make  use  of  your  strong 
will  power,  and  if  you  have  enough  of  a 
balance  in  the  bank  of  life  to  cover  what 
you  are  asking  for,  then  you  receive  it. 
But  if  your  balance  is  insufficient,  then 
your  check  of  prayers,  etc.,  will  not  be 
honored. 

God  is  absolutely  fair  and  just. 

I  read  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  it  has 
been  a  great  blessing  to  me. — A  Shut-in. 

This  should  be  a  call  to  visit  the  hos- 
pitals and  try  to  bring  cheer  to  unfor- 
tunate ones. — Editor. 

If  Any  Man  Sin 

(Continued  from  page  28) 
erything  is  against  me.  Sometimes  I  think 
even  every  one  is  against  me.  I  think  I 
shall  leave  the  community  and — I  guess 
it  doesn't  do  much  good  for  me  to  try 
living  right.  I've  tried  it  so  many  times, 
and  I  just  can't." 

"If  you  have  learned  that,  Lona,  you 
have  learned  a  valuable  lesson,"  respond- 
ed Mrs.  Fernald. 

"What  do  you  mean?"  asked  the  girl  in 
surprise. 

"I  mean  just  this.  You,  by  your  own 
efforts,  cannot  keep  your  life  straight, 
neither  can  I.  The  job  is  too  big  for  any 
person,  for  there  is  a  mighty  enemy  to 
work  against.  It  takes  an  Almighty  Christ 
to  control  and  guide  these  lives  of  ours 
aright." 

"But,  Mrs.  Fernald,  do  you  suppose 
after  what  I  have  done  that  He  can  still 
love  me?" 

"Lona,  that  is  a  part  of  His  work  now; 
to  intercede  with  a  just  God  in  our  be- 
half when  we  go  wrong.  Do  you  think 
that  when  He  loved  you  enough  to  die 
for  you  that  His  love  is  so  easily  shaken? 
To  be  sure  your  life  must  have  grieved 
Him,  but  He  loves  you  still.  It  is  His 
plan  for  our  lives  that  we  live  victorious- 
ly. And  it  is  the  victorious  life  that  brings 
Him  greatest  glory.  Every  time  we  are 
defeated  by  Satan  we  bring  reproach  to 
His  name.  But  even  though  He  may  be 
grieved  with  us  His  love  to  you  is  un- 
speakably greater  and  more  constant  than 
mine  can  ever  be." 

"Oh,  I'm  so  glad  for  what  you  have 
said — perhaps  after  all  it  will  be  worth 
while  to  start  over  again." 

"Worth  while,  Lona!  Of  course  it  is. 
The  only  thing  worth  while  is  just  al- 
lowing Christ  to  live  in  us." 


"I  will  try  it — I  mean  I  will  stop  try- 
ing and  give  God  a  chance  to  make  of 
me  what  He  wants  to.  I  feel  so  much  bet- 
ter than  I  did,  you've  given  me  new  cour- 
age." 

"I  shall  go  now,  Lona,  for  I  know  you 
want  to  be  alone.  And  remember,  we 
have  an  Advocate  with  the  Father,  Jesus 
Christ  the  Righteous.  And  He  is  a  sym- 
pathetic Advocate,  for  He  knows  the  full 
force  of  temptation.  We,  who  turn  our 
backs  or  fall  flat  when  a  little  wind  of 
temptation  strikes  us,  cannot  know  what 
He  endured  as  He  stood  and  felt  the  full 
onslaught  of  the  storm.  So  be  assured  that 
He  understands  you,  even  though  others 
may  not,  at  times." 

And  Mrs.  Fernald  left  the  girl  and 
went  downstairs.  But  she  did  not  forget 
her,  for  while  the  girl  upstairs  was 
struggling  with  doubts  and  discourage- 
ments, downstairs  prayers  were  going  to 
the  Father  in  her  behalf. 

Mrs.  Fernald  was  just  getting  ready  to 
retire  when  there  was  a  knock  at  her  door, 
and  Lona  entered  the  room.  On  her  face 
were  lines  that  told  what  she  had  passed 
through  the  last  few  days,  but  in  her  eyes 
shone  the  light  of  victory. 

"Mrs.  Fernald,  it  works,"  she  said  in 
low  tones.  "I  know  now  that  He  still 
loves  me,  and  oh,  I  never  want  to  grieve 
Him  again.  And  Mrs.  Fernald,  I  think 
I'll  not  leave  after  all.  It's  going  to  be 
hard  to  face  life  here  when  every  one 
knows  what  I  have  done.  It  will  take  a 
great  effort  to  go  down  to  the  store  and 
make  adjustments  there,  but  I  have 
brought  it   upon  myself. 

"I  have  learned  several  valuable  les- 
sons that  I  think  will  help  to  make  me 
more  stable  and  true.  I  have  learned  by 
sad  experience  that  a  double-minded  per- 
son is  unstable  in  all  his  ways.  I  have 
learned  that  even  though  you  may  fool 
people  by  pretense,  God  is  not  mocked, 
and  sooner  or  later  one's  real  self  is  re- 
vealed to  those  about  us.  And  another  les- 
son I  have  learned  is,  that  Christ  is  con- 
stantly before  the  throne  of  the  Father  as 
our  Advocate,  and  with  such  an  Advocate 
pleading  our  case  it  is  possible  to  live 
above  sin." — The  Y.  C.  Companion. 

Fanny  Crosby's  Great  Work 

(Continued  from  page  27) 
been  placed  among  "The  One  Hundred 
Hymns  You  Ought  To  Know,"  and  she 
wrote  it  in  one  day  after  returning  from 
a  mission  in  one  of  the  worst  districts  in 
New  York,  where  she  had  heard  about 
the  needs  of  the  lost  and  perishing.  It  has 
been  used  very  extensively  and  has  been 
blessed  to  thousands  of  souls. 

One  of  the  songs  used  very  extensively 
by  Moody  and  Sankey  was  "Pass  Me  Not, 
O  Gentle  Savior."  Had  we  the  time  we 
could  cite  many  instances  of  conversions 
through  this  song,  and  many  have  been 
the    sinners   in    whose    hearts    have    been 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


awakened  the  cry:  "Pass  Me  Not,  O  Gen- 
tle Savior." 

A  returned  missionary  from  Korea  met 
a  little  blind  girl  whose  name  was  Fanny. 
They  called  her  "Little  Blind  Fanny  Cros- 
by." People  often  came  one  hundred  and 
fifty  miles  to  hear  little  blind  Fanny  sing, 
"Praise  Him,  Praise  Him,  Jesus  Our 
Blessed   Redeemer." 

The  following  incident  happened  in 
1907  at  an  evening  service  of  Christ 
Protestant  Episcopal  Church,  Union  Ave- 
nue, Allegheny,  Pennsylvania,  of  which 
Dr.  Robert  Meech  was  pastor  at  the  time. 
The  church  was  well  filled  and  the  rec- 
tor was  about  to  make  the  announce- 
ments when  a  lady  arose  to  her  feet  and 
began  to  speak.  The  startled  congregation 
was  all  attention  as  she  proceeded.  "I  at- 
tended Sunday  school  in  the  basement  of 
this  church,"  she  said,  "and  when  good 
old  Dr.  Paige  was  rector.  My  mother  was 
a  devout  member  here  and  taught  me 
the  right  way.  At  the  age  of  fifteen  I 
deserted  my  home  and  married  an  actor. 
For  a  number  of  years  I  followed  the  stage 
as  a  profession,  leading  such  a  life  as 
naturally  accompanies  it.  In  dramatic 
circles,  in  variety  business  and  in  the 
circus  I  spent  those  godless  years.  About 
two  years  ago  I  was  in  the  city  of  Chica- 
go. One  afternoon  on  my  way  to  Ferris 
Wheel  Park  to  spend  the  afternoon  in 
revelry,  I  happened  on  an  open-air  meet- 
ing. I  stopped  through  curiosity,  as  I 
believed,  but  I  know  now  that  God  ar- 
rested my  footsteps  there.  They  were 
singing  'Saved  By  Grace.'  I  remember  how 
my  mother  had  always  prayed  for  me 
until  her  death.  I  was  converted  and,  fall- 
ing on  my  knees  on  the  curbstone,  I  asked 
my  Father's  pardon.  I  gave  up  my  pro- 
fession at  once  and  have  lived  for  His 
service  ever  since.  Last  night  I  visited  the 
Hope  Mission,  and  the  Lord  told  me  I 
must  come  here  and  testify  of  what  He 
has  done  for  me."  The  congregation  was 
profoundly  impressed.  The  rector,  with 
tears  in  his  eyes,  proceeded  with  the 
service. 

The  hymn,  "Speed  Away,"  has  done 
much  to  arouse  interest  in  missions.  It  has 
become  the  Missionary  Farewell  Hymn, 
being  sung  at  the  parting  of  hundreds  of 
missionaries  as  they  set  out  upon  their 
noble  errands. 

"Though  Your  Sins  Be  As  Scarlet," 
"Jesus,  Keep  Me  Near  the  Cross,"  "Close 
to  Thee,"  "Savior,  More  Than  Life  to 
Me,"  "Only  a  Step  to  Jesus,"  "Lord,  At 
Thy  Mercy  Seat"  and  "All  the  Way  My 
Savior  Leads  Me"  are  some  of  her  most 
popular  songs  and  are  extensively  used. 

Fanny's  own  favorite  was  "Faith  of 
Our  Fathers,"  which  was  sung  at  her 
funeral. — The  Church  Advocate. 


Treasured  Gleanings 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
he  made  a  frantic  dash,  only  to  be  denied 
the  entrance,   for  the   train   was   already 


moving.  He  declared  that  to  miss  the 
train  would  prove  his  financial  ruin.  The 
gateman  could  only  say:  "You  heard  my 
call,  but  delayed  your  start." 

Many  will  miss  heaven  because  they 
delayed  the  start.  It  will  not  be  because 
they  did  not  want  to  go,  nor  because  they 
could  not  get  along  in  the  Christian  life, 
but  because  they  delayed  the  start. — Gos- 
pel Banner. 

Why  I  Know  the  Bible  Is  the  Word 
of  God 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
Old  Testament  alone,  and  that  in  Brown- 
ing there  are  more  than  500  allusions  to 
the  Word  of  God. 

If  you  know  the  history  of  music,  you 
know  that  the  great  masterpieces,  which 
have  thrilled  the  souls  of  millions,  cannot 
be  appreciated  apart  from  a  knowledge 
of  the  Bible.  What  of  Handel's  "Messiah" 
and  Mendelsshon's  "Elijah"  and  Beetho- 
ven's "Mount  of  Olives,"  and  scores  of 
others  time  will  not  permit  to  mention. 

If  you  know  the  history  of  art,  of 
painting  and  sculpture,  you  know  that 
the  canvas  of  Raphael  and  Murillo  and 
Michaelangelo,  Rubens,  Dore  and  Tissot 
and  literally  scores  of  the  master  painters 
of  the  world  speak  with  a  dead  language, 
and  that  the  sculpture  of  Angelo  and 
Donatello  and  Pisaono  and  Thorwaldsen 
stands  mute  in  one's  presence  if  he  does 
not  have  an  acquaintance  with  what  is 
found  on  the  pages  of  the  Book  of  books. 

Indeed  there  is  no  other  book,  there  are 
no  other  hundreds  of  books,  to  which  the 
advance  of  civilization,  social  betterment, 
philanthropy,  literature,  art  and  culture 
in  general  owes  even  the  smallest  frac- 
tional part  of  the  debt  it  does  to  the 
Bible. 

It  was  a  great  cartoon  that  Kaulbach 
painted  of  the  Reformation,  but  he  be- 
came the  exponent  of  a  mighty  truth  in 
doing  it.  He  represented  Martin  Luther 
standing  with  an  open  Bible  in  his  hand, 
while  around  him  are  grouped  all  the  ex- 
plorers and  investigators  and  scientific 
and  literary  leaders  of  the  age. 

In  view  of  all  this,  what  are  we  going 
to  say  to  these  men  who  want  to  deny 
such  a  Book  an  equal  place  alongside  of 
other  books  in  our  public  schools? 

At  a  meeting  in  Washington  years  ago 
Indian  chiefs  from  the  reservations  had 
come  to  see  the  President,  Mr.  Harrison. 
The  peace  conference  was  being  presided 
over  by  John  Wanamaker,  then  Postmas- 
ter General.  One  of  the  Indian  chiefs  arose 
to  speak  through  an  interpreter,  and  he 
said: 

"Our  homes  are  not  like  your  homes; 
our  wives  don't  dress  like  your  wives; 
our  children  don't  live  like  your  children; 
we  don't  live  in  any  way  like  our  pale- 
face brother,  the  white  man.  Our  homes 
are  not  like  your  homes.  Our  manner  of 
living  is  not  like  yours.  What  makes  the 
difference?  What  medicine  must  the  poor 


Indian  take?  Tell  me,  great  father,  that 
I  may  go  back  to  my  people  and  tell 
them." 

Major  General  O.  O.  Howard,  who 
wears  the  empty  coat  sleeve  to  the  honor 
of  his  country,  jumped  to  his  feet,  rushed 
to  the  platform,  seized  the  Bible,  and 
raising  it  above  his  head,  he  said: 

"Mr.  Speaker,  tell  the  poor  Indian  that 
this  is  the  medicine.  This  is  the  medicine 
that  will  make  the  world's  wrongs  right. 
This  is  the  medicine  that  will  close  every 
grogshop  in  this  country.  This  is  the 
medicine  that  will  make  capital  and  labor 
shake  hands.  This  is  the  medicine  that 
will  reduce  to  a  minimum  the  difficulty 
between  classes  and  masses  and  drive  mis- 
ery and  sorrow,  and  corruption,  and  in- 
trigue out  of  life  and  make  out  of  this 
old  sin-cursed  world  a  paradise  of  bless- 
ing." 

And  I  commend  it  to  you  because  of 
this     as     the     very  Word  of  God  itself. 

When  Edward  Douglas  White,  Chief 
Justice  of  the  Supreme  Court  of  the  Unit- 
ed States,  took  the  usual  oath  adminis- 
tered he  kissed  the  Bible.  And  yet  there 
are  those,  thousands  of  them,  who  shove 
it  aside  as  if  it  were  an  offense  to  their 
culture  and  an  insult  to  their  intelligence 
to  even  look  upon  it. 

I  do  not  mean  to  say  this  is  all  because 
of  ignorance;  but  a  large  part  of  it  is, 
and  as  a  rule  the  people  who  criticize 
the  Bible  most  are  the  people  who  know 
the  least  about  it.  This  is  especially  true 
when  a  man  goes  out  of  his  way  to 
criticize  it. 

A  self-styled  skeptic  once  said  to  a  not- 
ed divine  who  was  reading  his  Bible:  "It's 
time  you  stopped  reading  that  book.  The 
scientific  world  has  long  since  repudiated 
it." 

They  were  on  the  train  and  he  said  it 
for  the  benefit  of  a  few  who  were  listen- 
ing. 

"It  would  be  better  for  you,  sir,  if 
you  knew  more  about  this  old  Book,"  re- 
plied the  clergyman. 

"Oh,  I  know  all  about  it;  I  have  studied 
it  from  one  end  to  the  other." 

"Well,  what  is  your  idea  of  the  Book 
of  Jehoiachim?"  said  the  minister. 

"The  Book  of  Jehoiachim,  sir,"  replied 
the  skeptic,  "why  it  is  the  best  book  in 
the  Bible,  but  it  is  full  of  contradictions 
and   historical   inaccuracies." 

"Well,"  said  the  old  clergyman,  much 
to  the  amusement  of  the  listeners,  and  to 
the  total  squashing  of  the  skeptic,  "there 
is  no  such  book  in  the  Bible." 

A  professor  in  Yale  said  that  if  he  had 
his  way  he  would  make  as  an  entrance 
condition  to  the  college  an  examination  in 
regard  to  the  Bible.  But  I  fear  it  would 
be  rather  hard  on  the  attendance  if  one 
has  to  judge  from  the  knowledge  of  the 
Bible  possessed  by  the  average  college  stu- 
dent of  today.  Ninety-six  of  them  took 
an  examination  once.  Thirty-six  couldn't 
tell   what   the  Pentateuch  is;   forty  put 
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the  Book  of  Judges  in  the  New  Testa- 
ment; sixty-five  couldn't  recite  a  single 
verse  of  the  Book,  of  Romans;  among  the 
prophets  were  Matthew,  Mark,  Luke  and 
John;  Sodom  and  Gomorrah  were  hus- 
band and  wife;  the  Epistles  were  wives  of 
the  Apostles;  while  Herod  and  Ananias 
took  the  role  of  kings  of  Israel.  Among 
the  Beatitudes  one  fellow  put,  "Blessed 
are  the  hungry,  for  they  shall  be  fed." 

Someone  has  said,  and  said  it  truly,  "If 
you  will  get  all  of  the  undergraduates  of 
the  colleges  and  universities  of  this  coun- 
try together  in  one  building  and  examine 
them  upon  their  knowledge  of  the  Word 
of  God,  the  result  will  be  the  most  mag- 
nificent contribution  to  humor  and  fool- 
ishness that  you  have  ever  read." 

The  Bible  is  not  a  Book  to  be  skimmed 
over;  it  is  a  Book  to  be  digested.  It  is 
an  extensive  garden  with  fruits  and  flow- 
ers for  every  need  and  delight  of  the  soul, 
but  it  is  not  to  be  fluttered  over  like 
the  gaudy  butterfly  darting  here  and 
there  and  sipping  elegantly  wherever  it 
finds  a  drop  of  ready  nectar,  but  it  is  to 
be  searched  the  rather  like  the  plodding 
bee  who  goes  down  to  the  bottom  of  every 
flower  cup  he  meets  and  either  finds  hon- 
ey or  makes  it.  The  one  dies  in  Novem- 
ber, while  the  other  is  warm  and  well- 
supplied  in  his  hive  the  whole  of  the  win- 
ter through. 

"We  search  the  world  for  truth;  we  cull 
The  good,  the  pure,  the  beautiful, 
From  graven  stone  and  written  scroll, 
From  all  old  flower-fields  of   the  soul; 
And  u'eary  seekers  of  the  best 
We  come  back  laden  from  our  quest 
To  find  that  all  the  sages  said 
Is  in  the  Book  our  mothers  read." 

No  wonder  when  Sir  Walter  Scott  was 
dying,  the  great  literary  genius,  surround- 
ed by  a  library  of  forty  thousand  books, 
said  to  Lockhart,  his  son-in-law,  "Bring 
me  the  Book."  And  when  asked  what  book 
he  meant,  he  replied,  "There  is  but  one 
Book;  bring  me  the  Bible." 

(To  be  Continued) 

Sally  Jo 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
but  he  just  doesn't  believe  as  I  do.  We 
have  talked  and  talked  about  it.  We  agree 
on  almost  everything  else,  but  in  spiritual 
things  there  is  a  wide  gulf  between.  He 
is  much  older  than  I,  but  he  is  just  won- 
derful, and  I  love  him.  He  cannot  under- 
stand why  I  won't  marry  him,  does  not 
see  why  my  religion  should  keep  us  apart." 

"My  dear  child,  if  your  religion,  as  you 
term  it,  means  anything  to  you,  if  you 
are  staking  your  hope  for  time  and  eter- 
nity upon  it,  then  how  can  you  think  of 
linking  your  life  with  one  to  whom  it 
means  nothing?" 

"Other  girls  do,  and  they  make  out 
somehow." 

"Yes,  somehow!  Many  of  them  enter 
into  it  ignorantly,  others  are  not  Chris- 


tians themselves  until  after  they  are  mar- 
ried. But  to  do  it  deliberately,  with  your 
eyes  wide  open,  oh,  my  child,  I  beg  of 
you,  don't." 

"But  I  am  going  to,"  persisted  the  girl 
stubbornly.  "I  cannot  give  him  up  now. 
If  I  had  only  dropped  him  in  the  first 
place,  before  I  learned  to  care  so  much." 

"That  is  the  trouble.  If  only  Christian 
young  people  would  think  first,  or  would 
understand  when  older  people  try  to  tell 
them,  God  would  guard  them  from  such 
a  situation  as  this." 

A  quick  look  of  pain  flashed  into  the 
girl's  eyes.  "God  did  tell  me,  in  the  very 
beginning,  not  to  write  that  first  letter. 
But  I  disobeyed." 

"What  about  Harry  Morton?" 

She  shook  her  head.  "He  is  a  good  man, 
I  know.  He  is  a  Christian  and  interested 
in  missionary  work.  He  loves  me,  but  I 
cannot  love  him.  After  Edward  asked  me 
the  first  time  to  marry  him  and  I  refused, 
I  dropped  him  for  a  while  and  tried  to 
get  interested  in  some  of  the  boys  here, 
particularly  Harry  Morton.  But  I  could 
not." 

She  was  quiet,  and  seemed  buried  in 
thought.  Then  she  went  on,  "Once  when 
I  was  a  very  young  Christian,  God  seemed 
to  call  me  to  a  life  of  full  surrender.  I 
shall  never  forget  the  vivid  impression  it 
made  on  me.  I  surrendered  everything 
else,  but  last  of  all  He  asked  me  to  sur- 
render my  heart's  affections,  give  Him 
the  key.  That  may  sound  funny,  but  I 
did.  Now  when  I  am  with  Harry  I  think 
sometimes  the  key  isn't  in  my  possession 
any  more.  I  cannot  open  my  heart  when 
I  try.  It  seems  as  if  I  haven't  any  heart, 
or  it  is  made  of  wood  or  stone.  There  is 
nothing  in  me  that  responds  to  him  at 
all.  I  admire  him,  he  is  so  consecrated.  I 
have  tried  to  love  him,  but  I  just  act 
mean  and  hateful  toward  him." 

"You  took  the  key  back  when  it  came 
to  Edward,  did  you?" 

"I  don't  know.  I  am  all  in  the  dark 
about  everything.  God  used  to  be  real  to 
me,  and  I  loved  Him  and  I  was  so  happy. 
I  loved  to  read  my  Bible,  but  I  don't  any 
more.  He  used  to  speak  to  me  in  His 
Word,  but  now  I  feel  sometimes  like  Saul, 
that  the  Lord  has  departed  from  me  and 
does  not  answer  me  any  more.  I  would 
give  anything  to  be  back  where  I  was 
four  years  ago." 

"My  poor,  poor  child!  Why  did  you 
give  it  out  in  the  college  when  you  first 
came  that  you  were  preparing  to  go  out 
as  a  missionary?  That  was  one  of  the 
things  that  drew  me  to  you." 

The  girl  lifted  her  head  proudly.  "Be- 
cause I  am  not  a  quitter!  I  hate  to  see 
people  start  in  a  thing  and  not  finish  it. 
I  truly  intended  to  be  a  missionary  when 
I  first  came,  and  through  the  years  I 
knew  Father  and  Mother  were  still  think- 
ing I  would  be.  But  I'm  not.  How  can  I 
go  out  to  tell  others  about  Christ  when 


I  have  lost  Him  myself?  I  once  had  a 
vision  of  wonderful  things  God  wanted 
me  to  be  and  to  do,  but  I  have  lost  it. 
I  have  nothing  now.  I  had  an  aim  and 
purpose  once;  now  I  only  want  to  be 
happy.  But  I  am  miserable,  just  miserable, 
and  my  life  is  a  total  failure." 
"Sally  Jo,  don't  talk  like  that." 
"Well,  it  is.  Edward  is  coming  to  see 
me  tomorrow,  and  I  have  to  give  him  my 
answer  once  for  all.  If  I  say  no,  he  is 
going  away  and  never  coming  again.  But 
I  am  going  to  say  yes.  I  am  going  to 
promise  to  marry  him  right  away,  I  will. 
He  may  have  to  go  to  Europe  this  sum- 
mer, and  wants  to  take  me  with  him." 

"My  dear  child!"  There  was  a  note  of 
genuine  alarm  in  Mrs.  Orrington's  voice. 
"Stop  and  think  long  before  you  do  a 
thing  like  that." 

"Think!  That  is  all  I  have  been  doing. 
I  have  been  thinking  until  I  am  almost 
wild.  I  cannot  stand  it  any  longer.  I 
must  either  give  up  Edward,  or  give 
up — ■,"  she  hesitated,  "or  give  up  these 
other  things." 

"What  other  things?"  The  voice  was 
gentle,  but  firm. 

"I  suppose  the  ideal  I  once  had  of  try- 
ing to  serve  the  Lord.  I  don't  mean  to 
do  anything  very  bad,  or  to  stop  being 
a  Christian.  But  I  feel  like  a  hypocrite 
now." 

"Sally  Jo,  it  is  friendship  with  this 
man  that  has  made  you  so  unhappy.  It 
has  cost  you  your  joy,  your  peace,  your 
vision,  your  sense  of  fellowship  with  God. 
I  speak  of  these  things  because  you  have 
once  known  them  and  have  lost  them, 
by  your  own  admission,  through  disobedi- 
ence in  the  matter  of  this  man.  Do  you 
think  you  will  win  them  back  by  bind- 
ing yourself  irrevocably  to  him?" 

"No,  but  I  will  be  happier  then  than 
I  am  now." 

"I  am  not  sure  that  you  will  be.  Satan 
is  tempting  you  to  think  so,  but  he  is  a 
liar  and  a  deceiver."  She  said  the  words 
with  startling  vehemence,  then  in  a  gen- 
tler tone,  "Sally  Jo,  I  have  a  skeleton  in 
my  closet.  I  think  I  must  pull  it  out  for 
you  to  see,  in  order  that  you  may  not 
have  to  put  one  in  your  own  closet,  some- 
time. 

"I  dislike  to  tell  you  this,"  she  went 
on,  "but  I  am  willing  to  do  it  for  Christ's 
sake,  and  because  it  may  be  the  only  way 
— to  save  you." 

Sally  Jo  sprang  to  her  feet,  pulled  up 
the  easiest  chair  in  the  room  beside  the 
bed  and  seated  Mrs.  Orrington  in  it,  pil- 
ing cushions  around  her  to  make  her  more 
comfortable.  Then  she  stretched  herself 
lazily  on  the  bed  where  she  could  watch 
her  friend's  face  and  see  every  changing 
expression. 

"Sally  Jo,  I  was  once  called  to  be  a 
missionary,"  she  began,  "when  I  was  a 
young  girl  about  your  age.  I  was  very 
happy  and   was  preparing  to   go.   But   I 
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met  a  man  who  was  not  a  Christian  and 
I  loved  him.  I  fought  for  a  while  the  same 
battle  you  are  fighting,  but  finally  yielded 
to  his  entreaties  and  married  him." 

Sally  Jo's  eyes  were  fastened  intently 
on  her  face.  She  opened  her  mouth  to 
speak,  but  Mrs.  Orrington  went  on. 

"He  was  a  good  man  and  a  kind  hus- 
band, and  I  have  nothing  whatever  to 
say  against  him.  We  had  our  troubles,  no 
more  and  no  less  than  other  married  cou- 
ples. I  tried  to  bring  up  our  two  children 
right  and  train  them  for  the  Lord.  I  never 
entirely  forsook  the  church,  but  oh,  that 
feeling  that  never  altogether  left  me,  that 
I  had  failed  God,  had  disobeyed  Him,  had 
missed  His  best  choice  for  my  life!  God 
never  seemed  so  near  or  so  real  as  He  had 
been  when  I  was  walking  in  obedience  to 
Him.  In  time  I  became  reconciled  to  liv- 
ing a  cold,  unsatisfied,  unsatisfactory  life, 
with  a  God  always  far  away  from  me. 

"Then  troubles  began  to  come.  Our 
little  boy  sickened  and  died.  My  heart 
was  broken  then,  and  I  think  I  crept  back 
a  little  nearer  to  God.  I  could  have  come 
back  closer  to  Him, — it  was  not  He  that 
kept  me  away.  But  I  was  proud,  and  I 
would  not.  Then  my  husband  was  taken 
sick  and  I  nursed  him  through  a  long, 
lingering  illness,  and  he  died.  As  I  sat 
beside  his  bed  for  days  and  watched  the 
dear  life  ebbing  away,  I  would  have  given 
anything  to  have  been  able  to  pray  as  I 
once  had,  but  I  could  not.  Through  the 
ministries  of  a  true,  faithful  pastor  I 
think  he  found  the  Lord  before  he  died. 
I  think  he  died  trusting.  But  I  could  not 
help  him  or  lead  him  to  God.  I  am  thank- 
ful that  I  have  the  hope  of  seeing  him 
again.  It  comforted  me  in  his  death,  for 
I  truly  loved  him. 

"There  was  only  left  me  my  daughter, 
my  beautiful,  wilful  daughter.  She  is 
really  beautiful,  and  talented,  and  accom- 
plished. I  tried  to  bring  her  up  the  right 
way,  and  all  through  her  teens  she  seemed 
happy  in  her  church  and  Sunday  school 
and  young  people's  society.  Then  she  met 
a  man  who  was  not  a  Christian.  I  think 
he  is  nothing  but  a  polished  scoundrel, 
but  my  daughter  is  completely  infatuated 
with  him.  He  leads  her  about  at  his  will. 
She  has  dropped  all  pretense  of  interest 
in  the  church  and  has  nothing  to  do  with 
it.  I  have  pleaded  with  her,  but  in  vain. 
Finally  she  left  me  altogether  and  went 
to  live  in  an  apartment  with  another  girl, 
in  order  that  she  might  be  free  to  come 
and  go  as  she  pleased.  She  is  not  married 
to  this  man,  but  she  runs  with  a  gay, 
fast  crowd  who  have  taught  her  to  ridi- 
cule her  mother  and  her  mother's  God. 
She  laughs  at  all  things  sacred,  and  he 
laughs  with  her. 

"All  the  trouble  I  had  in  my  life  be- 
fore is  as  nothing  compared  to  this.  My 
heart  has  been  broken,  crushed,  but  the 
most  awful  thing  of  all  is  that  I  feel  that 
I  am  to  blame.  I  am  but  reaping  what 
I  sowed.  I  deliberately  diobeyed  God,  in 


what  may  seem  a  little  sin  and  such  a 
common  thing,  but  I  did  it  with  my  eyes 
wide  open.  Often  there  comes  to  me  those 
words  in  Luke  12:47,  'That  servant, 
which  knew  his  lord's  will,  and  prepared 
not  himself,  neither  did  according  to  his 
will,  shall  be  beaten  with  many  stripes.'  " 

Tears  were  rolling  unheeded  down  her 
face,  but  there  was  only  a  softened  chas- 
tened look,  no  bitterness  or  rebellion  there. 

"I  have  tried  to  take  it  patiently,"  she 
went  on.  "I  have  tried  to  maintain  an 
attitude  like  David,  who  in  the  darkest 
hours  of  his  life  and  in  all  his  chastening 
could  yet  say  with  perfect  trust  in  God, 
'Behold,  here  am  I,  let  him  do  to  me  as 
seemeth  good  unto  him.' 

"I  can  see  the  justness  of  it  all.  There 
is  no  truer  word  in  the  Holy  Writ  than, 
'Be  not  deceived;  God  is  not  mocked:  for 
whatsoever  a  man  soweth,  that  shall  he 
also  reap.'  I  sowed  a  little  sin,  I  have 
reaped  a  bountiful  harvest.  The  reaping 
is  always  greater  than  the  sowing.  I  have 
had  the  additional  suffering  of  knowing 
that  my  daughter  is  sowing  far  more  seed 
than  I  sowed  and  will  reap  a  greater  har- 
vest of  sorrow  if  she  goes  on.  I  can  only 
see  ahead  for  her,  my  beautiful,  talented 
Marie,  shame  and  sorrow  and  loss.  I  pray 
God  to  save  her  soul,  if  only  in  her  dying 
hour." 

She  stopped  a  moment  and  dried  her 
tears.  Sally  Jo  was  wiping  away  tears  too. 

"Do  you  wonder,"  she  continued  after 
a  moment,  "that  it  makes  my  heart  ache 
to  see  you  about  to  begin  a  sowing  that 
will  bring  you  such  a  harvest?  God  grant 
that  it  won't  be  such  a  one  as  mine." 

Sally  Jo  had  arisen  and  was  sitting  on 
the  bed,  listening  to  every  word  as  though 
fascinated.  Sometimes  her  eyes  were  filled 
with  tears,  and  then  again  her  lips  would 
take  on  that  straight,  hard  line  that  be- 
tokened the  stubborn  will  within.  Mrs. 
Orrington  saw  the  sign,  and  read  it,  and 
sighed. 

After  a  minute  of  silence,  Sally  Jo  got 
up  and  came  and  put  her  arms  around 
her  friend. 

"Thank  you  so  much,  dear  Mrs.  Or- 
rington, for  telling  me  this.  It  must  have 
been  awfully  hard  for  you  to  bring  it  all 
up  again  and  go  over  it  like  this,  and  I 
want  you  to  know  I  appreciate  why  you 
did  it."  Then  with  a  little  tilt  of  her  head, 
"You  will  pray,  won't  you,  that  my  har- 
vest won't  be  like  that?  Please  pray  that 
it  won't,"  she  repeated  earnestly.  "I  am 
willing  to  pay  the  price  though,  if  it  must 
be,  for  I  intend  to  marry  Edward  Barnett. 
He  is  coming  to  see  me  tomorrow,  coming 
nearly  a  thousand  miles,  and  I  am  going 
to  give  him  my  promise  to  marry  him 
after  graduation, — that  is,  if  I  decide  to 
go  on  until  I  do  graduate." 

"You  are  going  to  take  the  risk?"  There 
was  inexpressible  pain  in  the  words. 

"I  don't  think  it  is  such  an  awful 
risk,"  the  girl  answered  softly.  "I  am  not 
sure   God   even   called   me   at   all.   Aunt 


Josephine  never  thought  He  did.  She 
would  be  glad  if  I  married  Edward.  She 
is  the  only  one  that  would  be.  Aunt 
Josephine  is  very  practical  and  sensible. 
Aunt  Sarah  would  feel  bad,  and  she's  a 
dear,  too.  She's  like  Father  and  Mother." 

She  stopped  a  while,  and  Mrs.  Orring- 
ton said  nothing. 

"I  am  not  sure  now  that  any  of  those 
things  that  I  thought  were  so  real  were 
God  speaking  to  me,"  Sally  Jo  went  on. 
"It  may  have  been  only  my  imagination. 
Anyway  I  am  a  failure  as  a  Christian, 
and  I  would  be  a  failure  as  a  missionary. 
I  may  as  well  give  up  trying,  and  content 
myself  with  being  just  a  decent,  ordinary 
young  woman,  and  marry  the  man  I  love 
and  get  what  enjoyment  I  can  out  of 
life." 

Mrs.  Orrington's  face  went  suddenly 
white.  "And  never  think  of  eternity  at 
all?  Oh,  my  poor,  poor  child,  how  can 
you?  But  I  must  go,  dear.  Good  night." 

She  seemed  to  have  grown  years  older 
since  she  came  into  the  room,  and  Sally 
Jo's  heart  was  smitten  with  pity.  She 
went  with  her  to  the  door. 

"Kiss  me  good  night,  dear  Mrs.  Orring- 
ton," she  whispered  penitently.  "It  may 
be  God  won't  let  me.  But  He  will  have 
to  make  it  awfully  plain.  You  will  pray 
for  me,  won't  you?  I  can't  seem  to  pray 
for  myself  any  more." 

"Yes,  I   will  pray  for  you — tonight." 

Sally  Jo  stood  watching  her  until  she 
disappeared,  and  then  turned  back  into 
her  room. 

Mrs.  Orrington,  with  her  heart  break- 
ing again  at  the  thought  of  another  young 
soul's  harvest  of  pain  and  tears,  went  on 
to  her  room  to  spend  the  night  on  her 
knees,  wrestling  in  agony  for  the  young 
girl  who  seemed  about  to  toss  her  life  so 
lightly  out  of  its  place  and  into  spiritual 
darkness  and  chaos. 

(To  be  continued) 

ON  MOTHER'S  DAY 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
She  collapsed  last  night  all  of  a  sudden 
and  they  took  her  to  the  hospital.  The 
doctor  said  she  must  have  an  operation 
right  away." 

"There  is  no  other  train  to  Montrose 
until  this  afternoon,  is  there?"  asked  Rex. 

"Five  o'clock,"   was   the   answer. 

"I'm  going  to  walk,"  he  muttered. 

"It's  a  good  five  miles,"  said  the  agent. 

"I  know  it.  But  I  must  get  there  as 
soon  as  I  can!  I  can't  wait  for  the  train." 

The  mere  exercise  of  walking  made  him 
feel  that  he  was  doing  something.  On  he 
strode.  The  familiar  objects  about  him 
appeared  as  a  dream.  There  was  the  creek 
where  he  used  to  fish,  the  orchard  where 
he  used  to  go  for  apples.  What  memories 
they  awakened.  He  remembered  how  he 
had  never  come  home,  as  a  boy,  whether 
from  school  or  from  an  outing,  that 
mother  was  not  waiting  for  him  with 
some  little  surprise — a  piece  of  his  favorite 
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pie,  or  a  slice  of  bread  and  jam — little 
things — homely  things — but,  how  good 
they  seemed  to  him  as  a  boy.  His  mother 
was  always  lovingly  thinking  of  him,  al- 
ways lovingly  doing  for  him.  This  was 
the  first  time  he  had  ever  come  home 
that  she  was  not  there  to  welcome  him, 
to  love  him,  to  do  for  him. 

Why  had  she  not  told  him  she  was  ill? 
She  had  always  shielded  him  and  kept  the 
unpleasant  things  from  him.  How  un- 
satisfying seemed  the  life  with  his  gay 
companions,  and  the  questionable  pleas- 
ures compared  to  his  mother  whom  he 
had  so  neglected.  In  spite  of  his  neglect, 
his  cruelty,  he  did  love  her.  With 
these  thoughts  he  hurried  on.  At  last  the 
spire  of  Montrose  stood  out  against  the 
sky.  In  the  center  of  the  town  was  the 
hospital.  Rex  was  breathless  and  footsore 
when  he  reached  it.  The  white-capped 
nurse  opened  the  door  and  said:  "Visitors 
are  not  allowed  on  the  Sabbath." 

Rex  looked  at  her  beseechingly.  "But 
it's  my  mother,"  he  pleaded.  "I  must  see 
her." 

"I  will  ask  the  superintendent,"  she 
said  as  she  showed  him  into  the  reception 
room.  The  superintendent,  a  grave,  keen- 
eyed  doctor,   entered. 

"You  are  Mrs.  Armstrong's  son?"  he 
asked.  "Did  you  know  how  ill  your  moth- 
er was?" 

Rex  could  only  shake  his  head. 

"This  operation  should  have  been  per- 
formed long  ago.  It  was  the  only  chance. 
She  has  come  through  it,  but  is  in  a  very 
critical  condition.  I  do  not  know  whether 
it  would  be  wise  to  let  you  see  her — and, 
yet,  it  might  be  the  best  thing  for  her. 
Would  you  be  careful  not  to  excite  her?" 

"Oh,  I  would,  sir!  I  would  do  anything 
you  say — only  let  me  see  my  mother,  if 
only  for  a  moment!" 

The  doctor  left  the  room,  but  soon  re- 
turned. 

"Come  with  me,"  he  said  briefly. 

Through  the  ward  they  went;  past 
rows  of  white  cots  to  the  end  of  the 
room,  where  a  screen  was  placed  about  a 
cot.  Rex  knew  the  meaning  of  that  screen 
— it  was  used  only  in  cases  of  extremity. 
All  he  saw  was  that  white  form  stretched 
on  a  cot,  that  wan,  suffering  face,  but 
with  eyes  strangely  bright  shining  up  at 
him — his  mother's  eyes. 

With  a  mighty  effort  he  controlled 
himself,  as  the  doctor  directed.  Tenderly 
he  bent  over  the  cot,  kissed  her  quivering 
lips,  laid  his  ruddy  cheek  against  the  pale 
one,   whispered   the  word   "Mother." 

A  glad  light  leaped  into  the  tired  eyes 
of  the  woman  on  the  cot. 

"You  can  sit  here  for  a  moment  if  you 
don't  talk,"  said  the  doctor,  as  he  placed 
a  chair  by  the  bed. 

He  sat  down,  his  big,  brown  hand 
clasping  the  thin,  white  one — that  hand 
that  had  so  toiled  for  him.  He  held  it  in 
a  close,  warm  grasp.  A  look  of  peace,  of 
love,  of  happiness  came  over  his  mother's 


face.  He  knew  she  understood  though 
she  could  not  speak. 

The  doctor  looked  at  his  watch.  "That 
is  all  now.  You  may  come  again  tomorrow 
and  see  your  mother  for  a  few  moments. 
She  needs  a  bracer.  You  are  as  good  a 
tonic  as  she  can  have;  so  I'll  give  her 
doses  of  you  until  she  is  well." 

"Will  she  get  well?"  he  asked  anxiously. 

"I  hope  so,"  said  the  doctor.  "She  did 
not  rally  from  the  operation  as  we  had 
hoped.  She  seemed  to  lose  hope  and  am- 
bition to  get  well.  But  from  the  look  on 
her  face  when  she  saw  you,  1  can  tell  that 
that  condition  is  past.  She  has  something 
to  live  for  now.  I  think  she  will  get  well." 

"Oh,  thank  you — thank  you!"  mur- 
mured Rex,  in  gratitude.  "I  will  give  her 
something  to  live  for  after  this.  I  will 
indeed." — Messenger. 

State  Superintendents  of  Sunday 
Schools  and  Y.   P.   E's 

ALABAMA:  T.  G.  Pearson,  Box  97,  Pratt  City, 
Ala. 

ARIZONA:    Ray   T.   Hill,  Box    503,   Bisbee,   Ariz. 

ARKANSAS:    Ruff   Gentry,   Higden,   Ark. 

CALIFORNIA:   Lula  V.  M.lam,   El  Centro,  Calif. 

CONNECTICUT,  NEW  JERSEY,  PENNSYL- 
VANIA. RHODE  ISLAND:  D.  N.  Lykens,  Rt.  2, 
Williamsburg,    Pa. 

FLORIDA:  Lewis  Willis,  Box  844,  Avon  Park, 
Fla. 

GEORGIA:    Roy   Douglas,    Box    782,    Macon,    Ga. 

IDAHO:    Alex   J.    Duncan,    Lewiston,    Idaho. 

IOWA,  NEBRASKA:  Mrs.  J.  L.  Goms,  327  N. 
First   St..    Oskaloosa,    Iowa. 

ILLINOIS:  Leonard  Newton,  1117  N.  Monroe 
St.,    Johnston    City,    111. 

INDIANA:  H.  E.  Dietz.  342  S.  Meredian  St.. 
Jasonville,    Ind. 

KANSAS:  Mrs.  Anna  Volk,  1705  Spruce  St., 
Coffeyville,    Kansas. 

KENTUCKY:  Cecil  Bridges,  146  Cotter  Ave., 
Somerset,    Ky. 

LOUISIANA:  Charles  W.  Conn,  3302  Polk  St., 
Monroe,    La. 

MAINE.  NEW  HAMPSHIRE,  VERMONT,  and 
MASSACHUSETTS:  Joel  D.  Brown,  83  Conz  St., 
Augusta.    Me. 

MARYLAND,  DELAWARE,  WASHINGTON, 
D.  C,  EAST  VIRGINIA:  Alva  Mae  McClure,  607 
South   St.,    Easton,   Md. 

MISSISSIPPI:  Arlie  M.  Dorman,  1108  River 
Ave.,     Hattiesburg,     Miss. 

MISSOURI:  Raymond  E.  Hall,  Valles  Mines, 
Mo. 

MINNESOTA,  WISCONSIN:  Violette  M.  Olson, 
Box   486,    Herman,    Minn. 

MONTANA:  William  Pospisil,  Denton,  Mont. 

MICHIGAN:  Mae  Corey,  1247  Clairmount,  De- 
troit,   Mich. 

NEW  JERSEY:  John  Josephsen,  311  Wyoming 
Ave.,    Absecon,    N.   J. 

N.  CAROLINA:  Ralph  Williams,  Box  2581, 
Charlotte,     N.    C. 

OHIO:  Wiley  W.  Miller,  209  Cereal  Ave., 
Hamilton,    Ohio. 

OKLAHOMA:  Archie  F.  McWilliams,  Box  103  6, 
Maud.    Okla. 

OREGON:   Vida  C.  Jackson,  Silverton,  Ore. 

S.     CAROLINA:     Wm.     P.     Stallings,    Box    804, 

SOUTH  DAKOTA:  A.  H.  Thompson,  Gettys- 
burg,   S.    Dak. 

TENNESSEE:  C.  J.  Hindmon,  2220  Magnolia 
Ave.,    Cleveland,    Tenn. 

TEXAS:  Vessie  D.  Hargrave,  Box  213,  Weather- 
ford,  Tex. 

VIRGINIA:    Fatie  Atkinson,   Pulaski,   Va. 

WASHINGTON:  Miss  Io  Garlit,  Box  1513, 
Yakima,    Wash. 

WEST  VIRGINIA:  Pearl  M.  Stark,  Box  90, 
Beckley,    W.    Va. 

Notice 

State  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School  su- 
perintendents, please  write  us  a  card,  giv- 
ing your  name  and  address. 

Silver  Lining 

A  book  of  57  beautiful  poems.  An  in- 
expensive gift  for  your  friend.  Price  2  5  c. 
Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905  Park- 
er St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 


Contestants  For  Bible  Schoot 
Scholarship 

Herman    Clark,    Jr..    Sevierville,    Tenn. 

Doris  Parnsh,    1059   3  3rd  Ave.,  Tampa,  Fla. 
Carroll    James.    Rt.    2,   Box    91,    Forrest  City,   Ark. 
Clyde    Case,    7    Pelzer    St.,    Monoghan    Mill,    Green- 
ville,   S.    C. 
George    Campbell.     Steelville.     Mo. 
Ralph    E.  Williams,   Box   2581,  Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Mrs.   Earl   Roupe,  Rt.   3,  Box    176,  Uniontown,  Pa. 

New  Gideons 

Mrs.    Nathan    Evetts,    Slaion,    Tex. 

Alice   L.   Cochran.   Belmont,   N.   C. 

A.    W.    Wigley,    Summerville,    Ga. 

Louise    Weaver,    Henderson,    N.    C. 

Louie    Tackett.    Huntsvllle.    Ala. 

Mrs.    James    Estes,    Blue    Diamond,    Ky. 

Mrs.    E.    L.    Phurrough.    Shelby,    Ala. 

Mrs.    Vera    Ray,    Cookeville,    Tenn. 

Edna    Hayes,   Boaz,   Ala. 

Mrs.    Frances    Hobbs,    Thomaston,    Ga. 

Mrs.    Irene    Settlemeyer.    Valdese,    N.    C. 

Alice    Wells.    Riviera,    Fla. 

Opal    Johnson.    Covington,    La. 

Mrs.   Ida  Arnold,   Mt.   Pleasant,  Tenn. 

Helen    Myrick.    Foisom.    La. 

Mrs.    A.    E.    Taylor,    Olla,    La. 

Edna    Varner,    Flint,    Mich. 

Addie    Mae    Perkins,    La    Grange,    Ga. 

Rufus    Mason.    Beaufort,    S.    C. 

Raymond    Meade,    Princeton,    W.    Va. 

Mildred    Heard.    Annapolis.    Md. 

Frank    Marion,    Columbus,    Ga. 

Elouise    Arant,    Georgiana,    Ala. 

Reba   Ashmore,    E.   Tallassee,   Ala. 

Mrs.    Florence    Messer,    Jacksonville,    Ala. 

Mrs.    Sally    Murphy,    Rome,    Ga. 

Mrs.    W.    C.    Rollin,    Hiawassee,    Ga. 

Mrs.    Nora    Harmon,    Isola,    Miss. 

Donald    Biggs,     Potosi,    Mo. 

Mrs.    Eunice    Tucker,    Potosi,    Mo. 

Mrs.    Earnest   Look,    Canisteo,    N.   Y. 

Mrs.   C.    R.   Burkett,    Ashland,    Ohio. 

T.    H.    Shook,    Ada,    Okla. 

W.    M.   Barnard,   Flint,   Mich. 

Mrs.    Geo.   W.   Hayslip,    Crockett,   Tex. 

Mrs.   O.    L.   Forbis.   Burlington,   N.  C   . 

Ruth    Dunn,    Milford,    Del. 

James    Watts,    Hazard,    Ky. 

Doris    Ruth    Woodard,    Latexo,    Tex. 

Helen    Byers,    Parkersburg,    W.    Va. 

Mrs.    SalLe    Morgan,    Morristown,    Tenn. 

Harold    Shaw,     Faxon,     Okla. 

Nonie    Bradshaw.    Archibald,    La. 

Louise   Chappell,    O'Donnell,   Tex. 

Mildred    Gann,    Copperhill,    Tenn. 

Ethel    Gasaway,    Whittier,    N.    C. 

Edith    Stilwell,    Icard,    N.    C. 

Lorene   Woodard,   Crockett,   Tex. 

Jack   Taylor,    Selma,    Ala. 

Dorothy    Dunn,    Christopher,    Ky. 

Ellen    Nuse,    Hagerstown,    Md. 

Martha    Lewis,    Chillicothe,    Ohio. 

Mrs.    Fleeta    Sharp,    Seminole,    Okla. 

Mrs.   Geo.   Falk,   Fairmount  City,  Pa.''' 

Genevieve    Roberts.    Sprang    City,    Tenn. 

Louise    McAbee,    Greer,    S.    C. 


To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THt 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  gl.OO  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  number  who  is  going  to  put  THE  LIGHT 
ED  PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?  Read 
the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


There  is  no  place  in  the  program  of 
activities  of  the  average  church  of  the 
major  denominations  for  a  revival  or  soul 
saving  campaign.  But  a  sadder  commen- 
tary on  the  status  of  evangelism  is  this: 
According  to  the  Overcomer,  eighty  per 
cent  of  the  children  in  the  Protestant 
Sabbath  schools  of  America  leave  the 
Sabbath  school  without  having  been  asked 
to  accept  Christ. 

The  National  Methodist  Press  says: 
When  democracy  was  established  in 
America,  its  chief  ally  was  religion.  As 
evidences,  there  are  the  colonial  election 
sermons,  the  days  of  public  prayer  and 
fasting,  the  patriotic  appeals  of  statesmen 
that  seldom  failed  to  place  religion  as  the 
prerequisite  for  individual  and  national 
freedom.  It  was  the  theme  song  of  the 
heroes  and  the  sages  of  the  Revolution. 
Their  authority  was  the  Bible.  Their  chief 
bulwark  was  their  faith  in  God.  Their 
love  for  democracy  sprang  from  their 
Christian  experience.  It  required  those 
moral  and  spiritual  qualities  to  found 
American  democracy.  They  came.  In  this 
time  of  its  severe  testing  it  will  take  these 
same  qualities  to  preserve  democracy. 

The  Lutheran  Relates  This  Amusing 
Incident 

General  Argentino,  a  Blackshirt  com- 
mander of  Italy's  forces,  gave  a  novel,  if 
not  convincing,  background  for  his  con- 
secutive retreats  from  Sidi  Barrani  and 
Bardia.  When  captured  (January  12)  he 
wept,  and  said,  "For  all  I  care  about  this 
desert,  you  can  have  it!  I  myself  am  a 
poet!" 

Christianity  and  Crises  says:  The  British 
are  fighting  for  the  kind  of  civilization 
which  has  made  Protestantism  possible. 
To  deny  that  is  to  deny  history.  Our  civ- 
ilization was  built  by  faith  and  prayers 
and  hard  work — it  was  also  built  by 
fighting.  Is  there  a  Christian  minister 
who  believes  that  the  rights  which  he 
daily  enjoys  and  which  he  takes  for  grant- 
ed, like  the  air  he  breathes,  would  be  his 
to  enjoy  unless  these  rights  had  been 
fought  for  by  Cromwell,  by  William  of 
Orange,  and  by  Washington?  Are  Protes- 
tants in  the  United  States  to  live  off  the 
liberties  which  others  are  maintaining  for 
them  and  then  express  complete  indiffer- 
ence to  the  fate  of  those  whose  sacrifice 
makes  the  tranquil  and  serene  life  of 
American  Christians  possible?  Should  this 
become  an  American  Protestant  attitude 
toward  the  world,  it  would  inscribe  one 
of  the  darkest  pages  in  the  annals  of  the 
Church. 


Education  is  a  sturdy  refugee.  Enforced 
wanderers  in  Europe  have  been  emulating 
the  example  of  the  peripatetic  universities 
of  China  who  followed  the  fortunes  of 
China's  patriot  army  into  the  hinterland 
and  settled  down  at  each  halting-place  to 
carry  on  the  work  of  education.  Recently 
(October  15)  500  Polish  and  French  uni- 
versity students,  interned  in  200  Swiss 
camps,  have  been  granted  the  privilege  of 
continuing  their  studies  commission.  Since 
the  students  cannot  be  liberated  from 
their  camps  to  attend  university  classes, 
because  of  political,  military  or  inter- 
national reasons,  Swiss  professors  and  in- 
terned scholars  of  note  will  carry  the 
classes  to  the  students.  Credit  for  the 
realization  of  the  scheme  is  due  to  the 
collaboration  of  effort  by  the  European 
Student  Assistance  Fund  of  the  Y.  M.  C. 
A. — The  Lutheran. 

This  is  encouraging  to  those  of  us  who 
are  weary  of  perpetual  slander  of  college 
students.  Dr.  W.  M.  Horton  from  one  of 
our  greatest  religious  institutions  says:  I 
can  testify  from  direct  observation  that 
group  of  Protestant  undergraduates  in 
many  Protestant  colleges  who  take  their 
religion  much  more  seriously  and  devot- 
edly than  did  their  parents,  and  who  give 
high  promise  of  contributing  to  a  rebirth 
of  Christian  moral  influence  in  American 
civilization. 

Twenty-two  Millions  of  Dollars 

The  Senate  Committee,  charged  with 
the  responsibility  of  investigating  politi- 
cal campaigns,  reports  that  the  two  major 
parties  spent  a  total  of  $22,000,000  dur- 
ing the  campaign  which  resulted  in  the 
election  of  President  Roosevelt.  This  is 
slightly  less  than  fifty  cents  for  each 
vote.  A  change  of  3,000,000  would  have 
changed  the  result,  which  means  that 
$22,000,000  was  spent  to  capture  3,000,- 
000  votes.  And  now  that  the  shouting, 
the  blare  of  bands,  the  noise  of  the  radio, 
and  the  screaming  of  the  headlines  is  all 
over,  it  does  not  seem  inappropriate  to 
ask,  "How  many  votes  were  actually 
changed  by  all  that  noise  and  spending?" 
— The  Christian  Advocate. 

The  richest  family  in  the  world  is  not 
the  Rothschild,  Rockefeller,  Morgan,  or 
other  familiar  houses,  but  that  of  Em- 
peror Hirohits  of  Japan.  The  royal  domain 
of  Japan  consists  of  3,800,000  acres  val- 
ued at  637,234,000  yen.  His  other  pos- 
sessions are  almost  too  numerous  to  men- 
tion or  calculate. 

War  Materials  for  Germany 

There   is   a   degree   of   interest   on   the 


Pacific  Coast  in  the  shipments  of  Cali- 
fornia oil.  The  Los  Angeles  Times  reports 
that  more  than  one  million  barrels  of 
bulk  gasoline  have  been  shipped  to  Vladi- 
vostok since  last  August  from  Los  An- 
geles harbor  alone,  with  additional  ship- 
ments from  other  coast  cities,  with  good 
evidence  that  much  of  this  is  going  to 
Germany.  Meantime  Japan,  during  1940, 
took  20,000,000  barrels  of  petroleum 
products  of  all  kinds,  plus  47,000,000 
drums  of  gasoline,  lubricating  oil,  and 
miscellaneous  oil  goods.  These  two  coun- 
tries took  practically  all  of  the  oil  ex- 
ported from  Los  Angeles  harbor. 

Although  a  shortage  of  machine  tools 
threatens  the  national  defense  program, 
millions  of  dollars'  worth  of  this  material 
is  going  forward  to  Russia.  Agents  from 
Armtog  (the  Russian  purchasing  agency) 
are  active  in  the  field,  buying  up  tools 
wherever  they  can  be  purchased.  Many 
of  these,  it  is  believed,  will  go  on  through 
to  Germany.  Still  we  go  on  singing,  "God 
Bless  America." 


We  are  told  that  there  are  800  closed 
churches  in  New  England,  and  that 
among  the  7,000  ordained  ministers  of 
that  area,  only  1,000  believe  in  an  au- 
thoritative, infallible  Bible,  and  in  the 
deity  and  atonement  of  Christ.  We  are 
told  that  there  are  10,000  villages  in 
America  without  a  church,  and  that  there 
are  30,000  villages  without  a  resident 
pastor. 

"The  city  problem  in  our  land  should 
cause  us  concern.  Los  Angeles  has  1,000,- 
000  people  untouched  by  any  sort  of 
religious  influence.  New  York  has  4,000,- 
000  people  who  are  unchurched;  Pitts- 
burgh, 250,000;  Cleveland,  400,000;  St. 
Louis,  300,000;  Minneapolis,  300,000; 
Seattle,  2  50,000;  San  Francisco,  425,000. 
In  San  Francisco,  only  five  per  cent  be- 
long   to    Protestant    churches. 

"There  are  13,000,000  Negroes  in 
America.  Seven  million  of  them  are  un- 
churched. There  are  3  50,000  Jews  in 
Chicago.  Not  more  than  2  50  of  them  are 
known  to  be  Christians.  There  are  27,- 
000,000  children  in  the  nation  unevan- 
gelized.  The  childhood  of  the  nation  pro- 
vides our  greatest  opportunity. — Wesley- 
an  Methodist. 

Jewish  Scientists,  chased  out  of  Germ- 
any to  Palestine,  are  not  only  extracting 
quantities  of  useful  products  from  the 
Dead  Sea,  but  from  the  surplus  citrus 
fruit  that  cannot  be  marketed  they  are 
producing  medicinal  oils,  industrial  al- 
cohol, materials  for  high  explosives,  and 
even  a  nutritious  bread.  —  The  Gospel 
Minister. 


OWL    BoiUf     -     -     -     Bf  ZlUn  Keetum 


It  was  on  one  cold  winter  day, 

I  was  almost  in  despair, 
I  felt  so  lonesome  and  alone 

I   thought  I'd  kneel  in  prayer. 
I  knew  God  always  answered 

Every  prayer  He  heard, 
Anything  asked  in  Jesus'  name, 

According   to  His  Word. 

He  gave  Abraham  and  Sarah 

A  child  when  they  were  old, 
He  said  from  His  own  children 

Nothing  would  He  withhold. 
Our  home  had  been  so  lonely 

For  seven  years  or  more, 
No  child  to  stand  at  mother's  knee 

Or  meet  daddy  at  the  door. 

We  almost  envied  others 

Of  their  daughters  and  their  sons, 
We  wouldn't  ask  for  two,  Lord, 

We'd  be  satisfied  with  one. 
So  I  took  my  burden  to  the  Lord 

And  left  it  with  a  smile, 
And  went  my  way  rejoicing 

Expecting  my  little  child. 

E're  long  another  gloomy  night 

Amid  the  storm  and  rain, 
Her  baby  clasped  within  her  arms 

A  poor  thin  mother  came. 
She  gently  placed  it  in  my  arms 

And  said  in  voice  so  low, 
"Will  you  please  raise  my  child  for  me? 

They  say  I'm  bound  to  go." 

Just  then  my  heart  went  out  to  God, 

I  knew  He'd  heard  my  prayer, 
I  said,  "I'll  do  the  best  I  can 

If  you  leave  her  in  my  care." 
She  said,  "Going  won't  be  so  hard 

If  you  will  let  her  stay, 
My  few  remaining  days  with  me, 

Before  I  pass  away." 

God  knew  that  mother  had  to  die 

And  leave  her  children  three, 
He  remembered  the  prayer  I  had  prayed 

So  He  sent  that  one  to  me. 
In  three  short  weeks  there  came  the  day 

She  was  laid  beneath  the  sod; 
Her  body  back  to  mother  earth, 

Her  spirit  back  to  God. 


The  little  stranger  came  to  us 

As  welcome  as  could  be, 
I  gave  her  back  to  God  that  day, 

To  keep  her  life  for  me. 
Our  happiness  was  then  complete, 

A  baby  all  our  own, 
A  sweeter  gift  could  not  be  sent 

From  God  upon  His  throne. 

When  daddy  would  come  home  at  night 

She  was  his  pride  and  joy, 
And  she  would  say  in  baby  voice, 

"Let's  play  I'm  daddy's  boy." 
Then,  oh,  how  they  would  romp  and  play 

Till  time  to  go  to  bed, 
Then  snuggled  closely  on  my  arm 

Would  be  her  little  head. 

And  in  the  darkness  of  the  night 

A  whisper  in  my  ear, 
"Mamma,   I'm  your  feet-heart,"  she  would 
say, 

Those  words  I  loved  to  hear. 
She's  sixteen  now,  as  tall  as  I, 

It  seems  it  can  hardly  be 
That  time  has  passed  so  swiftly  by, 

Since  she  played  around  my  knee. 

I've  shared  her  pleasures  and  her  joys, 

Her  heartaches  end  her  woes, 
The  pleasure  she  has  been  to  me 

Only  God  in  heaven  knows. 
I  thank  Him  for  the  privilege 

Of  bringing  her  up  right, 
I  only  hope  she  lives  a  life 

That's  pleasing  in  His  sight. 

No  matter  what  may  come  or  go 

Or  where  on  earth  she  roams, 
She  will  always  be  my  baby  girl 

And  always  welcome  home. 
I  pray  as  we  enter  heaven 

And  climb  the  golden  stair, 
We'll  find  her  own  dear  mother 

Waiting  for  us  there. 

And  as  we  softly  walk  along 

The  street  that's  paved  with  gold, 
Our  baby  shall  walk  in  between 

And  to  our  arms  will  hold 
For  some  day  in  the  great  beyond, 

In  that  city  bright  and  fair, 
Our  love  will  all  be  equal  and 

She  will  be  "Our"  baby  there. 

— Nettleton,  Ark. 
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Editors  ^Message 


B.     Harrison 
Editor 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:   God  bless  you. 

It  seems  but  a  day  or  two  ago  since  we 
sent  out  our  Mother's  Day  issue  and  now 
here  comes  Father's  time.  How  clossly 
linked  together  are  these  days,  but  not 
more  closely  than  the 
lives  of  the  good  fa- 
ther and  mother. 
What  a  beautiful  idea 
God  had  when  He 
made  this  relationship. 
God  made  man  and 
woman  and  placed 
them  in  the  garden  of 
Eden  but  they  fell. 
Then  God  did  the  next 
best  thing  possible.  He 
established  the  home, 
and  placed  man  there 
as  king  and  woman  as 
queen.  But  it  is  just  as 
possible  for  them  to  make  a  failure  in 
the  home  today  as  it  was  for  the  first 
man  and  woman  to  fail.  How  often  we 
condemn  Adam  and  Eve  for  their  fall 
and  yet  we  today  are  just  as  guilty  if  we 
fail  God  in  carrying  out  our  part  of  His 
plan  in  the  home. 

What  is  home  anyway?  Home  is  a  roof 
to  keep  out  rain;  four  walls  to  keep  out 
wind;  floors  to  keep  out  cold;  yes,  but 
home  is  more  than  that.  It  is  the  laugh 
of  a  baby,  the  song  of  mother,  the 
strength  of  a  father,  warmth  of  loving 
hearts,  light  from  happy  eyes,  kindness, 
loyalty,  comJ-adeship.  Home  is  first 
school  and  first  church  for  young  ones; 
where  they  learn  what  is  right,  what  is 
good,  and  what  is  kind;  where  they  go 
for  comfort  when  they  are  hurt  and  sick; 
where  joy  is  shared  and  sorrow  eased; 
where  fathers  and  mothers  are 
respected  and  loved;  where 
children  are  wanted;  where  the 
simplest  food  is  good  enough 
for  kings,  because  it  is  earned; 
where  money  is  not  so  impor- 
tant as  loving-k  i  n  d  n  e  s  s; 
where  even  the  teakettle  sings 
from  happiness.  That  is  home 
— God  bless  it! 

Yes,  a  home  of  this  kind 
looks  almost  better  than  the 
garden  of  Eden,  doesn't  it?  We 
want  you  to  study  this  close- 
ly and  see  if  you  have  this  kind 
of  home.  But  this  is  Father's 
issue.  God  bl*ss  the  fathers. 
There  are  plenty  of  good  fa- 
thers— fathers  who  would  give 
every  drop  of  their  blood  for 
their  family  and  to  keep  the 
home  pure,  and  give  their  boys 
and  girls  the  best  that  life 
holds;  fathers  who  would  sac- 
rifice everything  to  be  examples 


to    the   ones    God    has    intrusted    to    His 
care.    But   on    the   other   hand,   there   are 


fathers  who  seem  to  forget  that  any 
share  of  the  burden  and  duty  of  mak- 
ing the  homelife  belongs  to  them.  They 
leave  it  all  to  the  mothers.  They  come 
and  go  as  if  they  were  scarcely  more 
than  boarders  in  their  own  house,  with 
no  active  interest  in  the  welfare  of  their 
children.  They  plead  the  demands  of 
business  as  the  excuse  of  their  neglect, 
but  where  is  the  business  that  is  so  im- 
portant as  to  justify  a  man's  evasion 
of  the  sacred  duties  which  he  owes  to  his 
own  family?  There  cannot  be  any  other 
work  in  the  world  which  a  man  can  do 
that  will  excuse  him  at  God's  bar  for 
having  neglected  the  care  of  his  own 
home  and  the  training  of  his  own  chil- 
dren. No  success  in  any  department  of 
the  world's  work  can  possibly  atone  for 
failure  here.  No  piling  up  of  this  world's 
treasures  can  compensate  a  man  for  the 
loss  of  those  incomparable  jewels,  his 
own  children. 

In  the  prophet's  parable  he  said  to  the 
king,    "As    thy    servant    was    busy    here 


Then  they  try  most  earnestly  to  get 
them  back  again,  but  their  efforts  avail 
not.  It  is  too  late  then  to  do  that  blessed 
work  for  them,  and  upon  their  lives, 
which  could  so  easily  have  been  done  in 
their  tender  years.  Dr.  Geikie's  book  en- 
titled "Life"  opens  with  these  words: 
"Some  things  God  gives  often;  some  He 
gives  only  once.  The  seasons  return 
again  and  again,  and  the  flowers  change 
with  the  months,  but  youth  comes  twice 
to  none."  Childhood  comes  but  once 
with  its  opportunities.  Whatever  is  done 
to  stamp  it  with  beauty  must  be  done 
quickly. 

Then  it  matters  not  how  capable, 
how  wise,  how  devoted  the  mother  may 
be,  the  fact  that  she  does  her  part  well 
does  not  free  the  father  in  any  degree 
from  his  share  of  responsibility.  Duties 
cannot  be  transferred.  No  other  one's 
faithfulness  can  atone  or  excuse  my  un- 
faithfulness. Besides,  it  is  a  wrong  and 
an  unmanly  thing  for  a  strong,  capable 
man,  who  claims  to  be  the  stronger  ves- 
sel, to  seek  to  put  off  on  a  woman, 
whom  he  calls  the  weaker  vessel,  duties 


and   there,  he  was   gone."   May  not   this      and  responsibilities  which  clearly  belong 


be  the  only  plea  that  some  fathers  will 
have  to  offer  when  they  stand  before 
God  without  their  children:  As  I  was 
busy  here  and  there,  they  were  gone?" 
Men  are  busy  in  their  worldly  affairs, 
busy  pressing  their  plans  and  ambitions 
to  fulfillment,  busy  gathering  money 
to  lay  up  a  fortune,  busy  chasing  the 
world's  honors  and  building  up  a  name, 
busy  in  the  quest  for  knowledge;  and 
while  they  are  busy,  their  children 
grow  up,  and  when  they  turn  to  see  if 
they  are  getting  on  well,  they  are  gone. 


to  himself.  There  is  a  certain  sense  in 
which  the  mother  is  the  real  homemak- 
er.  It  is  in  her  hands  that  the  tender 
life  is  laid  for  its  first  impressions.  In 
all  its  education  and  culture  she  comes 
the  closer  to  it.  Her  spirit  makes  the 
home  atmosphere.  Yet  from  end  to  end 
of  Scriptures,  the  law  of  God  makes  the 
father  the  head  of  the  household  and  de- 
volves upon  him,  as  such,  the  responsi- 
bility of  the  building  up  of  his  home, 
the  training  of  his  children,  the  care  of 
all  the  sacred  interests  of  his  family. 

Fathers  should  awaken  to  the 
fact  that  they  have  something 
to  do  in  making  the  life  of 
their  own  homes  besides  provid- 
ing food  and  clothing  and  pay- 
ing taxes  and  bills.  They  owe  to 
their  homes  the  best  influences 
of  their  lives.  Whatever  other 
duties  press  upon  them,  they 
should  always  find  time  to  plan 
for  the  good  of  their  own 
households.  The  very  center  of 
every  man's  life  should  be  his 
home.  Instead  of  being  to  him  a 
mere  boarding-place  where  he 
eats  and  sleeps,  and  from  which 
he  starts  out  in  the  mornings  to 
his  work,  it  ought  to  be  the 
place  where  his  heart  is  an- 
chored, where  his  hopes  gather, 
to  which  his  thoughts  turn  a 
thousand  times  a  day,  for  which 
he  toils  and  struggles,  and  into 
which  he  brings  always  the 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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Sally  £jo 


By  Zenobia  Bird 

(Used  by  permission  of  Fleming  H. 

Revell  Company) 

NOTE:  Any  one  desiring  the  previous 
chapters  of  this  story  may  send  5  c  per 
copy  for  back  issues.  The  story  began  in 
October  issue.  Space  forbids  our  giving  a 


synopsis. 

(Continued  from  last  issue) 

THE  CHANGING  COURSE 

Sally  Jo's  mind  was  all  made  up,  and 
she  was  not  greatly  disturbed.  She  thought 
of  trying  to  pray,  but  her  heart  seemed 
cold,  and  she  found  herself  wondering  if 
there  was  a  God  after  all  who  had  heard 
her  childish  prayers.  At  last  she  dropped 
into  bed  without  even  an  upward  look. 

Tomorrow  she  would  see  Edward.  To- 
morrow she  would  give  the  answer  that 
would  mean  an  end  of  all  this  struggle, 
then  she  would  have  peace.  She  fell  asleep 
with  a  smile  on  her  lips. 

There  was  a  light  tap  on  the  door,  and 
she  awakened  startled. 

"A  telegram  for  you,  Miss  Brenton," 
she  heard  as  in  a  dream. 

She  slipped  out  of  bed,  switched  on  the 
light  and  opened  the  door.  Perhaps  Ed- 
ward could  not  come,  was  her  first 
thought. 

"Mother  very  ill.  Come  home  at  once. 
Will  meet  trains.  Father." 

The  words  brought  a  chill  to  her  heart; 
they  had  an  ominous  sound.  She  stood 
there  for  a  moment,  holding  the  paper  in 
her  trembling  hand,  and  then  she  sprang 
to  action. 

She  looked  at  her  watch.  Twelve  twen- 
ty-five. The  last  train  left  at  twelve- 
thirty.  She  could  not  possibly  make  it. 
She  studied  her  time-table.  There  was  a 
train  at  five  o'clock  in  the  morning;  she 
must  catch  that  one.  That  would  give  her 
time  to  pack,  to  write  a  note  or  two,  and 
perhaps  get  a  little  rest. 

There  was  no  need  for  haste,  but  she 
hurried  around  the  room,  pulling  out  the 
things  she  would  have  to  take  with  her. 
Then  she  packed  her  suitcase.  Her  mind 
was  filled  with  foreboding.  What  had 
happened,  and  how  was  Mother  now?  She 
recalled  the  little  anxious  note  in  her 
father's  brief  letter  that  came  with  his 
last  check. 

"Mother  isn't  just  so  strong  as  she 
should  be,"  he  wrote,  "but  we  are  hoping 
it  is  nothing  serious.  She  will  tell  you  she 
is  all  right,  but  you  know  that  is  her  way. 
Don't  worry,  little  daughter,  but  I 
thought  you  ought  to  know, —  and  pray 
about  it." 

She  had  read  those  words  over  and  over. 
She  meant  to  pray,  but  right  after  that 
came  Mother's  lone,  cheerful  letter,  with 
not   the   slightest   hint   of   anything   un- 


usual, and  she  had  forgotten.  Her  heart 
smote  her  now  with  sudden  regret.  She 
was  not  sure  she  had  prayed  even  once 
especially  for  Mother,  nothing  beyond  the 
words  she  had  said  as  a  little  child,  "and 
bless  Father  and  Mother." 

How  could  she  have  been  so  careless, 
so  neglectful?  Now  mother  was  really  ill. 
Her  father  would  never  call  her  home 
unless  it   were  necessary. 

Her  suitcase  was  packed  and  ready. 
What  should  she  do  with  those  flowers? 
Someone  ought  to  have  them.  She  scrib- 
bled a  note  to  one  of  her  chums,  asking 
her  to  dispose  of  them  as  she  wished.  But 
as  she  touched  them  again,  their  perfume 
seemed  suddenly  to  become  distasteful  to 
her.  She  thought  of  Edward.  She  must 
leave  a  note  for  him.  He  would  naturally 
be  disappointed  to  find  her  gone  when  he 
came  the  next  day. 

It  was  when  she  started  to  write  to 
Edward  that  there  came  over  her  an  over- 
whelming impression  that  she  ought  to 
pray.  Perhaps  Mother  was  worse.  She 
dropped  to  her  knees  and  began  to  cry. 
A  sort  of  terror  possessed  her;  what  if 
she  should  lose  Mother?  But  try  as  she 
would,  she  could  not  pray.  There  was  in 
her  only  a  great  inarticulate  cry,  and 
God  seemed  far  off  and  not  to  care. 

She  longed  to  cry  to  Him  and  plead 
for  her  mother's  life.  But  there  seemed  to 
rise  between  her  and  her  mother's  God  her 
sins  mountain-high, — sins  of  self-will, 
disobedience,  backsliding.  She  saw  it  all 
now.  She  had  turned  her  back  upon  God 
and  gone  her  way,  and  now  when  she 
needed  Him,  He  had  turned  away  from 
her. 

As  she  knelt  there,  crving  bitterly, 
scales  seemed  to  drop  from  her  spiritual 
eyes.  She  saw  herself  as  she  really  was, 
a  wretched,  sinning,  backslidden  soul.  She 
seemed  to  see  all  the  long  way  she  had 
come,  and  there  was  no  way  back.  She 
felt  that  she  had  sinned  and  must  take 
the  consequences. 

She  rose  from  her  knees,  a  penitent, 
remorseful  soul.  She  could  not  find  God. 
There  was  no  longer  any  doubt  that  He 
was  there,  but  He  was  hidden  from  her 
view. 

She  was  very  weary.  She  glanced  around 
the  room  and  made  sure  everything  was 
in  readiness  for  her  quick  departure  in 
the  morning,  set  her  alarm  clock  for  four 
o'clock,  and  flinging  herself  on  the  bed 
half  dressed,  she  slept. 

It  seemed  she  had  only  closed  her  eyes 
when  the  ringing  of  the  alarm  aroused 
her.  She  jumped  up,  dressed  quickly  and 
was   about   to  leave   the   room  when   she 


thought  of  the  unfinished  letter  to  Ed- 
ward. 

Picking  it  up,  she  glanced  at  it,  tore 
it  in  two,  and  began  another  sheet. 

"Dear  Edward,"  she  wrote,  "Mother  is 
very  ill  and  Father  has  telegraphed  me  to 
come  home  at  once.  I  am  sorry  I  cannot 
get  this  word  to  you  somehow,  but  do  not 
know  where  to  reach  you." 

Then  she  hesitated.  Should  she  say  she 
was  sorry  not  to  be  there  when  he  came? 
Would  that  be  altogether  truthful?  In 
the  light  of  the  self-revelation  of  the 
night  before,  she  was  glad  she  did  not 
have  to  decide  that  momentous  question 
today.  She  needed  a  little  more  time.  She 
ought  to  find  her  way  back  to  God.  As 
Edward  Barnett  represented  the  rock 
against  which  the  current  of  her  life  had 
swirled,  causing  it  to  deviate  from  its  true 
channel,  she  felt  she  did  not  want  to  see 
him  again, — not  just  now. 

"I  am  leaving  now  for  the  train,"  she 
finished,  and  signed  it,  "Sarah  Josephine 
Brenton." 

All  the  way  on  the  long  ride  home  her 
unhappy  thought  wavered  between  anxi- 
ety for  her  mother  and  a  helpless  grief 
and  remorse  over  her  own  spiritual  con- 
dition. If  she  were  only  going  home  to 
Mother  in  the  usual  way,  as  she  had  gone 
home  for  Christmas  some  weeks  before, 
she  could  look  forward  to  pouring  out 
the  whole  story  in  Mother's  ears.  She 
would  find  help  and  comfort  there.  But 
not  now. 

As  the  train  drew  up  to  the  station 
she  could  see  her  father  pacing  the  plat- 
form. Her  eyes  searched  his  calm  face 
before  the  train  came  to  a  standstill.  In  a 
minute  more  she  was  in  his  arms,  crying, 
"How's  Mother?" 

He  did  not  answer  her  question  at 
once,  but  almost  lifted  her  into  the  car. 
When  he  had  taken  his  place  beside  her, 
she  repeated  her  question. 

"She's  a  little  better,  daughter.  We  are 
thankful  she  is  still  with  us." 

"Father!"  Sally  Jo  exclaimed  in  a  star- 
tled tone,  "you  don't  mean  she  is  " 

She  could  go  no  farther.  Tears  rolled 
down  her  cheeks.  Her  father  was  driving 
fast  and  picking  his  way  carefully,  but 
he  glanced  at  her  pityingly. 

"Don't  cry,  dear.  She  is  in  God's  hands, 
and  His  mercies  are  very  great." 

"But  not  to  me,"  she  thought  bitterly. 
"I  have  no  claim  upon  them." 

A  few  minutes  later  she  felt  rebuked 
for  her  lack  of  faith,  as  she  tip-toed  into 
her  mother's  room,  at  a  sign  from  the 
white-clad  nurse  who  stood  watchful  by 
the  bedside. 

Her  mother  lay  with  closed  eyes,  and 
there  was  a  look  of  the  other  world  on 
her  face.  But  as  Sally  Jo  bent  over  and 
murmured,  "Mother,  dear,"  she  opened 
her  eyes  a  moment  and  smiled. 

A  rush  of  gratitude  warmed  the  girl's 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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had  taken  care  of  her.  "I  am  so  glad  it 
was  not  Flossie,"  and  she  took  her  pretty 
doll  out  of  the  drawer  where  she  lay- 
asleep.  Kissing  her,  she  said,  "I  could  not 
give  you  away.  You  are  the  very  best  of 
them  all — the  very  best." 

Then  Annie's  face  began  to  look  very 
grave.  Was  it  not  the  best  that  had  to  be 
given  to  God?  The  minister  had  said  on 
Sunday  "the  very  best."  Did  that  mean 
Flossie? 

Annie  sat  down  on  the  rug  once  more 
to  have  a  "think."  "God  gave  His  only 
begotten  Son — that's  Jesus,  I  know;  and 
Jesus  must  have  been  God's  very  best.  He 
would  not  be  easy  to  give."  The  tears 
were  in  her  eyes,  but  her  mind  was  made 
up.  "Dear  Flossie,  I  must  give  you  to 
God.  I  do  hope  He  has  not  taken  Topsy, 
because  He  would  know  she  was  not  my 
very  best." 

It  was  too  late  and  dark  to  go  out 
again;  but  Annie  put  on  Flossie's  cloak 
and  hat  that  she  might  be  ready  to  take 
her  in  the  morning.  Then  lest  somebody 
else  should  take  her  away,  she  pinned  on 
a  paper  upon  which  she  had  written: 

"God  gave  His  only  begotten  Son,  Je- 
sus— His  very  best.  This  is  my  very  best, 
Flossie;  and  she  is  for  God." 

As  soon  as  Annie  was  dressed  in  the 
morning  she  put  on  her  hat  to  take 
Flossie  to  the  church.  She  kissed  her  for 
the  last  time.  "You  don't  need  to  be 
afraid,  Flossie  dear,  I  am  giving  you  to 
God,  and  He  is  so  good  and  kind.  When 
Fie  gave  Jesus,  it  was  to  come  into  the 
world  where  so  many  were  cruel  to  Him. 
They  even  killed  Him  on  the  cross." 

Quickly  she  sped  along  the  lane  to  the 
church  once  more.  Flow  she  hoped  Topsy 
would  still  be  there,  that  she  might  give 
her  very  best  instead.  Yes,  there  she  was, 
lying  in  the  very  spot  where  Annie  had 
placed  her  the  night  before.  Very  softly 
she  laid  her  pretty  Flossie  down,  telling 
her  once  again  she  need  not  be  afraid, 
God  was  so  good  and  kind. 

With  Topsy  in  her  arms  once  more  she 
turned  away.  She  was  very  sad  about  los- 
ing Flossie,  but  very  glad  that  God  should 
have  the  best.  In  the  evening  she  meant 
to  come  and  see  if  He  had  taken  her 
Flossie. 

What  a  long,  sad  day  that  was!  How 
empty  the  nursery  was  without  Flossie. 
No  other  doll  could  take  her  place.  Many 
a  time  that  day  the  little  girl  wiped  a  few 
tears  away.  She  would  comfort  herself  by 
thinking  that,  after  all,  Flossie  would  be 
happy.  Perhaps  she  was  even  in  heaven. 

When  the  time  came  for  Annie  to  go 
to  the  church  the  rain  was  coming  down 
very  fast.  "My  dear,  you  are  surely  not 
going   out      in    all   this   rain,"      said   her 
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Annie's   Gift 

"Now  I'll  sit  down  and  have  a  think." 
Round  the  rug  on  the  nursery  floor  Annie 
had  laid  out  all  her  toys.  She  had  been 
very  busy  for  some  time  taking  them 
from  their  drawers  and  boxes. 

She  looked  at  them  one  by  one.  Then 
she  turned  to  her  dolls,  which  were  all  in 
a  row:  "I  think,  my  dear  dollies,  it  will 
have  to  be  one  of  you.  I  should  like  to 
give  something  very  nice,  of  course,  and 
I  think  it  must  be  you,  Topsy." 

She  took  Topsy  in  her  arms  and  laid 
her  hand  on  the  curly  black  hair  which 
was  too  stiff  to  stroke.  "I  think  I  can 
let  you  go.  Flossie  there  I  could  not  bear 
to  lose.  She  is  the  best  dollie  I  have.  She 
has  the  longest  hair  and  it  shines  like  gold, 
and  lovely  eyes,  and  pretty  pink  cheeks, 
and  she  has  a  silk  frock,  too.  You  are 
very  nice,  Topsy,  but  it  is  easier  to  give 
you."  Topsy  was  laid  down  in  a  spot  by 
herself,  and  Annie  began  to  put  all  her 
other  dollies  and  toys  away. 

"Now,  Topsy  dear,  I  am  going  to  give 
you  away — give  you  to  God.  The  minis- 
ter said  everybody  could  give  something 
to  God,  and  I  am  giving  you.  But,"  and 
Annie  looked  puzzled,  "I  don't  quite  see 
how  I  am  to  give  you.  You  are  too  big 
to  put  on  the  plate  on  Sunday."  So  she 
sat  down  to  have  another  "think,"  with 
Topsy  in  her  arms. 

Very  still  she  sat  for  a  few  minutes. 
Then  up  she  jumped.  "I'll  take  you  now, 
Topsy.  We  don't  need  to  wait  for  Sunday. 
Off  she  ran,  down  the  narrow  lane,  and 
was  soon  at  the  church.  Then  she  laid 
Topsy  on  the  floor  of  the  porch  and  left 
her. 

When  it  grew  dark  that  night  Annie 
thought  of  Topsy,  and  wondered  if  God 


mother. 

Then  Annie  told  her  mother  why  she 
wished  to  go  even  in  the  rain;  and  in  a 
few  minutes  they  were  off  together  with 
cloaks  and  umbrellas. 

"It  has  been  such  a  long  day,  Mother," 
said  Annie,  as  they  were  walking  toward 
the  church.  "It  must  have  been  very  hard 
for  God  to  give  Jesus — and  so  much  worse 
that  the  people  were  cruel  to  Him;  and, 
Mother,  the  nursery  seemed  so  empty 
without  Flossie.  Do  you  think  heaven 
would  seem  empty  to  God  after  He  had 
given  Jesus?" 

They  were  at  the  church  now,  "Oh 
Mother,  I  am  glad!  God  has  taken  her!" 
It  was  true.  God  had  taken  her!  He  never 
refuses  the  very  best. 

In  the  children's  ward  of  a  large  hos- 
pital a  group  of  little  sick  girls  are  stand- 
ing round  a  nurse.  On  the  table  is  a  big 
parcel.  The  nurse  opens  it;  and  they 
watch  her  as  she  takes  out  a  lovely  doll. 
They  have  never  seen  one  so  pretty  before. 
How  they  all  want  to  touch  her!  Then 
she  is  carried  around  to  those  who  cannot 
get  out  of  their  little  cots.  How  they 
admire  her  blue  eyes,  her  pink  cheeks, 
and  her  silk  frock.  They  almost  forget 
their  pain  in  their  delight  over  this  new 
treasure. 

The  minister,  whose  sermon  Annie  had 
tried  to  carry  out,  called  to  see  her 
mother.  Next  day  Annie  was  taken  in  the 
train  to  a  large  town,  and  then  in  a  cab 
to  a  hospital. 

"O  Mother,  see,  there  is  Flossie!  It  must 
be  Flossie!"  Yes,  it  was  Flossie. 

How  glad  was  Annie  now  it  was  Flos- 
sie she  had  given!  How  happy  she  was 
when  she  saw  how  God  had  somehow 
sent  her  dolly  here!  These  sick  little  girls 
were  made  so  glad. 

Before  they  left  the  ward  Annie  and 
her  mother  told  them  the  meaning  of  the 
words  on  the  paper:  "God  gave  His  only 
begotten  Son  Jesus.  His  very  best." 

Many  little  hearts  were  given  to  Jesus 
that  day.  So  God  accepted  and  used 
Annie's  "very  best." 

Only  the  Best 

"Only  the  best  is  good  enough 

For  Jesus  who  died  for  me. 
Only  the  best,  the  rough  was  rough 

That  led  up  to  Calvary. 
Only  the  best.  Only  the  best 

Is  good  enough  for  Jesus. 
Oh,  may  I  give  while  on  earth  I  live, 

The  best  that  I  have  to  Jesus." 

— London  Presbyterian. 


The  Sabbath 

An  oasis  in   the  desert, 

Of  life's  dry  arid  way; 
That    supplies    life-giving    water, 

Is   the  Holy  Sabbath  day. 

— M.   E.   Merrerline 
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Sundays  and  holidays.  What  can  I  do  in 
that  time?" 

"Plenty.  You  can  so  gain  the  confi- 
dence, love  and  respect  of  Harold  and 
Nancy,  little  though  they  are,  that  you 
will  become  their  ideal  for  all  time.  But 
it  means  taking  yourself  in  hand  and 
giving  thought  and  prayer  to  how  you 
can  best  meet  their  needs.  In  a  sense  you 
are  to  them  the  exponent  of  the  heavenly 
Father's  love.  They  know  the  meaning  of 
father  only  as  you  demonstrate  it  to 
them." 

"It  has  always  seemed  to  me  that  it 
was  more  the  mother's  part  to  teach  re- 
ligion and  the  father's  to  back  her  up  in 
it." 

"It  is  both  your  parts  to  create  a  Chris- 
tian home.  And  in  view  of  the  added  care 
Helen  is  soon  to  assume  in  the  coming  of 
your  third  child,  you  must  give  as  much 
time  as  possible  to  sharing  this  training 
job  with  her." 

"Summing  up  the  father's  part  in  a  few 
words,  Mrs.  Harwood,  what  would  you 
say?"  said  Fred. 

"First,  I  would  put  preparation.  There 
must  be  heart-searching,  prayer  and  read- 
ing. 

"Then  an  upholding  of  the  Christian 
home  standards.  Children  are  very  quick 
to  observe  and  take  advantage  of  'slips.' 

"Then  comradeship.  Spend  time  with 
the  children  in  play,  reading,  conversa- 
tion, doing  things  together,  etc.  In  this 
way  you  will  gain  their  confidence.  Most 
fathers  fall  down  right  there.  They  be- 
come disciplinarians,  not  comrades.  A  fa- 
ther should  be  both." 

"That  doesn't  give  Dad  much  time  for 
clubs,  shows  or  golf,  does  it?  Isn't  he 
entitled  to  more  freedom?"  said  Fred. 

"The  apostle  Paul  said,  'All  things  are 
lawful  for  me,  but  all  things  are  not 
expedient.'  Your  children  are  around  you 
for  only  a  few  years  at  the  most.  It  is 
while  they  are  very  young  that  you  are 
making  your  greatest  contribution  to 
them.  Failing  now,  you  can  never  regain 
ground.  The  after  years  bring  gratifying 
results  if  you  pay  attention  to  the  for- 
mer." 

"I  know  what  you  are  saying  is  true, 
Mrs.  Harwood,"  said  Helen.  "In  my  short 
life  I  have  seen  some  tragic  aftermaths 
because  the  father  and  mother  were  'busy 
here  and  there,'  seeking  their  own  pleas- 
ures and  activities  and  leaving  the  chil- 
dren more  or  less  to  their  own  devices." 

"Let  me  ask  you  a  personal  question, 
Fred.  Please  don't  be  offended,"  said  Mrs. 


Home,  Siveet  Home 

REFLECTIONS  OF  A  MOTHER 

(Continued  from  last  issue) 

"Here  we  are,  Mrs.  Harwood.  Fred  is 
as  anxious  to  know  more  about  what  we 
were  discussing  as  I  am.  I  told  him  about 
our  first  conversation  on  the  subject." 

"The  very  fact  that  you  agreed  on  such 
matters  solves  certain  problems  years 
ahead  of  you.  Keep  that  attitude  always. 
It  is  so  easy  for  a  husband  to  shift  re- 
sponsibility concerning  moral  and  spir- 
itual matters  to  his  wife.  Then  when  the 
children  need  his  advice  and  help  the 
most,  he  is  engrossed  with  other  things 
and  not  intimate  enough  with  their  prob- 
lems to  play  the  part  a  true  and  con- 
scientious  father   should." 

"That's  putting  it  up  to  me,"  said 
Fred.  "I  thought  my  part  was  to  be  a 
good  provider." 

"That  is  your  part,  Fred.  But  there  are 
sides  to  life  other  than  the  material.  It 
takes  both  you  and  Helen  to  create  the 
home  atmosphere.  Your  little  children  are 
very  sensitive  to  the  tones  of  your  voices, 
the  expressions  on  your  faces,  what  you 
listen  to  over  the  radio,  your  kind  of 
entertainment,  your  attitude  toward 
prompt  obedience,  regular  habits,  fairness 
and  sympathetic  understanding." 

"We've  been  parents  long  enough  to 
find  out  all  that,  Mrs.  Harwood.  Makes 
us  feel  we  should  mind  our  p's  and  q's 
more  than  we  do." 

"The  question  is,  are  we  equal  to  it?" 
said  Fred. 

"Yes  and  no,"  replied  Mrs.  Harwood. 
"That  is  another  regret  I  have,  that  my 
husband  and  I  did  not  take  more  time  to 
study  or  talk  over  our  child-raising  task. 
We  let  physical  needs  crowd  out  the  con- 
sideration and  application  of  the  spir- 
itual." 

"Now,  Mrs.  Harwood,  be  specific.  You 
know  Helen  and  I  are  here  because  we 
want  to  know  how  to  do  our  job  better 
as  parents.  I  am  off  to  the  office  before 
the  children  are  through  with  their  break- 
fast and  they  retire  soon  after  the  evening 
meal.    I    see    them    Saturday    afternoons, 


Harwood.  "During  the  past  six  years  you 
have  been  a  parent,  how  many  books  have 
you  read  on  the  subject,  how  conscien- 
tiously have  you  read  the  Bible  for  guid- 
ance, how  earnestly  have  you  prayed  for 
your  family  life  to  be  Christian  in  real- 
ity?" 

"I  confess!  Yes,  I  know  I  have  taken 
the  line  of  least  resistance.  I  now  see 
parenthood  in  a  new  light.  In  view  of 
what  is  ahead  of  us  in  rearing  our  family, 
Mrs.  Harwood,  will  you  be  willing  to  give 
us  suggestions  about  those  years  when  the 
children  go  to  school?  I  look  forward  to 
being  a   real   pal   to   them   then." 

"Better  get  well  started  now.  I  know 
what  I'm  talking  about.  Yes,  I'll  be  glad 
to  talk  about  that  age  with  you  both, 
but  don't  try  to  get  that  all  in  one  even- 
ing. That  glorious  junior  age  has  moun- 
tains to  climb,  rivers  to  cross,  vistas  to 
scan." 

"Thank  you,  Mrs.  Harwood,  for  pass- 
ing on  to  us  'dumb-heads'  some  of  your 
helpful  experience.  We'll  be  on  hand  again 
some  evening  soon  for  another  feast. 
Good-bye." — Christian  Home  Builder. 
(Continued  next  issue) 

Can  Love  Die? 

Yes.  "Homes  are  made  and  broken  by 
folks,  not  by  laws."  Love  can  die  if  many 
strains  are  put  upon  it.  No  man  or  wom- 
an has  a  right  to  sever  the  marriage  con- 
tract because  of  a  sudden  whim  or  a 
desire  to  retaliate  for  some  so-called 
wrong.  A  study  of  homes  that  were  in 
the  process  of  being  broken  for  all  time 
and  then  knit  together  again  in  the  bonds 
of  understanding  love,  proves  that  even 
though  a  wronged  person  may  suffer 
real  anguish,  it  is  a  test  of  character  and 
of  faith  in  God  for  husband  or  wife  to 
"forgive  and  forget"  all  differences.  "Let 
not  the  sun  go  down  upon  your  wrath," 
is  a  good  injunction  for  everybody  to 
follow.  Broken  hearts,  broken  -lives,  bro- 
ken homes  can  be  mended.  Love  can  die, 
but  love  also  can  grow.  It  grows  only  as 
men  and  women  recognize  the  sanctity 
of  contracts  and  the  fact  that  the  fault 
we  complain  of  in  others  may  be  ours, 
also,  in  a  greater  degree.  Divorces  are 
much  more  common  than  they  were,  but 
divorce  should  never  be  found  among 
Christian  people  who  love  One  who  said, 
"Do  ye  ...  as  ye  would  that  they  should 
do." — Selected. 

What   Is  Christianity? 

In   the   home   it   is   kindness. 
In  business  it  is  honesty. 
In  society  it  is  courtesy. 
In  work  it  is  fairness. 
Toward  the  unfortunate  it  is  pity. 
Toward  the  weak  it  is  help. 
Toward  wickedness  it  is  resistance. 
Toward  the  strong  it  is  trust. 
CContinued  on   page   34) 
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MURMURING 

Bishop  Johnson 

There  are  three  degrees  of  spiritual  un- 
rest. The  positive  degree  is  that  of  com- 
plaining about  things.  It  is  very  easy  to 
acquire  the  habit  of  pitying  ourselves  and 
finding  fault  with  our  surroundings.  We 
do  not  realize  that  the  chief  fault  lies 
within  ourselves  and  our  failure  to  appre- 
ciate our  blessings  causes  us  to 
specialize  in  our  misfortunes.  » 
Being  miserable  ourselves  we 
find  comfort  in  making  others 
miserable  by  making  them  lis- 
ten to  our  complaints.  When 
a  soldier  begins  to  pity  himself 
he  unfits  himself  for  the  battle. 
A  soldier  of  Christ  is  no  excep- 
tion to  this.  The  source  of 
murmuring  is  the  sin  of  in- 
gratitude for  the  blessings  that 
we  enjoy. 

The  comparative  degree  is 
that  of  comparing  others  with 
ourselves,  usual  to  the  point 
where  we  justify  ourselves 
that  we  are  righteous  and  de- 
spise others  with  whom  we 
compare  ourselves.  As  a  rule 
the  critic  is  so  familiar  with  the 
sin  which  he  detests  in  others 
that  he  can  qualify  quite  un- 
consciously as  an  expert  on  the 
subject.  If  we  could  only  real- 
ize that  confessing  the  other 
man's  sin  is  none  of  our  busi- 
ness but  that  our  real  concern 
is  to  confess  our  own  faults 
and  forgive  those  of  our 
brethren. 


sons  why  I  believe  in  the  Church  is  be- 
cause, like  her  Divine  Master,  she  is  con- 
stantly the  object  of  censure.  It  was  He 
who  said  that  people  would  not  believe 
in  Him  because  He  told  them  the  truth. 
The  Church  like  her  Master  ministers 
both  to  Jew  and  to  Greek,  which  is  pa- 
latable to  neither  Jew  nor  Greek.  The 
rich  and  the  poor  meet  together  at  God's 
altar   which    is    not    acceptable    either    to 


The  superlative  degree  is  that 
of  censoriousness  when  we  cen- 
sure everything  and  everybody. 
It  becomes  a  state  of  mind  so 
that  everybody  is  out  of  step 
but  John.  We  censure  our  rela- 
tions, our  neighbors,  our  asso- 
ciates, our  ministers  and  our 
fellow  parishioners.  It  is  not  a 
wonder  that  children  who 
grow  up  in  that  atmosphere  be- 
come critical  in  their  habits.  If 
the  household  is  a  clinical  lab- 
oratory of  faultfinding,  it  is 
probable  that  children  will  be- 
come cynical  as  a  result.  It  is 
very  easy  for  censorious  people 
to  criticize  the  Church. 

Now  the  Church  is  not  a 
person  but  an  institution  com- 
posed of  all  sorts  of  people  both 
ind  bad.  One  of  the  rea- 


WHEN  THOU  PASSEST  THROUGH  THE  WATERS 

Isa.    43:2 


Is   there  any  heart   discouraged  as   it   journeys  on  its   way? 
Does  there  seem  to  be  more  darkness  than  there  is  of  sunny  day? 
Oh,  it's  hard  to  learn  the  lesson,  as  we  pass  beneath  the  rod, 
That   the  sunshine  and   the  shadow   serve  alike  the  will  of  God; 
But  there  comes  a  word  of  promise  like  the  promise  in  the  bow — 
That  however  deep  the  waters  they  shall  never  overflow. 

When  the  flesh  is  worn  and  weary,  and   the  spirit   is  depressed, 
And   temptations   sweep   upon   it   like   a   storm   on   ocean's   breast, 
There's  a  haven  ever  open  for  the  tempest-driven  bird, 
There's  a  shelter  for  the  tempted  in  the  promise  of  the  Word: 
For  the  standard  of  the  Spirit  shall  be  raised  against  the  foe, 
And   however   deep   the   waters   they   shall   never   overflow. 

When  a  sorrow  comes   upon  you  that  no  other  soul  can  share, 
And  the  burden  seems  too  heavy   for  the  human  heart  to  bear, 
There  is  One  whose  grace  can  comfort  if  you'll  give  Him  an  abode; 
There's  a  Burden-bearer  ready  if  you'll  trust  Him  with  your  load, 
For  that  precious  promise  reaches  to  the  depths   of  human  woe, 
That  however  deep  the  waters  they  shall  never  overflow. 

When  the  sands  of  life  are  ebbing  and  I  near  the  Jordan's  shore, 
When  I   see  its   waters  rising   and   I  hear   the   billows   roar, 
I  will  reach  my  hand  to  Jesus,  in  His  bosom  I  shall  hide, 
And   'twill  only  be  a  moment  till  I   reach   the  other  side; 
It  is  then  the  fullest  meaning  of  the  promise  I  shall   know — 
"When  thou  passest  through  the  waters  they  shall  never  overflow." 

— The  Full  Gospel  Advocate. 


capital  or  labor.  She  is  criticized  by  each 
for  favoring  the  other.  She  permits  the 
liberty  which  belongs  to  the  children  of 
God  and  includes  in  her  membership  the 
ritualist  and  the  evangelical  and  that  is 
not  agreeable  to  either  controversialist. 
She,  like  her  Master,  permits  publicans 
and  Pharisees  to  break  bread  together, 
which  is  still  a  cause  of  murmuring  by 
both  classes.  She  sets  up  an  ideal  which 
it  is  easier  to  censure  than  it  is 
to  accept.  Yet  instead  of  being 
grateful  for  her  standards,  men 
criticize  the  minister;  object  to 
the  ritual;  and  complain  of  the 
coldness  of  the  congregation. 

Instead  of  trying  to  improve 
the  work  of  the  minister  they 
prefer  to  reprove  him  for  his 
faults.  Instead  of  realizing  that 
the  Church  forces  no  ritual 
upon  you  but  permits  you  as 
an  individual  to  enjoy  liberty, 
you  nevertheless  begrudge  this 
liberty  to  your  fellow  worship- 
pers. Instead  of  complaining  of 
the  temperature  of  the  congre- 
gation, why  not  strive  to  warm 
it  up? 

The  attitude  of  the  critical 
reminds  me  of  what  used  to 
take  place  at  the  old  swimming 
hole  when  I  was  a  lad.  After  we 
had  undressed  one  type  of  boy 
would  stand  and  shiver  while 
he  put  his  toe  in  the  water  and 
complained  that  it  was  cold; 
while  another  type  would  run 
and  jump  in  calling  out  that 
the  water  was  fine.  In  each  case 
the  boy  told  the  truth.  They 
resembled  two  types  of  people 
in  their  attitude  toward  the 
Church.  One  type  sticks  his 
nose  in  and  says  "It's  cold"  and 
it  is  cold.  The  other  type 
throws  himself  into  the  life  of 
the  Church  and  finds  it  warm. 
Really  the  Kingdom  of  God  is 
within  you  and  you  carry  your 
temperature  with  you.  You 
bring  the  fuel,  the  Church  sap- 
plies  the  fire. 

There  are  three  stages  which 
will  cause  you  to  be  a  self-cen- 
tered introvert.  First  the  stage 
of  complaining  about  your  sur- 
roundings in  home  and  Church 
and  society.  My  experience  is 
that  those  who  have  little  so 
often  complain  less  than  those 
who  have  much.     I  have  seen 
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Dad's  Old  Breeches 

When  dad  has  worn  his  trousers  out, 

They  pass   to  brother  John, 
Then   mother   trims   them   round   about, 

And  William  puts  them  on. 

When     William's     legs     too     long     have 
grown, 

The   trousers   fail   to  hide   'em, 
So  Walter  claims  them  for  his  own 

And    stows    himself    inside    'em. 

Next  Sam's  fat  legs  they  close  invest, 
And,  when  they  won't  stretch  tighter, 

They're    turned    and    shortened,    washed 
and  pressed 
And  fixed  on  me — the  writer. 

Ma  works  them  into  rugs  and  caps 
When  I  have  burst  the  stitches, 

At  doomsday  we  shall  see    (perhaps) 
The  last  of  dad's  old  breeches. 

— Neiv  York  Weekly 

Dad 

Dad,   thy  name  is  oft   unsung 
By  bards  of  song  and  verse; 

They  leave  you  bowed   'neath  cares  and 
woes, 
To  fill  the  ever-empty  purse. 

Do  not  think  it  lack  of  love 

We  fail  to  give  you  worthy  praise; 

Are  you  not  Mother's  chosen  mate, 
The  sire  of  all  our  days? 

If  our  love  and  thanks  remain 

Silent  to  your  eager  ear; 
If  your  gifts  we  can't  return, 

Please  know  we  love  you,  Daddy  dear. 
— Lydia  Blaine 

His  Dad 

My  dad,  he  makes  the  slickest  kite 

That  ever  was  to  fling; 
Why,  it  will  sail  clean  out  of  sight, 

When  I  let  out  the  string. 
The  other  kids  they  come  to  me 

To  get  kite  pointers  now; 
An'  they're  just  as  glad  as  they  can  be 

That  my  dad  knows  just  how. 

My  dad  can  take  two  wheels  an'  make 

A  coaster  that  is  fine; 
The  other  kids  all  want  to  take 

Their  pattern  now  from  mine; 
An'  when  we  all  slide  down  a  hill, 

Why,  I  kin  pass  by  each 
As   though  they   all   was   standin'   still! 

Say,  ain't  my  dad  a  peach? 

My  dad  can  make  a  bow  that  sends 
An  arrow  straight  up  high! 

You  oughter  see  it  when  it  bends 
An'  watch  that  arrow  fly! 

An,  now,  why,  every  kid  you  see 
Tries  hard  to  make  a  bow 


As  good  as  what  dad  made  fer  me, 
But  they  can't  do  it,  though! 

My  dad  kin  take  a  wilier  stick 

Before  the  bark  is  dry, 
An'  make  a  whistle  jest  as  slick 

As  any  that  you  buy. 
My,  but  the  kids  are  jealous  when 

I   blow  it  where   they're  at! 
They   all   commence   a-wishin'   then 

They  had  a  dad  like  that. 

They's  nothing  much  my  dad  can't  do 

If  he  makes  up  his  mind; 
An'  he  is  mighty  chummy,  too, 

One  of  the  bully  kind. 
Some  dads  would  yell,  "Oh,  go  and  play; 

I'm  busy  as  kin  be!" 
But  my  dad,  he  ain't  built  that  way, 

Not  on  your  life,  you  see. 

— E.  A.  Brininstool 

Daddy 

My  daddy  is  the  finest  man 

That  ever  you  did  see; 
He   is    quite    wonderful   indeed, 

With  me  you  must  agree. 
Why,  when  I  was  a  baby  small 

And  had   the  colic,  oh,  so  bad, 
Who    walked    the    floor    with    me    that 
night? 

It  was  my  dear  old  dad. 

And  then  when  I  was  old  enough 

To  walk,  and  climb  the  stair, 
I  crawled  out  through  the  window 

On  the  porch  roof,  unaware 
Of  the  danger  that  was  mine, 

For  I  could  see  no  harm, 
But  my  daddy  came  on  tiptoe 

And  caught  me  by  the  arm. 

And  once  upon  a  time  he  made 

A  lovely  swing  for  me, 
So  I  could  go  up  in  the  air 

Under  a  big  green  tree; 
The  rope,  it  broke,  and  down  I  came 

But  daddy  dear  was  near, 
He  caught  me  in  his  big  strong  arms 

And  says,  "Don't  cry,  my  dear." 

And  once  he  made  a  big  sand  pile 

In  it  I  have  such  fun. 
He  takes  us  riding  in  the  car 

When  his  day's  work  is  done. 
There  are  so  many  other  things 

My  papa  does  for  me, 
That  when  he's  gone  we're  lonesome, 

Just  as  lonesome  as  can  be. 

Sometimes   I   call  him   "Papa," 
Sometimes  it's  "Daddy  dear," 

But  always  when  he  goes  away 
We   wish   that   he  were  near. 

And  when  I  say  my  prayers  at  night 
Beside  my  mother's  knee 

I  ask  the  Lord  to  bless  and  keep 


My  daddy  dear  for  me. 

— Mrs.  Daisy  Pratt  Craven. 

Same  as  Father 

"What  will  you  have?"  said  a  clerk  to 
a  man  who  had  just  entered  a  cafe  with 
his  little  son.  "A  glass  of  beer,"  replied 
the  gentleman.  "And  what  can  I  get  for 
the  little  boy?"  "Same  as  father,"  quickly 
replied  the  lad.  "Wait,"  said  the  father, 
"I  will  not  take  the  beer." 
There  are  little  eyes  upon  you,  and  they're 

watching  night  and  day: 
There  are  little  ears  that  quickly  take  in 

every  word  you  say; 
There    are    little    hands    all    eager    to    do 

everything  you   do, 
And    a    little    fellow's    idol.    You're    the 

wisest  of  the  wise; 
In  his  little  mind  about  you  no  suspicions 

ever  rise; 
He  believes  in  you  devoutly,  holds  that 

all  you  say  and  do, 
He  will  say  and  do  in  your  way  when  he's 

grown  up  just  like  you. 
There's    a    wide-eyed    little    fellow    who 

believes  you're  always  right, 
And  his  ears  always  open,  and  he  watches 

day  and  night. 
You  are  setting  an  example  every  day  in 

all  you  do 
For  the  little  boy  who's  waiting  to  grow 

up  to  be  like  you. 

It  makes  no  difference  whether  you  are 
a  father  or  mother,  you  are  responsible  to 
God  for  your  children.  And  you  must 
some  day  stand  before  God  and  give  an 
account  of  the  things  you  have  taught 
your  children,  and  the  examples  you  have 
set  before  them. 

"Train  up  a  child  in  the  way  he  should 
go:  and  when  he  is  old,  he  will  not  depart 
from  it."  Prov.  22:6. 

Against  His  Inclination 

Wallace  Dunbar  Vincent 
Dad  tried  his  best,  when  I  was  young, 

To  fix  it  in  my  mind, 
That  "as  the  tiny  twig  is  bent 

So  is  the  tree  inclined;" 
And  when  he'd  lay  me  'cross  his  knee 

On   punishment   intent, 
I  used  to  cry,  "Say,  Dad,  look  out, 

Or  I'll  grow  up  all  bent!" 

And   when   he'd   say,   "Come   on,   young 
man, 

And   weed   this   onion  bed!" 
Just  when  I'd  planned  a  fishing  trip 

With   Jimmy   Jones   instead, 
I  used  to  scowl  until  my  face 

Was  black  as  black  could  be, 
And  mutter,  "When  I  do  grow  up 

I'll  be  humpbacked — you'll  see!" 

But  years  have  come  and  years  have  gone, 
With  many  a  care  and  trouble, 

With  many  a  load  that  for  a  time 
Has   bent   me   nearly   double; 

But  always  I've  sprung  back  again 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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WHY  I  KNOW  THE  BIBLE  IS  THE 
WORD  OF  GOD 

By  Wm.  E.  Biederwolf 
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ITS 


{Continued   from    last   issue) 
WONDERFUL   STRUCTURE 


They  tell  us  that  every  piece  of  rope 
in  the  British  Navy  has  a  red  thread 
running  through  it,  so  that  if  anybody 
helps  himself  to  a  piece  of  it  he  knows 
that  he  is  a  violator  of  the  eighth  com- 
mandment. And  do  you  know  that  some- 
thing like  that  is  true  of  the  Bible. 

We  have  already  seen  four  reasons  why 
this  Book  is  the  very  Word  of  God,  and 
I  want  now  to  commend  it  to  you  as  be- 
ing that  very  thing  for  a  fifth  reason;  its 
wonderful  structure;  the  unity  and  the 
harmony  of  it  all. 

Wherever  you  cut  into  a  piece  of  the 
British  Navy's  rope,  there  you  will  see  the 
red  thread  running  through  it,  and  so 
whenever  you  open  up  the  Bible,  when- 
ever you  look  into  it  and  examine  it  you 
will  find  a  thread  running  through  it 
from  beginning  to  end,  the  unity  and  the 
marvelous  harmony  of  it  all. 

The  Dome  of  St.  Peters  is  a  marvelous 
piece  of  work.  It  was  fifty  years  in  build- 
ing, and  its  architect  was  dead  thirty 
years  before  it  was  finished.  How  then  do 
you  account  for  its  symmetry  and  all  that 
goes  to  make  it  the  wonder  that  it  is? 
Simply  by  the  fact  that  Michaelangelo, 
who  conceived  it,  left  behind  him  such 
complete  plans  that  no  mistake  could  en- 
ter in  to  mar  its  beauty  and  perfection. 

The  temple  first  built  on  Mt.  Moriah 
was  an  architectural  paragon  such  as  the 
world  had  as  yet  not  seen.  It  was  seven 
years  in  building.  Not  a  sound  of  hammer 
or  saw  was  heard  in  its  construction. 
Every  stone  was  cut  and  squared  and 
polished  in  the  quarry,  and  every  beam 
and  board  was  wrought  into  its  proper 
shape  before  it  reached  the  temple  site, 
and  yet  every  timber  and  every  stone  fit 
into  its  place  with  finest  ease.  But  we  do 
not  wonder  at  this  because  we  know  the 
builders  built  wiser  than  they  knew  and 
only  put  together  the  idea  wrought  out 
in  wood  and  stone  by  the  one  presiding 
brain  that  planned  the   whole. 

The  time  came  in  my  earlier  experience 
when  I  had  opportunity  to  realize  one  of 
the  ambitions  of  my  life  to  see  the  Cathe- 
dral of  Milan.  As  I  traveled  across  the 
mighty  Alps  and  through  that  longest  of 


tunnels  in  the  world,  I  thought  of  it  by 
day  and  dreamed  of  it  by  night,  and  at 
last  I  stood  one  day  before  it,  the  mighty 
masterpiece  of  the  world's  architecture. 
I  walked  around  it  and  climbed  its  tallest, 
dizziest  steeple.  I  read  its  history  and 
found  in  its  building  five  centuries  had 
come  and  gone,  during  which  time  nations 
had  fallen  and  new  continents  had  been 
discovered,  but  at  last  it  was  finished, 
stone  upon  stone  until  its  mighty  turrets 
had  pierced  the  skies,  and  so  perfect  is 
the  work  that  poets  have  called  it  "A 
poem  in  stone,"  and  others  have  spoken 
of  it  as  "frozen  music."  We  wonder,  of 
course,  but  one  controlling  architect  ex- 
plains it  all. 

Now  I  ask  you  in  all  candor,  What 
would  you  expect  in  any  case  where  no 
superintending  genius  rules  the  situation? 

Let  us  suppose  that  forty  builders  of 
various  types,  living  1,5  00  years  apart 
should  each  one  in  his  own  land  hew  and 
chisel  out  a  number  of  stones,  each  utter- 
ly ignorant  of  the  other's  work,  and  in 
after  years  when  these  stones  were 
brought  together  what  would  you  expect 
to  find?  Just  a  pile  of  stones,  of  course. 

But  suppose  that  out  of  these  stones 
there  arose  a  cathedral  as  glorious  and 
perfect  as  any  that  Angelo  ever  built,  or 
a  statue  as  artistic  as  any  that  ever  came 
from  the  chisel  of  a  Phidias  or  a  Ghiber- 
ti!  Then  what? 

Well,  just  this  last  is  true  of  the  Bible. 
The  Bible  is  composed  of  sixty-six  separate 
books  written  by  at  least  forty  different 
writers,  living  at  periods  of  time  in  some 
cases  1,500  years  apart,  and  in  countries 
hundreds  of  miles  apart. 

They  wrote  in  three  different  lan- 
guages. 

Some  of  them  were  skilled  in  the  wis- 
dom of  Egypt,  educated  in  the  schools  of 
Babylon  and  trained  at  the  feet  of  Jewish 
rabbis,  while  some  of  them  were  ignorant. 


They  wrote,  some  of  them,  in  the  pal- 
ace and  some  of  them  in  the  tent. 

Among  them  were  doctors,  farmers, 
fishermen   and   tax-gatherers. 

They  wrote  without  anv  preconcerted 
plan  or  collusion,  for  by  the  nature  of 
the  case  such  a  thing  was  impossible. 

Now,  in  after  years  when  these  writ- 
ings were  brought  together  what  would 
you  expect  to  find?  Just  a  pile  of  books, 
of  course. 

We  would  expect  under  such  circum- 
stances, as  I  have  said,  total  discord  and 
utter  lack  of  unity.  But  instead  of  this 
we  find  the  Book  to  be  one  harmonious 
whole,  symmetrical  in  all  its  proportions, 
and  one  dominant,  ever  expanding 
thought  running  through  it  from  the  be- 
ginning to  the  end,  until,  speaking  in 
terms  of  the  cathedral  once  more,  there 
rises  before  you  this  matchless  temple  of 
God's  truth,  every  stone  fitting  into  its 
place,  so  complete,  so  perfect  and  so  di- 
vine that  no  one  must  presume  to  add  a 
stone  to  it  or  dare  to  take  one  from  it. 

I  know  this  is  an  old  argument,  but 
it's  a  mighty  strong  one,  and  no  man  can 
be  honest  and  fair  who  does  not  meet  it 
and  either  refute  it,  if  he  thinks  he  can, 
or  acknowledge  it,  if  he  can't. 

Well  has  Dr.  Joseph  Kyle  said,  "Gather 
out  of  a  like  stretch  of  years  a  like  com- 
pany of  men  and  assign  to  them  the  task 
of  producing  a  treatise  on  any  subject 
that  has  to  do  with  morals  and  religion, 
leaving  them  to  the  guidance  of  their  own 
unaided  powers  and  native  sense  of  pro- 
priety, and  what  a  jumble  would  result! 
Let  forty  of  the  high  priests  of  the  criti- 
cal schools  of  our  own  time,  who  reckon 
themselves  the  scholars  of  the  world  and 
profess  to  know  exactly  what  it  ought  to 
be,  furnish  us  with  a  volume  dealing  with 
like  lofty  themes  to  take  the  Bible's  place, 
and  we  shall  see  whether  or  not  a  unity 
such  as  is  a  crowning  distinction  of  the 
Word  of  God  is  possible  without  the 
supervision  and  control  of  the  God  to 
whom  the  Bible  owes  its  claim  to  be  be- 
lieved. This  is  a  challenge  which  destruc- 
tive criticism  dare  not  accept." 

Indeed,  if  this  Book  is  only  human, 
then  by  every  law  of  progress  and  by 
every  rule  of  development  the  centuries 
that  have  gone  since  its  production  ought 
to  have  produced  a  better  one.  It  is  not 
a  bit  remarkable  to  me,  but  <it  ought  to 
be  to  an  unbeliever,  that  among  the  many 
men,  brilliant  in  other  respects,  who  have 
made  so  much  noise  about  the  human 
origin  of  this  Book,  some  of  them  have 
not  done  it. 

Why  didn't  Celsus  do  it,  or  Porphry 
or  Paine  or  Ingersol?  There  is  fame  and 
fortune  in  it. 

The  destructive  critics  of  this  day  talk 

glibly    about    modern    scholarship,    as    if 

wisdom  is  to  die  with  them,  and  to  hear 

the  noise  they  make  you  would  think  that 

(Continued  on  page  31) 
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Illustrative  Stories 

Fidelity  to  Christ 
Matthew    10:39 

In  a  radio  address  Dr.  Alfred  Grant 
Walton  paid  tribute  to  a  man  who  has 
consecrated  his  life  to  spreading  the  good 
news. 

"One  of  the  greatest  Christian  leaders 
in  the  world  today  is  Albert  Schweitzer. 
Schweitzer  is  a  brilliant  scholar  specializ- 
ing in  the  field  of  philosophy,  and  he  has 
a  number  of  philosophical  books  to  his 
credit.  He  is  a  great  musician,  knows  the 
organ  as  few  men  know  it  today,  and  is 
a  recognized  authority  on  the  works  of 
Bach.  He  is  an  eminent  physician  who 
has  achieved  distinction  in  the  field  of 
medicine,  and  an  authority  whose  scholar- 
ship has  been  widely  recognized.  Yet  this 
man,  with  every  opportunity  for  success 
and  for  large  emoluments,  went  into 
the  heart  of  Africa  to  conduct  a  mission 
at  Lambarene.  It  is  the  unselfish  spirit 
which  truly  mirrors  the  heart  of  our 
Lord." 

Continuing  the  Task 
Matthew  28:19 
The  following  story  was  told  at  a 
Manchester  Brotherhood  meeting.  A 
cheery-hearted  member  was  singing  his 
favorite  hymn,  "I've  found  a  Friend;  oh, 
such  a  Friend!"  quite  forgetful  that  his 
little  son  was  standing  near.  Just  as  the 
singer  came  to  the  end  of  the  verse,  his 
son  said,  "Father,  do  you  think  the  man 
next  door  knows  about  your  friend? 
When  he  goes  out  he  always  looks  so  sad. 
Why  don't  you  tell  him  about  your 
friend?"  The  father  took  the  hint  and 
was  the  means  of  making  a  neighbor's 
heart  glad. 

Matthew    28:20 
The  Friend  Who  Stayed  Near 

An  underground  cell  in  an  old  English 
prison  was  greatly  dreaded  by  the  prison- 
ers. At  one  time  a  man  of  refinement  was 
sentenced  to  spend  twenty-four  hours  in 
this  place  of  horror.  The  door  was  shut. 
The  steps  of  the  warden  died  away  into 
the  distance.  Then  all  was  still.  The  man 
sank  down,  paralyzed  by  fear.  He  felt 
that  before  long  terror  would  drive  him 
mad.  Then  suddenly  there  came  the  sound 
of  footsteps  overhead,  and  in  a  quiet  voice 
the  chaplain  called  him  by  name. 

"God  bless  you,"  gasped  the  poor  fel- 
low. "Are  you  there?" 


And  I  am  not 
till   you   come 


"Yes,"  said  the  chaplain, 
going  to  stir  from  here 
out?" 

The  poor  man  could  not  thank  him 
enough.  "Why,  I  don't  mind  it  a  bit  now 
with  you  there  like  that." 

The  terror  was  gone  while  his  friend 
was  so  near,  unseen,  yet  just  above. 

Wise  Words 

A  group  of  high-school  boys  were  out 
on  the  diamond  practicing  for  a  ball 
game.  One  boy  in  the  group  took  advan- 
tage of  one  of  his  fellows  and  did  a  mean 
trick.  In  a  moment,  the  injured  boy 
started  after  the  wrongdoer  with  fire  in 
his  eyes  and  clenched  fists. 

Before,  however,  the  angry  boy  could 
bring  his  fists  into  action,  the  captain  of 
the  team  got  him  by  the  collar.  Holding 
him  firmly,  the  captain  said,  "Quit  feel- 
ing. Use  your  head.  True,  it  isn't  very 
large,  but  it  will  grow  with  exercise,  you 
know."  Then  the  captain  gave  the  angry 
boy  an  understanding  grin. 

Next,  turning  to  the  wrongdoer,  the 
boy  captain  said,  "Tricks  like  that  don't 
work  here.  Walk."  And  in  a  silence  that 
could  be  felt,   he  walked. 

Of  course,  of  the  two  boys,  the  one 
who  did  the  mean  trick  was  the  worse. 
He  deserved  to  be  "walked"  by  the  cap- 
tain. But  the  captain  had  wise  words  for 
the  boy  who  had  been  injured.  They  are 
good  words  to  think  of  when  tempted  to 
fly  into  a  temper.  "Quit  feeling.  Use 
your  head." 

How  to  Win   Friends 

Dale  Carnegie  tells  about  the  daughter 
of  a  wealthy  man  who  came  home  from 
school  and  complained  to  her  father  that 
she  apparently  wasn't  liked  by  the  other 
girls;   they  seemed  to  shun  her. 

"Well,"  her  father  asked,  "do  you  like 
them?" 

"Yes,  I  do — that  is,  I  would  like  them 
if  I  got  a  chance." 

The  wise  father  urged  her  to  take  the 
initiative  and  invite  them  to  go  out  with 
her.  She  had  been  waiting  for  them  to 
invite  her.  So  he  helped  her  arrange  some 
gatherings,  etc.,  and  soon  her  problem 
was  solved. 

Dale  Carnegie  said,  commenting  on  the 
incident,  "Every  one  of  us  can  do  some- 
thing for  those  we  come  in  contact  with, 
showing  them  that  we  like  them — little 
courtesies  that  you  extend  to  people  will 
get  you  just  as  far  as  big  favors." 

We   give   the   above   incident   for   two 


reasons.  First,  it  shows  that  the  best  in 
modern  philosophy  is  found  in  the  Bible, 
put  there  ages  ago.  The  Bible  says  it's 
better  and  more  concise.  In  Proverbs  18: 
24  we  read,  "A  man  that  hath  friends 
must  shew  himself  friendly." 

Second,  we  appeal  for  more  love  and 
friendliness  among  Christians.  We  under- 
estimate the  value  of  friends  and  the 
power  of  friendliness.  Thousands  of  people 
have  been  won  to  Christ  by  the  friendli- 
ness of  some  Christian.  Thousands  have 
been  driven  from  Christ  by  the  over- 
bearing haughtiness  and  hateful  attitude 
of  some  professed  Christians.  We  need 
more  of  the  love  of  Christ  in  our  hearts. — 
Christian  Victory. 

Keep  In  Mind 

That  we  have  nothing  which  we  did 
not  receive,  therefore  boasting  is  excluded. 

That  we  are  stewards  of  what  God  has 
intrusted  to  us.  As  stewards  we  will  be 
called  to  give  an  account  to  God. 

That  the  prospects  are  as  bright  as  the 
promises  of  God. 

That  faith  honors  God  and  God  honors 
faith. 

That  we  are  not  serving  men  but  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

That  our  bodies  are  the  temples  of  the 
Holy  Ghost. 

That  God  expects  much  of  us  who 
have  the  light  of  true  holiness. 

That  we  are  on  the  winning  side  if  we 
are  on  the  Lord's  side. 

That  we  are  our  brother's  keeper. 

That  now  is  the  day  of  salvation,  but 
the  door  of  mercy  may  be  shut  at  any 
moment. — The   P.   H.   Advocate. 

It  Will   Pay  You  To— 

Pay    the    full    price    for    your    religion 
rather   than   take    a 
rate. 

Follow    your    own 
than  follow  the  crowd. 

Attend  all  the  means  of  grace  rather 
than  indulge  in  your  laziness  or  give  way 
to  your  temptations. 

Not  by  Subtraction 

Put  ye  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and 
make  not  provision  for  the  flesh,  to  ful- 
fill the  lusts  thereof. — Romans  13:14. 

A  student,  vile  of  mind,  once  filled  the 
walls  of  his  "den"  at  college  with  evil 
pictures.  And  one  day  when  he  didn't  ex- 
pect her,  his  mother  paid  him  a  visit.  She 
sat  in  his  room  and  he  knew  she  saw  these 
evil  things.  Not  a  word  of  comment  did 
she  offer,  but  she  went  to  a  picture  shop 
and  bought  the  finest  likeness  she  could 
get  of  Jesus  Christ,  and  sent  it  to  her  son. 
When  next  she  visited  his  room,  there  was 
not  an  evil  picture  in  it,  but  on  the  wall 
in  solitary  grandeur  was  the  big,  fine  pic- 
ture of  the  Savior.  "You  know,  mother," 
he  said  in  a  shamefaced  way,  "I  found  the 
(Continued  on  page  34) 


substitute    at   a    cut 
conscience    rather 
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A  Father's  Day  Story 


YELLOW  ROSES 

Mabel  McKec 


Margaret  caught  the  fragrance  of  the 
peach  preserves.  At  home  she  would  have 
smiled  in  anticipation  of  waffles  with 
thick,  syrupy,  "sunshine"  preserves  on 
winter  mornings.  Although  she  did  not 
like  to  see  the  big  platters  of  preserves  in 
the  windows  of  her  own  room,  the  dining 
room,  and  even  the  library,  she  rather 
enjoyed  the  preserving  season  at  home. 

But  preserve-making  here  next  door  to 
father's  office  meant  that  Mrs.  Cord 
wouldn't  launder  the  towels  until  tomor- 
row. Right  now  only  a  scant  handful  of 
them  remained  in  the  linen  drawers.  In 
fact,  it  seemed  as  if  there  was  always  a 
shortage  of  clean  towels  in  father's  office. 

Back  at  Bethany  Hospital  there  had 
been  stacks  and  stacks  of  fragrant,  clean 
towels,  and  at  Bethany  the  nurses  didn't 
have  to  change  the  curtains  at  the  win- 
dows or  dust  or  sweep  as  she  often  had  to 
do  here  when  Johnny  Brice  grew  careless 
with  his  work. 

At  Bethany  Hospital  everything  moved 
as  a  well-oiled  machine.  Here,  a  hundred 
miles  away,  with  father  still  out  on  his 
morning  calls  and  a  half  dozen  impatient 
people  in  the  waiting  room,  everything 
seemed  at  the  height  of  confusion.  Right 
now  Bethany  loomed  before  Margaret's 
mind  like  a  paradise. 

The  sick  baby  in  the  waiting  room  cried 
again,  a  fretful,  cross  cry.  Old  Thomas 
Moore  limped  to  the  front  door  and  grum- 
bled in  a  loud  voice  that  Doc  Lester  was 
getting  so  old  he  couldn't  get  around  on 
time.  Mary  Greathouse  giggled  and  rocked 
on  in  the  squeakiest  rocking  chair  the 
office  boasted. 

Margaret  stood  still  and  looked  back 
from  the  consultation  room  to  the  Beth- 
any Chapel  she  had  attended  on  a  late 
May  morning  a  few  weeks  before.  She 
remembered  that  great  box  of  talisman 
roses  that  had  come  from  young  Dr. 
Kline.  She  seemed  to  see  herself  in  a  long 
line  of  white-uniformed  nurses  marching 
up  the  aisle  between  ropes  of  white, 
marching  on  to  a  stage  banked  with 
plants.  Geraldine  North  had  whispered  to 
her:  "My  uniform  is  too  stiff.  It's  cutting 
my  neck,  and  there's  nobodv  to  give  first 
aid!" 

She  had  laughed  softly  at  Geraldine 
and  then  grown  sober.  During  that  day 
she  had  had  to  decide  which  of  two  paths 
she  would  follow.  Joe  Kline,  sitting  very 
straight  with  other  members  of  Beth- 
any's staff,  was  symbolical  of  one  path. 
Her  father,  weary-looking,  slightly 
stooped,  but  smiling  radiantly,  held  open 
the  gate  to  the  other  roadway. 


"You  must  stay  at  Bethany,"  young 
Dr.  Kline  had  said  imperatively.  "As  a 
surgical  nurse  you'll  go  far.  The  faculty 
is  unanimous  in  declaring  that  you  are  the 
most  talented  member  of  this  year's  grad- 
uating class." 

Father  had  taken  both  of  her  hands  in 
his.  "You'll  never  know  the  old  office 
when  you  get  home,  sweet,"  he  chuckled. 
"I've  had  them  add  a  room  for  you,  my 
special  nurse.  I've  bought  leather-seated 
chairs  for  the  waiting  room,  new  paper 
on  the  walls,  new  curtains  at  the  win- 
dows! And  there's  a  special  hospital  room 
I  fitted  up  for  tonsil  and  adenoid  cases. 
I've   needed  you,  Margaret." 

But  as  she  sat  on  the  stage  and  looked 
at  the  ambitious  young  doctor,  Margaret 
had  whispered  to  herself:  "I'll  tell  father 
I  must  stay  on  at  Bethany.  Surely  this  is 
one  way  to  be  of  service.  And  it  isn't  the 
opportunity  to  advance  in  my  profession; 
it's " 

And  then  suddenly  she  looked  at  her 
father  who  had  been  Newton  Center's 
only  doctor  for  thirty  years.  He  had  cared 
for  fully  half  of  the  people  in  Wiley 
Township.  He  was,  as  Joe  Kline  had  said 
somewhat  arrogantly,  "Just  a  country 
doctor."  Margaret  saw  the  tiny  yellow 
bud  on  the  lapel  of  her  father's  coat,  worn 
because  she  loved  the  yellow  rambler  rose 
at  home  so  well.  When  she  contrasted  it 
with  the  gorgeous  talismans  back  in  her 
room,  she  knew  the  contrast  was  no 
greater  than  was  that  of  the  two  men's 
lives.  She  knew  then  that  she  was  going 
home  to  be  father's  assistant,  as  he  termed 
it,  not  because  she  wanted  to  go,  but 
because  she  loved  her  father  so  much. 

As  she  changed  the  curtains  at  the 
window  of  the  consultation  room,  Mar- 
garet shut  her  eyes  tight  to  blot  out  Dr. 
Kline's  almost  scornful  smile  when  she 
had  told  him  of  her  decision.  He  had  tried 
to  make  it  a  teasing  one,  to  call  her  a 
homesick  girl,  but  back  of  it  she  had  seen 
a   look  of  indulgent  contempt. 

"He's  plainly  disgusted  with  me,"  she 
thought.  "He'll  never  try  to  understand 
why  I  came  home  when  I  wanted  to  stay 
at  Bethany.  I  suppose  Geraldine  has  taken 
the  position  offered  to  me." 

She  had  hoped  that  she  could  make  Dr. 
Kline  see  something  of  the  life  in  her 
father's  home.  If  only  he  might  picture 
one  evening  when  father  came  in  at  mid- 
night, or  even  four  o'clock,  cold,  tired, 
trying  not  to  break  down  when  he  had 
lost  a  patient — or  radiant  when  he  had 
saved  one.  Margaret  had  wanted  him  to 
know  her  mother  as  she  had  known  her — 


dozing  in  the  shabby  rocker  in  the  living 
room,  the  coffee  pot  bubbling  on  a  little 
oil   burner,   waiting   for   father. 

Three  short  knocks  on  the  back  door 
roused  Margaret  from  her  reverie.  Father 
was  back  from  his  calls.  She  sprang  to 
open   the  door. 

"Office  is  filled  with  people,"  she  said 
with  forced  gayety.  "Some  of  them  even 
look  as  if  they  had  come  to  pay  bills." 

"Good!"  He  kissed  her,  slipped  out  of 
his  coat,  and  started  to  wash  his  hands. 
"We're  going  to  need  that  money.  Just 
left  two  of  the  liveliest  twins  you  ever 
saw  at  Sid  Norton's  home.  They  named 
them  Margaret  and  Mary  after  you  and 
mother.  That  means  we'll  have  to  give 
them  a  whole  outfit!" 

His  eyes  were  shining.  He  stood  still 
while  Margaret  helped  him  into  the  white 
coat  she  had  insisted  he  wear  in  the  office. 
"Sid  Norton  surely  does  appreciate  what 
we've  done  for  him." 

Sid  Norton  had  named  his  firstborn 
son  after  Dr.  Lester  and  the  doctor  had 
bought  all  the  child's  clothes  and  school 
books  for  years.  Yet  it  never  occurred  to 
her  father  that  Sid  might  have  a  purpose 
in  choosing  the  names  he  did  for  the 
twins.  And  Margaret,  who  knew  he  had, 
couldn't   tell   father   that  now. 

Another  tap  sounded  at  the  door.  Just 
as  the  doctor  admitted  his  first  patient 
through  the  back  door,  Margaret  admit- 
ted Mrs.  Cord.  She  was  holding  a  large 
platter  of  peach  preserves  which  she  want- 
ed to  place  in  the  window  in  the  hospital 
room  where  the  sun  was  so  strong  in  the 
mornings. 

After  this  platter  and  two  others  had 
been  placed  in  the  sunshiny  windows  in 
the  blue-and-white  rooms,  Margaret  had 
to  laugh  to  herself,  though  there  were 
tears  in  her  eyes.  She  was  wondering  how 
the  preserves  would  have  looked  in  the 
windows  of  Bethany,  and  what  Dr.  Kline 
would  say  if  he  happened  to  run  against 
them  as  father  had  bumped  into  the 
strawberries  during  the  preserving  season. 

After  a  little  while  she  telephoned  her 
mother  about  the  two  namesakes.  "Oh!" 
her  mother's  voice  was  happy.  "We'll  have 
to  go  shopping  this  very  afternoon.  You 
know  what  few  clothes  Rose  Norton  al- 
ways has  for  one  baby.  Imagine  trying  to 
divide  them  between  two!" 

She  drove  her  father's  rusty  flivver  out 
to  Big  Springs  neighborhood  to  take  some 
medicine  to  Mrs.  Bert  West,  whose  weak 
heart  had  been  brought  on  by  overwork. 
There  she  bathed  the  West  baby,  changed 
sheets  on  the  young  mother's  bed,  tidied 
up  the  room,  and  showed  the  green  Swed- 
ish maid  how  to  cook  the  sort  of  dinner 
the  patient  needed. 

Mrs.    Ben   Jamieson,      recognizing   the 

doctor's  car,  flagged  Margaret  to  a  stop. 

She    had    a    bouquet    of    delphinium    she 

wanted  to  send  to  a  neighbor  sick  at  the 

(Continued  on  page  30) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Daily  Vacation  Bible  School 


VACATION  TIME 


These  beautiful  spring  days  remind  us 
that  only  a  few  more  days  and  school  will 
be  out  and  the  boys  and  girls  will  see  that 
time  for  which  they  have  longed,  those 
days  that  they  know  as  vacation  days. 
Perhaps  the  boys  will  be  thinking  of  the 
swimming  pool  or  bicycle  riding;  the  girls 
will  be  thinking  of  visits,  etc.  But  while 
these  things  are  crowding  into  the  minds 
of  the  children,  the  Church  and  its  lead- 
ers should  be  thinking  of  how  to  help  in 
some  way  during  these  days  of  vacation 
to  instill  into  the  minds  and  hearts  of 
these  who  will  be  the  leaders  of  tomor- 
row, a  true  basis  and  foundation  for 
Christian  leadership. 

Many  of  the  denominational  churches 
have  regular  organized  vacation  Bible 
schools  where  they  get  their  boys  and  girls 
in  class  for  a  few  hours  during  the  day 
to  teach  them  the  way  of  life.  These 
children  have  had  eight  or  nine  months 
of  literary  training  in  schools  that  have 
little  else  to  offer  them  than  that  which 
is  strictly  literary.  If  the  faith  of  the  Bible 
has  been  protected  in  public  schools, 
it  has  been  in  a  very  minor  way,  and  in 
order  for  the  child  to  be  what  it  should 
be,  spiritually,  leaders  who  have  been 
trained  in  the  teaching  of  children  should 
organize  in  the  Church  a  vacation  school 
and  give  themselves  to  this  wonderful 
ministry  of  evangelism  among  our  youth. 
Sensing  this  great  need,  your  publishing 
house  has  added  to  its  stock  of  materials 


many  things  which  will  be  of  great  help 
to  the  daily  vacation  Bible  school  teach- 
ers. It  is  also  publishing  a  regular  daily 
vacation  Bible  school  textbook,  materials 
of  visual  teaching  through  the  eye  to  the 
heart,  colored  cut-outs,  and  other  things 
that  will  aid  and  assist  the  teacher  in 
getting  the  message  of  salvation  and  the 
story  of  the  Bible  to  the  little  boys  and 
girls  during  these  days  of  study. 

The  daily  vacation  Bible  school  must 
be  interesting,  else  it  will  not  claim  the 
attention  of  the  children  who  have  been 
looking  forward  to  their  gathering  to- 
gether in  the  school  through  vacation 
hours. 

The  need  of  a  few  weeks  of  teachers' 
training  to  help  Christian  workers  to  fall 
on  a  unified  plan  for  the  teaching  of 
vacation  Bible  schools  has  been  deeply 
realized  and  the  Church  of  God  Publish- 
ing House  is  sponsoring  a  school  of  this 
kind*to  begin  at  the  Church  of  God  in 
North  Cleveland,  Tennessee,  June  9. 
Many  of  our  young  people,  some  of  whom 
attended  the  Bible  School  at  Sevierville, 
have  expressed  a  desire  to  attend  such  a 
training  school.  This  short  school  will 
have  some  of  the  best  of  talent  who  have 
had  years  of  experience  in  training  in 
work  among  the  children.  All  these  will 
be  assisted  by  Alda  B.  Harrison,  Editor  of 
the  Lighted  Pathway. — Rev.  E.  L.  Sim- 
mons, from  the  Evangel. 


Our  New  Daily  Vacation  Bible 
School  Book 

Our  new  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School 
book  will  soon  be  off  the  press,  perhaps 
before  this  paper  reaches  you.  We  believe 
you  will  be  pleased  with  its  contents.  In 
case  you  do  not  have  a  Daily  Vacation 
Bible  School,  every  Y.  P.  E.  should  send 
for  one  or  more  of  these  books  to  use  for 
the  Juniors  of  your  church.  Every  home 
should  have  one  for  use  in  training  your 
children,  the  most  important  thing  you 
will  ever  do  in  this  life,  especially  should 
you  have  one  for  your  Daily  Vacation 
Bible  School. 

Please  send  us  your  order  and  just  as 
soon  as  it  is  off  the  press  we  will  mail 
it  to  you.  Price  75c.  Address  Church  of 
God  Publishing  House,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Daily  Vacation  Bible  School  Teacher 
Training   School 

A  school  for  training  Daily  Vacation 
Bible  School  teachers  will  be  held  in  Cleve- 
land, Tenn.,  from  June  9-22  inclusive. 
We  give  a  special  invitation  to  all  those 
who  are  anxious  to  be  of  service  to  the 
children  of  our  land,  in  winning  them 
for  Christ  and  the  church.  If  you  are 
interested,  please  write  Miss  Ruby 
Thompson,  in  care  of  the  Church  of  God 
Publishing  House,  Cleveland,  Tenn.  Miss 
Thompson  is  chairman  of  committee  on 
arrangements.  She  will  give  you  any  in- 
formation you  desire.  There  will  be  no 
tuition  fee  and  other  expenses  will  be 
made  as  light  as  possible.  Freewill  offer- 
ings will  be  taken  from  time  to  time  and 
if  you  are  financially  able,  you  may  con- 
tribute in  this  way.  Pray  that  our  school 
will  be  a  success  and  that  many  enthus- 
iastic trained  workers  may  be  sent  out  to 
the  whitened  harvest  field  to  snatch  the 
diamonds  in  the  rough  from  the  clutches 
of  the  enemy. 

Teach  Visually 

Truth's  Sure  Route  to  the  Heart 
A  child  remember's  10%  of  what  he 
hears  but  5  0%  of  what  he  sees!  Thus, 
the  manual  of  visual  teaching  adds  40% 
more  to  the  child's  store  of  Bible  knowl- 
edge  and  insures   greater  heart   response. 

WIN  THE  CHILD  NOW 
Use  These  Visual  Teaching  Materials 

"Life  of  Christ 
Twenty  lessons  about  the  life  of  Christ, 
including  the  birth  of  Jesus,  parables, 
miracles,  trial  of  Jesus,  crucifixion  and 
resurrection.  Excellent  for  Bible  Clubs, 
Vacation  Schools,  Child  Evangelism.  Fig- 
ures, stories,  object  lessons  included.  Com- 
plete in  two  volumes,  $2.00;  each  volume, 
$1.00. 

(Continued  on  page  26) 
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Class   Evangelism 


BY  THE  EDITOR 
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Mrs.  Harrison:  Hello,  young  folks.  I'm 
glad  to  see  you  again;  I  was  so  sorry  about 
missing  our  meeting  last  month,  but  we 
have  been  very  busy  getting  ready  for 
your  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School  this 
summer.  Our  book  is  at  the  printer's  now, 
and  will  soon  be  ready  for  your  schools. 
We  hope  everyone  will  like  it,  and  we 
hope  we  will  not  have  to  miss  any  more 
of  our  meetings. 

Charles:  Well,  we  surely  did  miss  it, 
and  we  hope  nothing  will  come  up  in  the 
future  to  hinder,  for  I  always  have  some 
problem   to  discuss. 

Mrs.  H.:  Well,  before  we  go  into  our 
problems,  let  us  sing  a  verse  of  our  theme 
song,  "Have  Thine  Own  Way,  Lord." 
Now,  Robert,  will  you  lead  us  in  the 
prayer  the  Lord  taught  His  disciples  to 
pray? 

All:  "Our  Father  which  art  in  heaven, 
Hallowed  be  thy  name.  Thy  kingdom 
come.  Thy  will  be  done  in  earth,  as  it  is 
in  heaven.  Give  us  this  day  our  daily 
bread.  And  forgive  us  our  debts,  as  we 
forgive  our  debtors.  And  lead  us  not  into 
temptation,  but  deliver  us  from  evil:  For 
thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  power,  and 
the  glory,  for  ever.  Amen." 

Mrs.  H.:  Now,  Charles,  let  us  hear 
your  problem. 

Charles:  Well,  I  want  to  go  to  college 
over  at  Sevierville  next  year;  I'm  just  out 
of  High  School,  and  I  do  want  to  go 
right  on  to  college  but  I  do  not  see  any 
way  since  my  parents  are  not  able  to  send 
me.  I  presume  I'll  have  to  work  for  a 
while,  but  I  think  it  is  better  to  go  right 
on  if  it  is  possible. 

Mrs.  H-:  Yes,  I  think  so,  too,  and  I 
have  been  getting  many  inquiries  from 
young  people  all  over  the  country  and 
I'm  going  to  try  to  help  you  and  them 
with  some  suggestions.  Martha,  before  I 
give  these  suggestions,  I  want  you  to  read 
Matt.    25:14-18. 

Martha:  "For  the  kingdom  of  heaven 
is  as  a  man  travelling  into  a  far  country, 
who  called  his  own  servants,  and  deliv- 
ered unto  them  his  goods.  And  unto  one 
he  gave  five  talents,  to  another  two,  and 
to  another  one;  to  every  man  according 
to  his  several  ability;  and  straightway 
took  his  journey.  Then  he  that  had  re- 
ceived the  five  talents  went  and  traded 
with  the  same,  and  made  them  other  five 
talents.  And  likewise  he  that  had  received 
two,  he  also  gained  other  two.  But  he 
that  had  received  one  went  and  digged 
in  the  earth,  and  hid  his  lord's  money." 

Louise:  Well,  I  can't  see  what  that 
scripture   has   to   do  with   our   boys   and 


girls  going  to  college. 

Mrs.  LI.:  It  is  rather  strange,  isn't  it? 
But,  the  thought  came  to  me  that  we 
might  form  a  Talent  Club. 

Alice:   My,  what  is  that? 

Mrs.  H.:  Well,  try  to  save  a  dollar 
somehow  to  start  with.  Take  it  and  see 
how  much  you  can  increase  it  in  the  next 
four  months. 

Mary:  Oh,  yes,  I  see.  We  did  that  one 
time  in  our  Sunday  school  class,  and  we 
made  quite  a  bit  and  we  enjoyed  it  too. 

Mrs.  H.:  Now,  let  us  see  how  many  of 
you  can  give  suggestions  to  help  us  out. 
But  let  me  make  one  first.  You  might 
buy  a  dollar's  worth  of  sugar  and  make 
it  up  into  candy  and  sell  to  your  neigh- 
bors and  friends.  Surely  you  should  double 
your  talent  in  this  way. 

Alice:  One  dollar  will  buy  a  nice  pair 
of  pillow  cases  and  I  can  embroider  them 
and  surely  I  should  double  my  talent. 
Then  I  can  buy  two  more  pairs  and  if  I 
work  hard  for  four  months,  I  believe  I'll 
make  it. 

Mrs.  H.:  Now,  I'm  glad  for  your  sug- 
gestion, and  there  are  many  ways  to  in- 
crease your  talent;  each  one  can  do  ac- 
cording to  his  ability. 

Louise:  Sister  Harrison,  I  do  lovely 
washing  and  ironing  and  Mrs.  Jones,  our 
next  door  neighbor,  hires  her  washing  and 
ironing  done,  so  I'll  ask  her  to  let  me  do 
it.  Maybe  I  can  get  others  to  do. 

Mrs.  H.:  Well,  Louise,  that  makes  me 
feel  good  to  think  that  you  want  to  go 
to  school  so  much  that  you  will  be  willing 
to  even  take  in  washing  and  ironing. 
Anyone  with  that  much  grit  will  be 
worth  something  in  the  world  and  should 
be  encouraged  to  go  to  school. 

Julia:  I  have  thought  of  something. 
There  are  quite  a  few  people  who  need 
someone  to  keep  their  children  while  they 
go  out  in   the  evening.   I'll   try   that. 

Mrs.  H.:  So  we  are  finding  it  very 
interesting  to  belong  to  this  Talent  Club. 
Now,  boys  and  girls,  I  think  I'm  going  to 
offer  this  suggestion.  When  you  increase 
your  talent  up  to  $5.00,  send  it  in  to 
Brother  Zeno  C.  Tharp,  Sevierville,  Tenn., 
to  apply  on  your  school  expenses.  Then 
the  next  $5.00  do  the  same.  Don't  keep 
your  money  around  home  for  you  will 
think  you  have  to  spend  it  when  you  need 
money  for  something  pressing.  I  am  sure 
if  anything  happens  that  you  cannot  go, 
Brother  Tharp  will  refund  your  money. 
Right  here  I  want  to  say  to  the  boys,  I 
have  not  given  many  suggestions  to  help 
you.  There  are  many  things  a  boy  can  do, 
so  we  are  going  to  leave  that  up  to  you. 
An  industrious  boy  can  make  money;  his 


trouble  is  in  saving  it  after  it  is  earned. 

James:  My  father  is  able  to  send  me, 
but  I  am  very  much  interested  in  our 
college  library.  This  would  be  a  good  plan 
for  our  Y.  P.  E.  to  take  up  to  help  our 
school.  You  know,  giving  books,  or  rather 
the  money  to  buy  them  is  one  of  the 
points  for  winning  the  National  banner. 
I  think  I'll  mention  this  to  our  state 
Y.  P.  E.  superintendent.  We  can't  have  a 
college  without  a  library,  and  I  think  it 
would  be  fun  to  try  to  find  ways  of 
earning  money  to  help  this  library  fund 
to  grow. 

Mrs.  H.:  Now  that  would  be  fun, 
James.  Let  me  see,  I  believe  I'll  give  one 
column  on  the  B.  T.  S.  page  for  publish- 
ing the  names  of  the  boys  and  girls  when 
they  earn  and  send  in  $5.00  on  the 
library.  And  I  will  also  publish  the  names 
of  those  who  send  in  $5.00  on  their  own 
tuition.  This  way  we'll  know  who  is 
working. 

Jane:  Sister  Harrison,  don't  you  think 
there  is  danger  of  us  getting  so  interested 
in  education  that  we'll  forget  the  spir- 
itual side  of  life? 

Mrs.  H.:  Not  necessarily,  Jane.  Of 
course,  we  have  seen  people  go  to  school 
and  backslide  but  it  wasn't  education  that 
did  it.  I  remember  a  father  and  mother 
who  would  not  allow  their  children  to  go 
to  high  school  for  fear  they  would  back- 
slide. Well,  they  didn't  go  to  high  school 
but  every  one  of  them  backslid  and  are 
out  of  the  church  now.  So  it  wasn't  going 
to  school  that  did  it.  Of  course  you  do 
find  many  things  in  high  school  that 
holiness  people  do  not  sanction,  but  we 
are  going  to  make  hot  house  plants  out 
of  our  children  if  we  do  not  permit  them 
to  be  tested.  We  should  have  faith  in  our 
boys  and  girls,  and  we  should  talk  faith 
to  them  rather  than  to  talk  defeat.  How- 
ever, if  you  go  to  Sevierville,  you  will 
have  good  spiritual  uplifting  surround- 
ings, but  even  there  you  will  have  your 
tests  and  without  them  you  will  never 
develop  into  a  worthwhile  man  or  wom- 
an. No,  Jane,  education  and  spirituality 
go  hand  in  hand  and  one  must  have  both 
to  be  a  well  balanced  Christian. 

Mortha:  Well,  I  expect  it  is  about  time 
to  go  home,  but  before  we  go  let  us  talk 
just  a  little  more  about  our  talent  club. 

Mrs.  H.:  All  right,  I  want  to  see  who 
will  be  the  first  name  in  our  Talent 
column.  Send  in  your  name  to  me  and 
your  $5.00  to  Brother  Tharp  and  down 
goes  your  name.  Who'll  be  first? 

Now  let  us  rise  and  repeat  the  mizpah 
benediction,  "The  Lord  watch  between 
me  and  thee  when  we  are  absent  one  from 
another."  Gen.  31:49.  Good  night  and 
God  bless  you. 

Note:  If  you  have  a  question  you 
would  like  discussed  in  this  class,  send 
it  in  and  if  we  feel  that  it  will  be  profit- 
able to  our  young  people  we  will  gladly 
discuss  it. 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 


I  am  a  boy  sixteen  years  old.  I  am 
glad  to  say  that  I  am  a  member  of  the 
Church  of  God. 

My  mother  gave  me  away  when  I  was 
a  tiny  baby  and  I  was  given  away  two  or 
three  times.  When  I  was  eight  months 
old,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  M.  G.  Quinton  took 
me  when  I  was  almost  dead.  Mr.  Quinton 
is  a  preacher  in  the  Church  of  God  and 
they  were  the  two  dearest  people  on  earth 
to  me.  When  they  took  me  I  was  covered 
from  head  to  foot  with  sores.  They  lost 
many  nights  of  good  sleep  over  me. 

Now  I  am  saved  and  have  the  Holy 
Ghost.  Please  pray  for  me. — Eugene 
Quinton,   Box    150,   Simpsonville,   S.   C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  thank  the  Lord  for  old  time  salvation 
and  His  goodness  to  us. 

My  sister,  Hilda,  and  I  just  want  to 
send  a  word  of  praise  for  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  There  are  five  girls  in  our  fam- 
ily and  we  all  are  faithful  readers  of  this 
wonderful  paper.  We  can  hardly  wait 
until  it  comes  each  month.  It  is  such  a 
great  help  and  food  for  our  souls.  Thank 
the  Lord. 

My  prayer  is  that  God  will  bless  you 
abundantly  for  it.  Please  pray  for  me,  I 
have  a  very  special  need.  God  bless  you. — 
Miss  Martha  Luitt,  Tolstoy,  S.  Dak. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  been  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway  and  enjoy  it  so  much  that  I 
thought  I  would  sound  a  note  of  praise. 
I  am  a  Christian  girl  of  fifteen  years  of 
age  and  a  member  of  the  Church  of  God. 
I  read  the  Lighted  Pathway  each  month 
and  can  hardly  wait  for  it  to  come  to  en- 
joy the  Class  Evangelism. 

I  thank  the  Lord  for  the  Y.  P.  E.  at 
Fairview  church.  It  hasn't  been  organized 
very  long  but  the  young  people  certainly 
do  work,  although  not  many  of  them  are 
Christians. 

We  had  a  great  revival  here  last  sum- 
mer, in  which  my  two  sisters  and  I  were 
saved,  sanctified  and  baptized  with  the 
Holy  Ghost.  I  covet  the  prayers  of  all  the 
Christian  people  that  my  unsaved  mother 
will  come  to  Christ,  so  please  pray  for 
me. — Johnnie  Mae  Muse,  Sugar  Valley, 
Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  reader  of  the  Lighted  Pathway 
and  want  to  tell  you  that  every  page  is 
just  full  of  good  food  for  the  soul. 

I  certainly  enjoy  Class  Evangelism  and 
trust  you  will  continue  to  publish  it  in 


each  issue  as  it  very  helpful  to  both  young 
and  old. 

The  good  advice  you  give  to  the  young 
folks  in  your  Editor's  Message  is  just 
wonderful. 

I  pray  that  the  Lord  will  give  you  good 
health  so  that  you  can  win  many  souls  for 
Him. — Mrs.  Flossie  Gray,  Crisfield,  Md. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  indeed  thankful  for  the  Lighted 
Pathway  which  has  been  a  blessing  to  my 
soul  many  times.  My  sister  takes  one  and 
she  says  it  is  the  best  paper  she  ever  read. 

Since  my  daughter  has  been  selling  the 
paper  I  have  been  buying  three  and  giv- 
ing two  away. 

Pray  for  Bermuda  young  people. — Mrs. 
Cecil  Bean,  clerk,  Warwick,  E.  Bermuda. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  thank  the  Lord  for  the  Church  of 
God  and  also  for  the  Y.  P.  E.  It  is  a 
wonderful  place  to  learn  about  God.  I 
am  praising  God  for  saving  and  sanctify- 
ing me  and  giving  me  a  determination  to 
press  on. 

I  am  thankful  to  Brother  and  Sister 
Rigby,  who  have  been  a  father  and  moth- 
er to  me.  Everyone  please  pray  for  me. — 
Albertha  O.  Williams,  Kew  North  Caicos, 
B.  W.  I. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  thank  God  for  such  an  inspirational 
church  paper  for  the  young  people  as  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  We  not  only  enjoy 
reading  the  Lighted  Pathway  at  Riverside 
but  we  enjoy  selling  them  also.  We  be- 
lieve the  paper  will  be  a  blessing  to  every 
one  who  reads  it,  so  we  are  trying  to  get 
it  into  the  hands  and  homes  of  as  many 
people  as  we  can. 

We  have  a  circulation  department  for 
the  Lighted  Pathway  in  our  church,  with 
Sister  Louise  Wilson  in  charge.  She  cer- 
tainly has  the  work  at  heart,  and  we  have 
increased  the  circulation  from  ten  rolls  to 
twenty-five  rolls  in  less  than  six  months, 
and  our  goal  is  forty  rolls  per  month. 
Will  you  pray  that  God  will  help  us  to 
do  this  for  His  glory?  and  to  God  be 
given  all  the  praise  for  the  results. 

Sister  Harrison,  we  read  in  James  2:20 
that  faith  without  works  is  dead,  and  we 
say  we  believe  the  Lighted  Pathway  will 
be  a  blessing  to  the  people,  so  come  on, 
young  people,  let  us  prove  our  faith  by 
our  works,  and  get  the  paper  out  to  the 
people. 

We  also  have  a  library  in  our  church 
with  a  nice  supply  of  good  spiritual  books 
which  I  think  is  a  blessing  to  the  young 


people. 

We  praise  the  Lord  for  our  good  Y.  P. 
E.,  also  a  good  Sunday  school  and  L.  W. 
W.  B.  Every  department  of  the  church  is 
progressing  under  the  leadership  of  our 
good  pastor,  Brother  G.  R.  Watson,  and 
wife.  We  hope  we  can  have  them  with 
us  until  Jesus  comes.  I  thank  God  that 
He  sent  them  to  Riverside  with  the  full 
salvation  gospel.  My  husband  was  saved, 
sanctified,  and  baptized  with  the  Holy 
Ghost,  and  added  to  the  church.  I  was 
also  saved  and  added  to  the  church,  and 
I  ask  an  interest  in  the  prayer  of  all  that 
I  may  receive  the  Holy  Ghost.  I  need  . 
His  guiding  power  that  I  may  be  a  better 
witness  for  Jesus. 

May  God's  blessings  be  upon  you  and 
the  readers  of  the  Lighted  Pathway. — A 
Gideon,  Mrs.  Ollie  Hill,  Rt.  7,  Box  214, 
Atlanta,  Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Tonight  I  have  been  reading  the  Light- 
ed Pathway.  It  has  proven  to  be  a  great 
blessing  to  me  since  I  have  been  saved.  I 
was  saved  when  I  was  twelve  years  old 
and  will  be  fifteen  my  birthday.  By  the 
Lord's  help  I  have  managed  to  be  vic- 
torious  over   the   enemy. 

I  want  to  congratulate  you  on  the  way 
you  are  managing  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
I  am  sure  it  is  a  blessing  to  many  people. 
At  times  when  I  am  discouraged  and 
downhearted  I  get  the  Lighted  Pathway 
and  read  it  and  all  my  burdens  seem  to 
roll  away. 

May  the  Lord  bless  you  and  all  the 
good  work  you  are  doing. — Lois  Jean 
Porter. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  thank  God  for  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
When  I  was  seeking  the  Lord,  I  was 
delighted  to  read  the  Editor's  Message  and 
Helps  for  Tempted  and  Tried. 

I  am  a  Gideon  and  enjoy  selling  the 
paper.  May  God  bless  and  help  you  in 
your  wonderful  work  for  the  young 
people. — Robert  Coleman,  Seaford,  Del. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
I  think  Class  Evangelism  is  wonderful. 
Many  questions  have  been  answered  on 
that  page  for  me.  I  have  been  a  reader  of 
the  paper  for  about  three  years  and  look 
forward  from  one  issue  to  the  next.  May 
God  bless  you. — Mary  Wailes,  Talladega, 
Ala. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Truly  I  think  the  Lighted  Pathway  is 
a  wonderful  paper  for  young  people  to 
read. 

Although  I  am  a  Baptist,  I  always  look 
forward  for  each  issue  with  joyful  an- 
ticipation. I  always  hate  to  lay  my  paper 
down  until  I  have  read  it  through  from 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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Father  and  Son 


The  above  picture  is  Mr.  J.  D.  Hyberger  and  little  son,  Samuel.  Mr.  Hyberger  is  a 
deacon  in  the  North  Cleveland,  Tenn.,  Church  of  God. 


"Listen,  son:  I  am  saying  this  to  you 
as  you  lie  asleep,  one  little  paw  crumpled 
under  your  cheek  and  the  blond  curls 
stickily  wet  on  your  damp  forehead.  I 
have  stolen  into  your  room  alone.  Just  a 
few  minutes  ago,  as  I  sat  reading  my 
paper  in  the  library,  a  hot,  stifling  wave 
of  remorse  swept  over  me.  I  could  not 
resist  it.  Guiltily  I  came  to  your  bedside. 

"These  are  the  things  I  was  thinking, 
son:  I  had  been  cross  to  you.  I  scolded 
you  as  you  were  dressing  for  school  be- 
cause you  gave  your  face  merely  a  dab 
with  a  towel.  I  took  you  to  task  for  not 
cleaning  your  shoes.  I  called  out  angrily 
when  I  found  you  had  thrown  some  of 
your   things   on   the   floor. 

"At  breakfast  I  found  fault,  too.  You 
spilled  things.  You  gulped  down  your 
food.  You  put  your  elbows  on  the  table. 
You  spread  butter  too  thick  on  your 
bread.  And  as  you  started  off  to  play  and 
I  made  for  my  train,  you  turned  and 
waved  a  little  hand  and  called  'Good-bye, 
Daddy!'  and  I  frowned  and  said  in  reply, 
'Hold  your  shoulders  back.' 

"Then  it  began  all  over  again  in  the 
late  afternoon.  As  I  came  up  the  hill  road 
I  spied  you,  down  on  your  knees  playing 
marbles.  There  were  holes  in  your  stock- 
ings. I  humiliated  you  before  your  boy 
friends  by  making  you  march  ahead  of 
me  back  to  the  house.  Stockings  were 
expensive — and  if  you  had  to  buy  them 
you  would  be  more  careful!  Imagine  that, 
son,  from  a  father!   It  was  such  stupid, 
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silly  logic. 

"Do  you  remember,  later,  when  I  was 
reading  in  the  library,  how  you  came  in, 
softly,  timidly,  with  a  sort  of  hurt,  hunt- 
ed look  in  your  eyes?  When  I  glanced  up 
over  my  paper,  impatient  at  the  interrup- 
tion, you  hesitated  at  the  door.  'What  is 
it  you  want?'  I  snapped. 

"You  said  nothing,  but  ran  across,  in 
one  tempestuous  plunge,  and  threw  your 
arms  around  my  neck  and  kissed  me, 
again  and  again,  and  your  small  arms 
tightened  with  an  affection  that  God  had 
set  blooming  in  your  heart  with  which 
even  neglect  could  not  wither.  And  then 
you   were  gone,  pattering  up  the  stairs. 

"Well,  son,  it  was  shortly  afterwards 
that  my  paper  slipped  from  my  hands 
and  a  terrible  sickening  fear  came  over 
me.  Suddenly,  I  saw  myself  as  I  really 
was,  in  all  my  horrible  selfishness,  and  I 
felt  sick  at  heart. 

"What  has  habit  been  doing  to  me? 
The  habit  of  complaining,  of  finding 
fault,  of  reprimanding — all  of  these  were 
my  rewards  to  you  for  being  a  boy.  It 
was  not  that  I  did  not  love  you;  it  was 
that  I  expected  so  much  of  youth.  It  was 
measuring  you  by  the  yardstick  of  my 
own  years. 

"And  there  was  so  much  that  was  good 
and  fine  and  true  in  your  character.  You 
did  not  deserve  my  treatrnent  of  you, 
son.  The  little  heart  of  you  was  as  big 
as  the  dawn  itself  over  the  wide  hills.  All 
this  was  shown  by  your  spontaneous  im- 


pulse to  rush  in  and  kiss  me  good  night. 
Nothing  else  matters  tonight,  son.  I  have 
come  to  your  bedside  in  the  darkness  and 
I  have  knelt  there,  choking  with  emotion, 
and   so   ashamed! 

"It  is  a  feeble  atonement.  I  know  you 
would  not  understand  these  things  if  I 
told  them  to  you  during  your  waking 
hours,  yet  I  must  say  what  I  am  saying. 
I  must  burn  sacrificial  fires  alone  here 
in  your  bedroom,  and  make  free  con- 
fession. And  I  have  prayed  God  to 
strengthen  me  in  my  new  resolve.  To- 
morrow I  will  be  a  real  daddy!  I  will 
chum  with  you,  suffer  when  you  suffer 
and  laugh  when  you  laugh.  I  will  bite  my 
tongue  when  impatient  words  come.  I 
will  keep  saying,  as  if  it  were  a  ritual: 
'He  is  nothing  but  a  boy — a  little  boy!' 

"I  am  afraid  I  have  visualized  you  as 
a  man.  Yet  as  I  see  you  now,  son, 
crumpled  and  weary  in  your  cot,  I  see 
that  you  are  still  a  baby.  Yesterday  you 
were  in  your  mother's  arms,  your  head  on 
her  shoulder.  I  have  asked  too  much,  too 
much. 

"Dear  boy!  Dear  little  son!  A  penitent 
kneels  at  your  infant  shrine,  here  in  the 
moonlight.  I  kiss  the  little  fingers,  and 
the  damp  forehead,  and  the  yellow  curl, 
and,  if  it  were  not  for  waking  you,  I 
would  snatch  you  up  and  crush  you  to 
my  heart. 

"Tears  came,  and  heartache  and  re- 
morse, and  I  think  a  greater,  deeper  love, 
when  you  ran  through  the  library  door 
and  wanted  to  kiss  me!" 

At  the  cot  of  a  sleeping  babe  all  man- 
made  ranks  and  inequalities  are  ironed 
out,  and  all  mankind  kneels  reverently 
before  the  living  image  of  the  Creator. 
To  understand  a  child,  to  go  back  and 
grow  up  sympathetically  with  it,  to  hold 
its  love  and  confidence,  to  be  accepted 
by  it,  without  fear  or  restraint,  as  a 
companion  and  playmate,  is  just  about 
the  greatest  good  fortune  that  can  come 
to  any  man  or  woman  in  this  world — 
and,  perhaps  in  any  other  world,  for  all 
we  know. 

And  I  am  passing  this  "confession" 
along  to  the  fathers  and  mothers  who 
may  be  privileged  to  read  it,  and  for  the 
benefit  of  all  the  "little  fellers" — the 
growing,  earth-blessing  little  "Jimmies," 
and  "Billys,"  and  "Marys"  and  "Janes" 
of  this  very  good  world  of  ours. — Quests 
and   Conquests. 

Home-Life  With   God 

Another  father  home  from  a  busy  day 
at  the  office.  At  the  evening  meal  his  son 
said  to  him,  "O  Dad,  I've  got  a  swell 
new  game.  Won't  you  and  Mom  try  it 
with  me?"  Father  thought  of  other  things 
he  wanted  to  do,  some  of  them  quite  im- 
portant, but  he  thought  of  his  dominant 
desire  to  keep  close  to  his  boy  while  he 
was  still  impressionable.  Quickly  he  an- 
( Continued  on  page  26) 
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For  the  Master's  Use 

Sister  Ida  McCoy 

The  heart  that  is  crushed  with  sorrow, 

The  heart  that  is  burdened  with  care, 

Is  the  heart  the  Master  uses 

To  shed  light  and  love  everywhere. 

The  heart  that  is  humble  and  lowly, 

The  heart  full  of  truth  and  grace, 

The  heart  that  is  bruised  and  broken 

Is  the  one  who  will  see  His  face. 

The  heart  that  follows  Him  gladly 

And  ready  to  help  those  who  fall 

Is  the  heart  who  will  gladly  obey  Him 

And  answer  His  faintest  call. 

The  heart  that  is  watching  and  praying 

And  patient  enduring  its  pain 

Is  the  heart  who  will  have  His  approval 

When  He  comes  back  to  earth  again. 


Young  People's  Endeavor 

Mrs.   May  Mason   Baldwin 

We  are  pledged  together 
To  work  for  the  Lord, 
We'll  pray  and  endeavor 
To  study  His  Word. 
That  we  may  be  able, 
When  we  have  grown  older, 
In  this  Christian  warfare 
To  be  a  good  soldier. 
We'll  remember  our  Creator 
In  the  days  of  our  youth, 
We'll  lift  up  the  banner 
Of  Christ  and  the  truth. 
We'll  let  our  light  shine, 
Tho'  just   a   beginner, 
We'll  each  do  our  part 
To  be  a  good  winner. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 

Mrs.   W.  C.  Swilley 

This   is   the   Lighted    Pathway, 
A  book  I  love  to  read, 
It  comes  to  see  me  once  a  month 
And  feeds  my  soul  indeed. 

This  is  the  Lighted  Pathway, 
Its  message  is  to  you; 
Young  people,  it's  your  paper 
And  you  should  read  it  through. 

This  is  the  Lighted  Pathway, 
From  start  unto  the  end 
It  tells  of  God's  great  blessings, 
Go  lend  it  to  your  friend. 

Now  I  am  sure  you'll  find  it 
To  be  the  very  best, 
Let's  help  to  spread  it  everywhere 
That  others  may  be  blest. 


My  Heart's  Desire 

Mrs.  Jessie  Grice 
O  God,  help  me   to  watch   and  pray, 
And  on  my  guard  be  every  day; 
O'ercome  each   trial   I   may  meet 
While  going  to  the  judgment   seat. 

O  God,  give  me  Thy  blessed  grace 
To  help  me  run  the  Christian  race; 
Refine   me   "now"   from   earthly   dross; 
Make  me  a  soldier  of  the  cross. 

O  fill  me  now  with  Thy  good  cheer, 
Removing  hence  all  earthly  fear; 
And  may  this  be  my  ardent  plea. 
For  all  mankind  to  worship  Thee. 

— Selma,  N.  C. 

Resignation 

Frances  Ridley  Havergal 
Just  let  the  Father  do 
What   He   will; 
Just  to  know  that  He  is  true, 

And  be  still. 
Just  to  follow,  hour  by  hour, 

As   He   leadeth; 
Just  to  draw  the  moment's  power 

As  it  needeth. 
Just    to   trust   Him — that   is   all; 

Then  the  day  will  surely  be 
Peaceful,  whatsoe'er  befall; 

Bright  and  blessed,  calm  and  free. 

Just  to  leave  in  His  dear  hand 

Little    things; 
All  we  cannot  understand; 

All  that  stings. 
Just  to  let  Him  take  the  care 

Sorely   pressing; 
Finding  all  we  let  Him  bear 

Changed    to   blessing. 
This  is  all,  and  yet  the  way 

Marked  by  Him  who  loves  thee  best, 
Secret  of  a  happy  day, 

Secret  of  His  promised  rest. 

The  Road  to  Heaven 

Gladys  Milligan 
While   traveling   down    this   road   of   life 

Our  heavy  cross  to  bear, 
This  road,  we  know,  comes  to  an  end 

We   know   not   when  nor  where. 

If  Jesus  we  follow 

From  day  to  day, 
We'll  surely  reach  heaven 

Some  wonderful  day. 

There  is  a  prize  waiting 

For  God's  chosen  few; 
If  you  are  living  for  Jesus 

This  surely  means  you. 

Saying   Prayers  and   Praying 

Violet  Ranger 
Praying  should  be  a  big  part  of  our  life 


today, 
Not  only  saying  prayers,  but  praying 
From  our  hearts,  and  mean  it. 
Let's   try      "praying"      and      not   saying 

prayers. 

Her  Hand 

Louise  Selvidge 

Sometimes  when  in  the  strife  of  life 
I  struggle,  helpless,  lone, 
I  need  a  hand  whose  steady  lift 
Will  guide  me  safely  on. 

I  find  no  other  hand  so  dear 
As  mother's  aged  and  worn; 
Her  patient  smile  is  like  the  sun 
In  dawning  early  morn. 

No  voice  is    half  so  sweet  and  low, 
No  step  so  soft  and  light 
As  mother's,  as  she  comes  and  goes 
At  morning,  noon  or  night. 

Her  kindly  guidance,  patient  love 
And  face  so  gleaming  bright 
Will  soothe  my  fears  and  dry  my  tears 
And  guide  my  steps  aright. 

— Soddy,  Tenn. 


Peace,  Be  Still 

Earl  Golden 

When  waves  of  doubt  would  flood     my 
soul, 

Christ  whispers:   "Peace,  be  still;" 
Though   high  and   wild   the   billows    roll, 

They  must  obey  His  will. 

His  voice  can  stem   the  roughest  storm, 

And  devastating  flood; 
His  child  need  fear  no  threat  of  harm 

When  covered  by  His  blood. 

Then,  storms  of  life  and  floods  of  sin, 
And  winds  so  high  and  shrill; 

Be  calm,  recede,  and  cease  your  din 
Christ   whispers:    "Peace,  be  still!" 


A  Daughter's  Prayer 

Mrs.  Nannie  Mae  Bowman 

Dear  God,  have  mercy  upon  my  dad, 
And   save  his   soul   today. 
For  many  long  years  he's  trod  in  sin, 
From  black,  his  hair  has  turned  to  gray. 

We  know  that  Thou  art  able,  Lord, 
If  we  will  trust  in  Thee, 
So  share  with  him  the  joys  of  life, 
Your  pleasures  for  him  to  see. 

He  has  always  been  a  faithful  dad 
And  his  soul  we  love, 
So  save  him  for  a  joyful  flight, 
To  that  bright  home  above. 

And  when  his  work  down  here  is  o'er, 
No  more  on  earth  to  trod, 
Grant  his  name  up  there  be  written, 
On  the  autograph  of  God.  Amen. 
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"This   little   Book    I'd    rather   own, 
Than   all    the   gold   and   gems 

That  e'er  in   monarchs'   coffers  shone, 
Than     all     their     diadems." 


********************************************************** 

Books 

Suppose   there  were   no   books! 
No  books  to  read  in  cozy  nooks! 
No  books  to  fill  the  hungry  mind 
And  teach  the  art  of  being  kind. 

No  books  to  while  an  hour  away, 
To  link  today  with  yesterday; 
No  books  to  charm  us  for  a  while, 
To  bring  a  tear  or  lure  a  smile. 

But   there   are   books,   praise   God   above, 
If  we  have  books  and  we  have  love, 
We    can    dispense    with    other    things. 
'Tis  books,  not  crowns,  that  make  men 
kings. 

SHORT  CUTS  TO   EDUCATION 

This  is  an  age  of  short  cuts.  We  Ameri- 
cans are  given  to  "cutting  corners." 
Our  motto  is  "Get  there."  Our  chief 
object  is  the  terminus.  Haste  is  our  dis- 
tinguishing characteristic.  Impatience  is 
our  besetting  sin.  We  are  eager  to  reach 
the  prizes  of  life,  and  have  no  patience 
with  the  slow  method  of  former  days. 
Our  whole  system  of  life  is  impregnated 
with  this  spirit  of  hurry.  Elevators  that 
stop  at  every  floor  are  unthinkable  to 
those  whose  offices  are  in  the  higher 
stories.  They  demand  express  cars 
which  shoot  past  the  lower  floors  with 
rocket-like  velocity.  We  cannot  wait  for 
eggs  to  hatch  by  nature's  method,  but 
hurry  them  up  with  incubators.  We  can- 
not wait  for  cream  to  "rise"  but  use  a 
separator.  We  are  taking  short  cuts  in 
education.  Read  the  advertisements — 
"Stenography  taught  in  seven  lessons," 
"French  and  German  taught  in  twelve 
lessons,"  "An  improved  system  of  pen- 
manship taught  in  ten  lessons" — and  it 
looks  it.  Our  young  people  are  making 
the  short  cuts  through  school.  They  are 
bent  on  getting  through  at  the  earliest 
possible  moment,  even  though  they  must 
sacrifice  efficiency  to  haste. 

Those  short  cuts  are  not  to  be  alto- 
gether condemned.  If  you  can  do  a 
thing  as  well  and  do  it  quickly  it  is  an 
advantage.  There  is  no  virtue  in  slow- 
ness. He  is  not  necessarily  a  saint  who 
walks  slowly.  If  you  can  go  by  a  short 
way  and  reach  your  destination  sooner 
and  in  as  good  condition,  you  are  fool- 
ish to  go  the  long  way.  It  is  foolish  to 
spend  a  month  in  doing  what  you  might 
do  in  a  day,  but  as  a  rule  these  short  cuts 
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are  at  the  expense  of  efficiency.  The  end 
of  the  journey  is  not  a  mere  terminus. 
The  real  question  is  the  kind  of  a  man 
that  comes  out  at  the  end. 

Perfection  requires  time.  A  mushroom 
will  mature  in  a  night,  a  cucumber  in  a 
few  days,  but  an  oak  requires  a  century. 
Too  many  of  our  young  people  are  tak- 
ing the  short  cut  through  school.  They 
want  to  get  into  their  life  work  and  are 
slighting  the  preparation.  Archimedes 
said  that  if  he  had  a  point  in  space  upon 
which  to  place  a  fulcrum  and  a  lever  long 
enough  he  could  lift  the  earth.  In  doing 


this  it  would  be  very  important  to  reach 
the  point  mentioned,  but  what  would  be 
the  use  of  getting  there  without  a  lever? 
One  will  move  nothing  by  simply  arriv- 
ing at  the  point  of  power.  A  great  many 
young  people  arrive  without  the  lever. 
When  this  is  true,  their  presence  only 
demonstrates  their  impotence.  A  few 
years  ago  the  world  was  astonished  at 
the  skill  displayed  by  a  celebration 
archaeologist  in  designating  the  exact 
place  where  the  ruins  of  the  temple  and 
royal  palace  and  other  buildings  of  an- 
cient Troy  would  be  found.  When  asked 
the  secret,  he  said  that  for  fifty  years 
he  had  been  preparing  for  those  few 
months  of  excavations,  and  that  when 
his  workmen  commenced  to  dig,  he 
knew  exactly  where  each  ruin  would  be 
found.  Probably  none  of  us  will  excavate 
ancient  cities,  but  will  devote  ourselves 
to  some  work  as  a  life  calling,  and  suc- 
cess will  depend  upon  the  preparation 
which  we  bring  to  the  effort.  An  ounce 
of  intelligent  effort  is  worth  a  pound  of 
unprepared  labor.  Time  spent  in  sharp- 
ening one's  axe  is  better  than  hacking  and 
hewing  with  a  dull  one.  It  is  certainly 
worth  while  to  take  aim  before  shooting. 
Nine-tenths  of  efficiency  is  preparedness. 
— The  United  Presbyterian. 

Dear  Friend: 

Recently  we  made  an  appeal  for  orders 
for  my  book,  "Mountain  Peaks  of  Ex- 
perience." You  did  not  respond  as  I  had 
hoped  you  would.  I  need  to  pay  my  debt 
at  the  Publishing  House  for  publishing 
the  book  and  2  5c  would  be  such  a  little 
bit  to  you.  I  published  it,  hoping  it  would 
be  a  blessing  to  you,  but  it  cannot  be 
unless  I  can  get  it  to  you.  Order  from 
Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905  Parker  St.,  Cleve- 
land, Tenn. — Price   2  5c. — Ed. 

Pray 

Violet  Ranger 
Pray  for  the  sick, 
Pray  for  the  poor, 
Pray  for  lost  souls 
Just  a  little  bit  more. 

HOME  SCENES 
When  we  wrote  the  play,  "Home 
Scenes,"  we  had  in  mind  the  closing  of 
Vacation  Bible  Schools.  On  the  last 
Saturday  night  of  the  school  let  the  chil- 
dren have  their  program,  and  Sunday 
night  put  on  a  parents'  program  and  use 
this  play.  It  is  the  picture  of  two  homes. 
One  young  couple  starts  out  in  life  to 
make  Christ  the  foundation  for  their 
home  and  it  has  a  very  beautiful  ending. 
The  other  couple  builds  on  a  sandy  foun- 
dation and  the  evening  of  life  is  very 
sad.  It  is  a  sermon  within  itself.  Order 
this  play  and  use  in  connection  with 
your  school. 

Order  from 

ALDA  B.  HARRISON 

2905  Parker  St. 

Cleveland,  Tennessee 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


^be  Sirl  of  Service 


Florence  Scott   Bernard 


"There,  the  last  piece  has  gone  into  my 
trunk!  I  am  all  packed  and  ready  to  start 
on  my  uncertain  career.  Oh,  my!  I  did 
not  realize  that  I  was  so  tired  until  this 
very  minute.  Last  days  are  very  strenu- 
ous." Louise  Beamis  rose  from  her  stoop- 
ing position  beside  the  trunk  and  flung 
herself  onto  the  bed,  where  her  room- 
mate snuggled  cozily  with  a  palm  leaf 
fan  and  a  box  of  chocolates. 

"I'm  dead  tired,"  Louise  breathed 
wearily  as  Flo  offered  her  chocolates. 

"I  do  not  doubt  your  statement  in  the 
least,"  Flo  laughed.  "You  surely  have 
been  Jack-of-all-trades  and  then  some. 
Indeed,  I  cannot  see  how  you  manage  to 
keep  it  up.  You  seem  to  be  a  regular 
service  bureau.  Why  don't  you  let  the 
girls  work  out  their  own  battles?  Dear 
me!  You  finished  Myrtle  Paden's  dress  in 
time  for  graduation  when  her  dressmaker 
disappointed  her;  you  served  on  the  ban- 
quet committee  and  actually  found  time 
to  drape  and  hook  up  four  or  five  nervous 
seniors  after  you  were  all  dressed  and 
fresh  for  your  graduation.  Then  you  were 
all  fussed  and  hot  with  exertion.  Louise, 
how  can  you  do  it?  They  ask  too  much 
of  you,  just  because  you  are  always  will- 
ing to  be  imposed  upon." 

Louise  laughed  aloud  from  her  nest  of 
pillows.  "I  do  not  mind  it  in  the  least," 
she  assured  Flo  gayly.  "Really,  before  I 
know  it  I  am  knee-deep  in  something  or 
other.  It  makes  the  girls  happy,  and  for 
some  reason  or  other  it  makes  me  happy, 
too." 

"You  are  an  angel!"  Flo  decided,  and 
she  plunged  a  fat,  chocolate-coated  cher- 
ry into  Louise's  laughing  mouth.  "It  is  no 
wonder  the  girls  adore  you." 

"Flatterer!"  Louise  rebuked  her  mer- 
rily. 

A  rap  sovinded  at  the  door. 

"Hush!"  Flo  cautioned.  "Shut  your 
eyes,  and  I  will  tell  them  you  are  asleep. 
I  positively  know  that  you  helped  ten 
girls    to    pack   up,   and   you   are   not   fit 


But  Louise  had  sprung  to  her  feet,  and 
she  reached  the  door  before  Flo  could 
finish  her  sentence.  She  opened  the  door 
cheerfully,  and  a  blushing  little  freshman 
stood  on  the  threshold,  nervously  twisting 
her  handkerchief.  "Miss  Beamis,"  she  be- 
gan haltingly,  "my  roommate  is  gone, 
and  I  cannot  find  the  janitor,  and  my 
trunk  lid  will  not  go  shut.  I  cannot  lock 
it.  And  oh,  I  did  hate  to  come  for  you, 
but  I  did  not  know  what  else  to  do,  for 
all  the  girls  are  busy  with  their  own  pack- 
ing! I  must  have  my  trunk  ready  by 
three  o'clock,  for  I  told  the  expressman 
to  come  for  it.  Will  you — " 

"Of  course,  dear,  come  along,"  Louise's 


tone  was  reassuring,  and  together  they 
went  down  the  hall,  leaving  Flo  in  a 
sputter  of  good-natured  scolding. 

"How  can  I  ever  thank  you  enough? 
You  are  really  the  kindest  girl  in  the 
world,"  the  little  freshman  gushed  when 
the  trunk  was  neatly  strapped  and  locked. 

"It  was  only  a  small  service  of  no 
account,"  Louise  replied  with  her  char- 
acteristic smile.  "I  was  glad  to  do  it." 

"I  do  not  know  what  the  girls  are  going 
to  do  without  you  next  year.  I  realize  we 
impose  upon  you  dreadfully,  but  you  are 
so  sweet  about  it,  and  we  really  need  you. 
I  am  so  sorry  you  are  graduating  this 
year.  I  wish  you  were  only  a  freshman 
instead.  Honestly,  your  very  smile  has 
helped  me  over  the  lonesome  days." 

Louise  bade  her  a  friendly  good-by  and 
returned  to  her  room,  where  she  rested  for 
an  entire  hour,  when  another  freshman 
appeared  with  a  row  of  gaping  hooks  to  be 
fastened. 

"Your  employer  will  certainly  get  his 
money's  worth  of  work  out  of  you,"  Flo 
remarked  grimly  when  the  freshman  had 
departed,  "if  you  work  as  conscientiously 
for  money  as  you  do  for  love.  By  the 
way,  have  you  decided  upon  your  future 
career?" 

"Not  definitely,"  Louise  answered.  "I 
suppose  I  shall  teach  if  nothing  better 
turns  up,  but  I  would  love  to  have  a 
position  as  librarian.  I  dote  on  books,  and 
it  is  such  a  free,  well-paying  position. 
But  I  have  not  a  thing  in  my  mind.  I 
shall  settle  down  in  my  home  town,  for 
mother  needs  me,  and  it  is  not  likely  that 
our  town  librarian  will  resign.  She  has 
held  the  position  for  years.  A  very  rich 
man  donated  the  library,  and  he  still  keeps 
it  up  and  finances  it  himself.  The  libra- 
rian is  his  neice;  so  you  see  my  chances 
there  are  very  slender.  I  suppose  I  shall 
teach  for  years  and  years." 

"You  deserve  something  better,"  Flo 
protested  admiringly,  and  Louise  play- 
fully threw  a  soft  cushion  at  her. 

"Why,  girlie,"  she  laughed,  "I  do  not 
expect  to  get  paid  for  the  things  I  do! 
My  pay  comes  with  doing  the  deed.  Did- 
n't you  ever  realize  the  joy  of  serving?" 

"You  are  the  queerest!"  Flo  muttered 
with  a  puzzled  nod  of  her  head.  "You 
must  be  right,  for  you  certainly  are  the 
personification  of  happiness." 

But  after  Flo  had  dressed  and  gone  out 
to  a  dinner  engagement  Louise's  usual 
glad  look  melted  into  one  of  concern. 
She  was  just  a  wee  bit  worried  as  to  her 
future  career.  Opportunities  were  few  in 
the  little  town  in  which  she  lived,  and 
she  could  not,  would  not  leave  her  aged 
mother.  She  knew  and  respected  her  duty 
to  her  loved  parent.   "But  surely  things 


will  turn  out  all  right,"  she  said  to  herself 
as  she  endeavored  to  dispel  the  lines  of 
worry  with  her  sunny  smile.  "I  have  al- 
ways trusted  in  Him,  and  my  faith  has 
not  failed  me  yet.  It  is  a  good,  a  wonder- 
ful old  world,  and  I  believe  there  is  some- 
thing good  for  everyone  if  one  will  but 
seek  for  it."  Suddenly  she  looked  at  the 
tiny  gilt  clock  on  the  mantel,  and  just 
then  the  timepiece  pealed  forth  five  melo- 
dious notes.  Louise  sprang  to  her  feet. 
"Five  o'clock!"  she  exclaimed.  "Why,  I 
must  dress!  I  am  to  leave  here  on  the 
seven  o'clock  train.  Goodness  me!  I  hate 
to  leave  the  dear  old  college."  On  her  way 
to  the  bathroom  she  stumbled  over  a 
sobbing,  bedraggled  little  sophomore  who 
sat  on  a  low  trunk  before  her  closed  door. 
The  little  girl  was  alternately  sobbing  and 
wiping  her  tears  on  a  wet,  crumpled 
handkerchief.  "Hello  here,  are  you  in 
trouble?"  was  Louise's  jovial-  greeting. 

The  girl  broke  into  a  fresh  paroxysm 
of  hysterical  weeping.  "Oh,  dear!"  she 
breathed  between  gasps  of  quivering  sobs. 
"What  shall  I  do?  I  hate  being  a  cry 
baby,  but  I  do  not  care,  I'm  going  to  cry 
my  eyes  out.  Honest,  I  could  scream,  I'm 
so  miserable!" 

"Is  it  as  bad  as  all  that?"  Louise 
dropped  onto  the  trunk  beside  the  girl  and 
mopped  at  the  tear-streaked  face  with 
her  wash  cloth.  "You  are  not  a  senior 
crying  over  partings,  are  you?  No,  you 
are  a  mere  baby!" 

"I'm  a  sophomore,"  the  girl  sputtered 
proudly.  "If  I  were  a  senior  I  would  not 
be  so  foolish  as  to  cry  over  that.  You — 
you  see  I  expected  to  go  home  for  vaca- 
tion. My  folks  have  been  abroad  for  a 
year,  and  I — I  have  not  seen  them  for 
ever  so  long.  They  were  settling  in  our 
town  house,  and  one  of  the  maids  sud- 
denly took  diphtheria.  The  house  is  quar- 
antined and  I  cannot  go  home!  Here's  the 
telegram."  She  flung  her  head  back  with 
a  tragic  look  of  despair  as  she  thrust  the 
telegram  into  Louise's  hand.  "It  came  just 
ten  minutes  ago,"  she  choked,  "after  I 
was  all  packed  and  ready  to  start.  I  have 
not  a  single  friend  to  whom  I  could  go, 
and  I'll  die  if  I  have  to  stay  alone  in  a 
hotel.  The  girls  here  think  I  am  uppish 
and  distant,  and  they  never  make  up  with 
me.  I'm  not  a  snob;  I  simply  do  not 
know  how  to  make  friends.  Now  I'm — 
I'm  stranded!" 

"Aren't  you  though?"  Louise  smiled. 
"However,  your  trouble  isn't  hopeless. 
Come  home  with  me.  Our  home  is  not 
luxurious,  and  we  have  no  maids;  how- 
ever, I  have  a  dear  little  mother  who  will 
cuddle  you  and  make  you  welcome.  It 
would  be  terrible  to  have  to  go  to  a  hotel 
after  expecting  to  go  home." 

"You  are  not  joking?"  came  the  quiv- 
ering question  as  the  crumpled  handker- 
chief dropped  in  a  soggy  ball  onto  the 
trunk. 

(Continued  on  page   19) 
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Northwest  Bible  School 


CLASS  REFLECTIONS 


Vivian  Anderson 

As  a  representative  of  the  Freshman 
Class,  I  feel  that  words  are  inadequate  to 
express  just  what  this  school  term  has 
meant  to  us.  Every  day,  almost,  since 
school  began,  we've  received  newer  and 
greater  blessings  and  these  closing  weeks 
have  surpassed  them  all.  We  can  say  with 
David  in  Ps.  68:19,  "Blessed  be  the  Lord, 
who  daily  loadeth  us  with  benefits,  even 
the  God  of  our  salvation."  I  think  in 
saying  we're  all  very  thankful  for  this 
school,  we  strike  a  chord  that  will  har- 
monize in  the  hearts  of  every  student  in 
our  class.  Every  day  seemed  to  bring  us 
to  a  greater  realization  of  God's  favor 
in  permitting  us  to  be  here  and  His  ap- 
proval upon  this  place. 

About  the  first  thing  we  learned  here 
was  just  how  little  we  know  of  God's 
Word,  how  much  there  is  to  learn,  and 
what  great  things  God  has  in  store  for 
those  who  will  study  His  Word.  As  stu- 
dents, we're  grateful  to  our  teachers  who 
have  labored  so  faithfully  and  been  so 
patient  in  helping  us  to  gain  a  knowledge 
of  God's  Word,  but  the  greatest  teacher 
we've  had  is  the  "Holy  Spirit."  We  realize 
it  would  be  all  in  vain  to  gather  in  school 
or  church,  either,  without  His  presence. 

Our  chapel  services,  especially,  have 
been  saturated  with  a  heavenly  atmos- 
phere. For  half  an  hour  every  morning 
we've  laid  aside  our  books  for  a  period  of 
devotion  and  praise;  our  souls  have  truly 
been  refreshed  and  blessed. 

There  have  been  requests  sent  into  the 
school  from  many  of  our  churches  in  the 
Northwest  arid  we  haven't  forgotten 
them;  many  of  them  have  been  answered 
and  we  have  faith  that  the  rest  will  be. 
As  we've  listened  to  the  Word  of  God 
being  read  and  the  beautiful  songs  that 
were  sung,  the  glorious  presence  of  the 
Lord  has  come  down  in  our  midst  and 
stirred  each  heart  to  deeper  consecration. 
The  prayers  that  have  rung  out  from  our 
school  will  be  cherished  long  in  the  mem- 
ories of  every  student. 


It  would  be  impossible  to  say  which 
class  we  liked  the  best,  because  they  have 
all  been  a  great  blessing.  Bible  Synthesis, 
with  Brother  Logsdon  as  teacher,  has  been 
especially  interesting.  In  this  class  we've 
taken  up  a  detailed  study  of  the  life  of 
Christ,  comparing  the  four  gospels.  The 
Bible  has  been  our  textbook,  and  what 
could  we  find  any  better  than  the  in- 
spired Word  of  God.  We've  studied  care- 
fully, almost  critically,  Christ's  words 
and  teachings,  His  actions  and  miracles, 
and  eagerly  traced  His  journeys  through 
the  lands  of  Judaea,  Samaria,  Galilee  and 
bordering  countries.  At  the  end  of  our 
study,  we  can  say  like  Pilate,  "I  find  no 
fault  in  him."  He  stands  amid  the  failures 
of  mankind  for  centuries,  the  Perfect 
One  of  all  time.  We've  observed  most 
carefully  His  actions.  We  find  Him 
seeking  no  selfish  gain,  nor  making  any 
boasts  of  His  power  over  the  elements, 
natural  law,  demons,  sickness,  and  even 
death.  He  wields  no  sword  but  goes  about 
soothing  and  binding  up  broken  hearts. 
He  heals  all  manner  of  sickness  but  brings 
no  pain.  Fearlessly,  He  teaches  truth  and 
proclaims  the  word  of  His  Father;  He 
sheds  the  searching  light  of  God  to  light- 
en up  the  darkest,  hidden,  innermost 
parts.  Whether  it  is  on  the  mountain 
alone  or  in  the  city  throngs,  He  always 
does  what  is  right.  We  have  studied  His 
human  and  divine  characteristics;  we  feel 
that  this  study  has  been  more  than  just 
another  class.  It  has  been  a  place  where 
we  have  been  brought  into  closer  contact 
with  Him,  and  we  feel  a  greater  desire 
to  be  more  like  this  Christ,  this  Perfect 
One  of  all  time,  that  His  life  and  light 
may  be  seen  in  us  wherever  we  go. 

Today  there  is  a  need  of  people  who 
have  a  light  bright  and  shining  who  can 
do  personal  work.  We  can  hardly  expect 
our  ministers  to  do  all  the  work  and  there 
are  many  people  who  are  never  touched 
by  a  sermon.  Perhaps  many  of  us  will 
never  be  preachers  or  missionaries,  but  no 
matter  what  we  are  doing  or  where  we 
are  we  will  always  find  people  without 
God  that  we  can  talk  to.  The  importance 
of  how  to  deal  personally  with  sinners 
cannot  be  overemphasized. 

The  Personal  Evangelism  Class,  with 
Sister  Fae  Dyer  as  teacher,  is  for  the  pur- 
pose of  giving  instruction  along  this  line. 
As  a  foundation  for  the  course,  we  have 
studied  the  necessary  qualifications  of 
personal  workers  and  why  we  should  do 
personal  work.  I  think  the  motto  of  our 
class  has  been  that  favorite  passage  in 
2  Tim.  2:15,  "Study  to  shew  thyself  ap- 
proved unto  God,  a  workman  that  need- 
eth  not  to  be  ashamed,  rightly  dividing 
the  word  of  truth." 

Truly,    we've   had   a   blessed   time   to- 


gether, studying  and  committing  to 
memory  many  beautiful  passages  from 
the  Bible,  and  what  could  be  more  won- 
derful than  to  have  the  Word  of  God 
written  upon  the  tables  of  our  hearts 
where  the  world  cannot  take  it  from  us. 
We  may  not  be  able  to  remember  all  the 
scriptures  we  have  learned,  but  as  Brother 
Boatwright,  our  overseer,  told  us  one  day 
when  he  spoke  to  our  class,  every  scrip- 
ture we  have  learned  has  made  an  im- 
pression upon  our  minds  and  some  day 
when  we  need  them  the  Spirit  of  God 
will  quicken  our  memories  ajnd  bring 
them   to  our  remembrance. 

Our  Prophecy  study  has  been  mainly 
in  the  Book  of  Revelation,  although  we 
have  referred  to  other  prophetical  pas- 
sages. We  may  wonder  just  what  is 
gained  by  a  study  of  prophecy,  but  Rev. 
1:3  says,  "Blessed  is  he  that  readeth  and 
they  that  hear  the  words  of  this  prophecy, 
and  keep  those  things  which  are  written 
therein:  for  the  time  is  at  hand."  This 
has  been  a  very  interesting  class  because 
some  of  the  very  prophecies  we  have 
studied  about  are  being  fulfilled  in  the 
world  today.  We  have  studied  and  dis- 
cussed prayerfully  the  tribulation,  anti- 
christ, judgment,  eternal  punishment,  and 
the  fate  of  those  who  reject  God,  but  we 
have  also  studied  the  other  side  of  the 
issue — our  hope  in  the  second  coming  of 
Christ,  rapture,  marriage  supper  of  the 
Lamb,  millennium,  and  the  perfect  age. 
Brother  Logsdon  has  been  a  very  capable 
teacher  of  Prophecy,  and  Brother  Boat- 
wright has  been  with  us  several  times  and 
presented  some  very  interesting  discus- 
sions  on   prophetical   subjects. 

The  Teacher  Training  Class,  with 
Brother  Alex  Sittner  as  teacher,  is  a  com- 
prehensive study  of  the  Bible;  it  has 
proved  to  be  an  interesting  and  instruc- 
tive subject.  Eagerly  we  traced  the  his- 
tory of  the  Old  Testament  from  Adam 
to  the  birth  of  Christ  and  studied  the 
lives  of  the  old  patriarchs.  In  the  New 
Testament  we  have  studied  briefly  the 
life  of  Christ,  the  missionary  journeys  of 
Paul,  and  the  history  of  the  early  church. 
We  have  studied  the  different  ways  God 
had  of  dealing  with  man  and  the  various 
institutions  of  the  Bible.  We  have  also 
had  an  interesting  study  of  the  maps  of 
the  Old  and  New  Testaments.  The  con- 
clusion of  the  course  dealt  with  the  Sun- 
day school — the  requirements  and  pre- 
paration of  a  teacher  and  how  to  deal 
with  children,  also  a  brief  study  on  the 
history  of  Sunday  school.  I  know  this 
subject  is  going  to  prove  very  useful  to 
us  in  the  future. 

The  music  department  has  been  an 
important  part  of  the  school.  Just  about 
everyone  loves  music.  Music  seems  to  be 
a  part  of  our  nature  by  which  we  express 
thoughts  that  we  are  unable  to  express 
in  words  or  actions.  It  elevates  our  very 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


THE  GIRL  OF  SERVICE 

(Continued   from   page    16) 

"Of  course  not.  You  will  have  to  bathe 
your  face  now  and  fix  up  your  hair.  We 
leave  on  the  seven  o'clock  train.  I  just 
know  my  mother  will  have  fried  chicken 
and  hot  muffins  for  supper.  She  knows 
how  I  love  'em." 

"Say" — the  girl  sat  up  quite  rigid  and 
placed  her  hands  on  Louise's  shoulders — 
"I  know  who  you  are.  You  are  Louise 
Beamis,  the  girl  with  the  biggest  heart  in 
college.  Why,  your  reputation  runs  like 
a  thread  of  sunlight  from  Mead  Hall  to 
Faculty  Row.  I'd  give  anything  to  leave 
a  reputation  like  yours  behind  me.  I  am 
only  Fanny  Templeton.  Let's  hurry.  I 
want  to  see  if  your  mother  is  as  sweet 
and  dear  as  you  are.  My,  but  I  am  thank- 
ful and  very  glad!  I  feel  as  though  you 
had  actually  saved  my  life." 

A  month  later,  while  Louise  and  Fanny 
were  seated  under  an  apple  tree  reading 
a  newsy  letter  from  one  of  the  college 
girls,  a  great  limousine  drew  up  before 
the  gate. 

"It's  father!  You  dear,  blessed  old  per- 
son!" Fanny  gave  a  leap  of  joy  and  land- 
ed in  her  father's  arms. 

After  a  hearty  greeting  she  led  her 
father  to  the  girl  who  had  shared  her 
home  comforts  with  the  stranger  in 
trouble. 

"So  this  is  Louise."  Mr.  Templeton 
grasped  the  girl's  hand  in  a  grateful  clasp. 
"You  have  been  very  kind  to  my  baby. 
Among  other  things  you  have  taught  her 
to  love  humanity  and  that  real  joy  comes 
with  helping  one's  brothers  and  sisters. 
Fanny  has  found  a  measure  of  happiness 
here  that  she  has  never  found  before.  Her 
mother  and  I  did  not  seem  to  understand. 
Now,  my  dear,  you  are  going  to  let  her 
do  something  for  you,  are  you  not?" 

Louise  blushed  painfully  and  shrank 
against  the  tree.  She  had  learned  from 
Fanny  that  the  Templetons  were  very 
wealthy.  She  had  hoped  they  would  not 
offer  her  money.  Mr.  Templeton  went  on 
as  he  patted  his  daughter's  head  with 
loving-kindness.  "Fanny  wrote  that  you 
were  interested  in  library  work,  so  I  came 
to  make  you  a  proposition.  Oh,  do  not 
refuse!  Fanny  is  only  putting  into  effect 
one  of  the  lessons  you  taught  her." 

"But  I  cannot  leave  my  mother," 
Louise  faltered. 

"A  worthy  objection,"  Mr.  Templeton 
smiled.  "However,  it  is  no  objection  after 
all.  I  gave  this  town  its  library,  and  my 
niece  is  librarian.  However,  she  desires  to 
make  a  change,  and  I  have  transferred 
her  to  the  Chilcote  Library.  The  position 
here  is  open  for  you,  if  you  will  have  it." 

"Oh,  thank  you!"  Louise  cried  joyfully 
as  she  sank  into  Fanny's  outstretched 
arms.  "I  had  faith  in  my  Light,  and  my 
Light  did  not  fail  me." — Publisher  Un- 
known. 
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All BABAS  MYTHICAL       -  -- 

OWN  StgJJS 

is  outstripped  by  the  true  new 
testament  account  of  peters 
deliverance  from  prison, 
when  he  and  his  del.vep.incr  ancrel 
reached  the  locked  iron  cfatb  between 
fhe  second  ward  anp  the  city,  they  pidnt 
have  to  owe  a  magic  password,  but  the 
Ctate  ^Opened  to  wem  of  its  own  Accord. 

(Acts   11:10) 


DON'T  CRir/me  psopue 

f>CPATCHINOr 

ITCHINGr   g®G8HS 

.  JOB  WAS  A  PERFECT  MAN  (mi*) 
AND  HE  SCRAPED  HIMSELF    WITH  A 
PIECE  OF  BROKEN  POTTERY   TO    CtET 
BELIEF  FJPOM  UK~/rrU/AT&  SO/IS.  (jobm) 


PLAVED  AN  UTTERLY     DIFFERENT 
ROLE   IN  THE  CASE  OF  ELIJAH  AT 

Of  L/f£  A/V0  C//W. 
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It  was  .1   time  of  sadness,  and  my  heart, 
Although   it   knew   and   loved   the  better 

part, 
Felt    wearied    with    the    conflict    and    the 

strife, 
And  all  the  needful  discipline  of  life. 


And  while  I  thought  on  these,  as  given  to 

me, 
My  trial-test  of  faith  and  love  to  be, 
It  seemed  as  if  I  never  could  be  sure 
That  faithful  to  the  end  I  should  endure. 


And    thus,    no   longer    trusting    to      His 

might 
Who  says,  "We  walk  by  faith  and  not  by 

sight," 
Doubting,  and  almost  yielding  to  despair, 
The  thought  arose,   "My  cross  I  cannot 

bear. 


"Far  heavier  its  weight  must  surely  be 
Than  those  of  others  which  I  daily  see; 
Oh!  if  I  might  another  burden  choose, 
Methinks  I  should  not  fear  my  crown  to 
lose." 


A  solemn  silence  reigned  on  all  around, 
E'en  nature's  voices  uttered  not  a  sound; 
The  evening  shadows  seemed  of  peace  to 

tell, 
And  sleep  upon  my  weary  spirit  fell. 


MRS.  CHARLES  HOBART 


A  little  one,  with  jewels  set  in  gold. 
"Ah!  this,"  methought,  "I  can  with  com- 
fort wear, 
For  it  will  be  an  easy  one  to  bear." 


And  so  the  little  cross  I  quickly  took, 
But    all    at    once      my    frame    beneath    it 

shook; 
The  sparkling  jewels,   fair  were   they   to 

see, 
But  far  too  heavy  was  their  weight  for 

me. 


"This  may  not  be,"  I  cried,  and  looked 

again 
To  see  if  there  was  any  here  could  ease  my 

pain; 
But,  one  by  one,  I  passed  them  slowly  by, 
Till  on  a  lovely  one  I  cast  my  eye. 


Fair  flowers  around  its  sculptured  f.orm 
entwined, 

And  grace  and  beauty  seemed  in  it  com- 
bined; 

Wondering,  I  gazed — and  still  I  wondered 
more, 

To  think  so  many  should  have  passed  it 
o'er. 


A  moment's  pause— and  then  a  heavenly  But  oh!    that  form   so  beautiful  to  see 

"§nt  Soon  made  its  hidden  sorrows  known  to 
Beamed    full   upon   my    wondering,    rap-  me. 

tured  sight;  Thorns  lay  beneath  those  flowers  and  col- 
Angels    on    silvery    wings    seemed    every-  ors  fair. 

wnere>  Sorrowing,  I  said,  "This  cross  I  may  not 
And  angels'  music  thrilled  the  balmy  air.  bear." 


And  so  it  was  with  each  and  all  around — 
Not  one  to  suit  my  need  could  be  found; 
Weeping,  I  laid  each  heavy  burden  down 
As  my  guide  gently  said,  "No  cross — no 
crown." 


At  length   to  Him   I  raised  my   saddened 

heart, 
He    knew    its    sorrows,    bade    its    doubts 

depart; 
"Be  not   afraid,"  He  said,   "but   trust  in 

me, 


"My  perfect  love  shall  now  be  shown  to 
thee." 

And  then,  with  lightened  eyes  and  will- 
ing feet, 

Again  I  turned,  my  earthly  cross  to  meet; 

With  forward  steps,  turning  not  aside, 

For  fear  some  hidden  evil  might  betide; 


And    there — in    the    prepared,    appointed 

way, 
Listening   to  hear,   and   ready   to  obey — 
A  cross  I  quickly  found  of  plainest  form, 
With  only  words  of  love  inscribed  there- 
on. 


With    thankfulness   I   raised   it   from    the 

rest, 
And  joyfully  acknowledged  it  the  best — 
The  only  one,  of  all  the  many  there, 
That   I   could   feel   was  good  for  me   to 

bear. 


And,     while  thus     my  chosen  one  con- 
fessed, 
I  saw  a  heavenly  brightness  on  it  rest; 
And  as  I  bent,  my  burden  to  sustain, 
I  recognized  my  own  old  cross  again. 


The  one  more  fair  than  all  the  rest  to  see, 
One  to  whom  all  the  rest  bowed  the  knee, 
Came  gently  to  me,  as  I  trembling  lay, 
And,  "Follow  me,"  He  said,  "I  am  the 
way." 


Then,  speaking  thus,  He  led  me  far  above, 
And   there,  beneath   a  canopy  of  love, 
Crosses  of  divers  shape     and     size  were 

seen, 
Larger    and    smaller    than    my    own    had 

been. 


But  oh!  how  different  did  it  seem  to  be, 
Now  I  had  learned  its  preciousness  to  see! 
No  longer  could  I  unbelieving  say, 
"Perhaps  another  is  a  better  way." 

Ah,  no!   henceforth  my  own  desire  shall 

be, 
That  He  who  knows  me  best  shall  choose 

for  me; 
And   so,    what'er  His   love   sees   good   to 

send, 
I'll  trust  its  best — because  He  knows  the 

end. 


And  one  there  was,  most  beauteous  to  be- 
hold— 


— Sent  in  by  Mrs.  A.  B.  Haworth,  Law- 
ton,  Okla. 


LPnge  1,0] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


^      tBible  Wessons     ^ 


PROGRAM  OUTLINE 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo 
ments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
■ervice  too  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  '.o  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
ire  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let   us   bear    this   in    mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
ion   Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
iraless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
It  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris 
cians  who  can  always  be  depended  on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
horoughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
night  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
they  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
nave  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come   to   the   altar   of   prayer   and   accept   Christ. 

Light 

Juanita    Benson 
Thoughts  for  the   Leader 

John  1:5,  "And  the  light  shineth  in 
darkness;  and  the  darkness  comprehended 
it  not."  That  is,  it  couldn't  take  hold  of 
it,  but  rather  the  power  of  light  was  so 
much  greater  than  that  of  darkness  it 
held  it  powerless  in  its   grasp. 

God  makes  known  His  might  in  the 
natural  as  well  as  in  the  spiritual.  Think 
of  it,  the  Word  says,  In  the  beginning 
darkness  was  upon  the  face  of  the  deep, 
but  God  said,  Let  there  be  light,  and  when 
it  came  forth  it  so  completely  overcame 
darkness  it  was  as  though  it  hadn't  been. 

Then  let  us  think  of  the  great  necessity 
or  importance  of  light.  For  instance,  the 
garden  of  Eden  in  all  its  beauty  would 
have  been  worthless  without  light.  Yes, 
it  brings  out  the  beauty  of  anything. 
And  not  only  that,  but  it  is  the  life  of 
vegetation,  making  it  twofold,  the  life  of 
man,  as  it  brings  forth  his  bread,  and  it 
is  a  very  important  factor  of  his  health. 
Show  me  someone  who  has  been  shut  in 
and  deprived  of  its  benefits,  and  I  will 
show  you  someone  who  is  pale  and  sickly 
looking. 

Spiritual  Light 

What  is  true  in  the  natural  is  also  true 
in  the  spiritual.  After  man's  fall  in  the 


garden,  when  he  became  disconnected 
with  the  God  of  light,  he  groaned  under 
the  burden  and  misery  of  spiritual  dark- 
ness. No  doubt  he  forgot  the  definition 
of  happiness  as  the  sentence  of  death 
stared  him  in  the  face. 

We  see  God's  adversary  popping  his 
suspenders  (so  to  speak)  as  he  stalked  the 
land  authoritatively,  holding  the  beings 
that  God  had  created  in  His  own  image 
under  his  cruel  mastery,  and  the  thing 
displeased  our  God,  and  once  again  He 
began  to  call  forth  light.  He  let  good  old 
Isaiah  look  down  the  telescope  of  time 
and  see  it  as  it  gleamed  forth  from  the 
cross,  and  so  powerful  were  its  rays  it 
penetrated  down  into  the  land  of  the 
shadow  of  death,  Isaiah  9:2.  I  see  the  old 
slimy  mist  draw  back  and  Satan's  knees 
smite  together  for  fear. 

Its   Proclamation 

We  hear  John  the  Baptist  herald  its 
coming  as  he  cried,  Get  rid  of  the  works 
of  darkness,  humble  yourselves,  repent, 
prepare  for  it,  for  it  will  thoroughly 
purge  its  floor,  it  will  search  every  nook 
and  corner,  you'll  no  longer  find  a  cloak 
for  your  sins,  submit  yourself  to  the  light 
that's  able  to  drive  away  every  trace  of 
darkness. 

So  many  people  profess  to  be  saved  and 
continue  to  partake  of  their  same  old 
deeds,  but  the  truth  is,  light  has  come 
into  the  world  and  men  love  darkness 
rather  than  light.  John  said  he  that  saith 
he  is  in  the  light  and  hateth  his  brother 
is  darkness  even  until  now. 
The    Truth 

We  see  in  order  to  be  in  the  light, 
one's  daily  walk  must  be  according  to  the 
light.  John  said,  1  John  2:6,  "He  that 
saith  he  abideth  in  him  ought  himself 
also  so  to  walk,  even  as  he  walked."  That 
is,  let  your  daily  life  be  such  that  it  will 
bespeak  of  the  Christ  within.  Keep  your 
heart   open   to   the   spiritual   light. 

Someone  would  probably  ask,  "If  the 
light  really  shines,  how  is  !t  possible  for 
one  to  walk  in  darkness?"  But  notice  in 
the  natural,  the  light  is  shining  all  right, 
but  if  you  go  in  the  room  and  pull  down 
the  curtains  to  shut  it  out  that's  your 
privilege,  and  the  same  thing  is  true  in 
the  spiritual.  We  can  keep  the  veil  pulled 
over  our  hearts  to  shut  out  Jesus  if  we 
wish  to,  the  Lord  never  forced  Himself 
upon  anyone. 

The  Light  of  the  World 

Now  we  have  found  how  to  become 
possessors  of  light,  then  what?  Just  as 
God  commissioned  the  sun  to  lighten  this 
old  earth,  He  likewise  said,  "Ye  are  the 
light  of  the  world." 

Think  of  what  a  responsibility.  If  the 


sun  had  refused  to  shine,  it  would  not 
have  been  more  than  a  chunk  of  mud, 
and  if  we  fail  to  do  our  duty  we  are  as 
worthless  as  a  candle  under  a  bushel  that 
no  one   gets   the   benefit   of. 

Jesus  said.  Let  your  light  so  shine 
among  men  that  they  will  see  your  good 
works  and  glorify  your  Father  which  is 
in  heaven.  Live  in  the  light,  shun  the  very 
appearance  of  evil,  keep  the  doors  of  your 
mouth  from  speaking  guile,  guard  your 
conversation,  make  it  holy,  tell  what 
great  things  God  has  done  for  you,  pro- 
claim it  everywhere  you  go. 

Who  knows  but  what  that  poor  fallen 
girl  who  resentfully  feels  that  everyone 
is  against  her,  or  that  poor  old  outcast 
drunkard  who  feels  like  he  has  crossed 
the  deadline  will  behold  your  deeds  of 
kindness,  and  your  manifestations  of  love, 
will  take  note  of  the  fact  that  you  have 
been  with  Jesus,  and  will  come  seeking 
the  source  from  whence  your  light  com- 
eth. 

Six  Things  Thct  Will  Not  Fail 

Grace  Churchman 
Leader's  Thoughts 

Last  month  we  discussed  fix  things 
that  would  fail,  but  I  am  glad  that  there 
are  some  things  that  will  not  fail.  There 
are  some  things  which  we  can  trust  in 
time  of  storm  as  well  as  in  time  of  sun- 
light, and  tonight  we  are  going  to  discuss 
these  things  that  will  never  fail. 
The  Lord 
Deut.    31:6 

Here  is  one  of  the  great  promises  of 
the  Lord.  "He  will  not  fail  thee,  nor 
forsake  thee."  When  people  here  mis- 
understand us  and  forsake  us  we  can  still 
depend  on  the  Lord,  for  He  is  still  near. 
He  will  not  forsake  us.  We  may  turn  God 
away  and  forsake  Him  and  thereby  not 
have  His  blessings,  but  the  Lord  will 
never  turn  us  away.  He  is  always  near, 
giving  help  and  guidance.  He  is  the  only 
one  who  can  cross  over  the  silent  river 
with  us  and  He  will  do  so  if  only  we 
will  let  Him.  The  Lord  God  of  Israel 
will  not  fail! 

Charity 
1  Cor.  13:8 

"Charity  never  faileth."  Can't  you  re- 
call some  incident  that  love  won  a  person 
when  everything  else  had  failed?  I  recall 
when  I  was  in  the  sixth  grade  there  was 
a  very  mean  boy  in  our  class.  We  had 
four  teachers  and  three  of  them  could 
not  get  this  boy  to  obey  them,  regardless 
of  the  punishment  they  would  give  him. 
One  day  at  the  first  of  the  school,  when 
the  boy  had  been  mean,  Miss  Thompson, 
the  other  teacher,  said,  "F.  B.,  I  should 
punish  you  for  that,  but  I  am  not  going 
to  this  time.  I  hate  to  punish  my  students, 
because  I  love  them,  but  sometimes  I  have 
to  just  as  mothers  and  fathers  will  punish 
their  children  for  the  children's  benefit. 
I  won't  punish  you  because  I  love  you 
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.mil  I  hope  you  won't  do  things  that 
require  punishment  in  the  future."  F.  B. 
was  an  ideal  student  for  Miss  Thompson 
but  ior  the  other  three  teachers  he  was 
.i  pest  and  it  was  because  lie  knew  Miss 
Thompson  loved  him  just  as  she  did  the 
other   students. 

Love  won  that  stubborn  little  heart 
and  made  him  good  where  punishment 
would  not.  Love  will  never  fail  because 
love  is  of  God. 

Treasures   in   Heaven 

Luke    12:33 

Last  week  we  learned  that  money  and 
treasures  in  this  life  will  fail  but  tonight 
we  are  studying  about  treasures  that  will 
not  fail — "treasures  in  heaven."  The 
things  that  we  buy  in  this  life  will  vanish, 
but  when  we  use  our  money,  time,  and 
effort  to  the  glory  of  God  and  for  the 
furtherance  of  His  cause  we  are  laying  up 
treasures  in  heaven,  and  there  the  thieves 
will  never  break  through,  and  rust  will 
not  corrupt.  There  the  organization  will 
not  go  bankrupt  and  we  will  not  lose  our 
treasures,  for  treasures  in  heaven  will 
never  fail. 

His   Compassion 

We  find  that  Christ  has  great  com- 
passion on  people,  especially  the  people 
who  live  according  to  His  Word.  We  find 
in  the  Bible  that  He  healed  many  diseases 
and  even  raised  the  dead.  So  great  was 
his  sorrow  over  the  death  of  Lazarus  that 
He  wept.  Jno.  11.  When  death  comes 
now,  the  Lord  gives  strength,  courage 
and  comfort  unto  us.  His  compassion  will 
never  fail,  He  will  always  care  for  us. 
God's  Promise 
2   Cor.    1:2 

There  are  3  2,000  promises  in  the  Bible 
and  each  of  them  is  direct  from  God 
to  His  children  and  each  of  them  is  true. 
However,  each  of  them  is  conditional — 
that  is,  they  are  unto  us,  if  we  do  His 
will.  If  we  fail  to  do  God's  will  His 
promises  are  not  unto  us,  but  if  we  do 
His  will  they  are  unto  us  and  His  promises 
will  never  fail. 

The  Word 
Matt.   24:3  5 

"Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away,  but 
my  words  shall  not  pass  away." 

What  a  great  and  glorious  promise! 
The  words  of  the  Lord  will  never  fail.  Let 
Satan  howl  and  say  "It  isn't  true"  all  he 
wants  to,  but  we  know  the  Word  of  the 
Lord  is  true  and  that  it  will  never  fail. 
The  words  of  the  Lord  are  words  of 
comfort  and  hope,  of  strength  and  cour- 
age, and  of  love  and  compassion.  And 
they  are  all  true;  they  will  never  fail,  but 
will  stand  when  the  world  is  rocking  and 
reeling,  for  they  will  never  fail. 

Spiritual  Sleep 

Esther  Holland 
With  the  coldness  and  indifference  that 
has   settled   down  upon   the   nations   and 
especially  the  churches,  it  is  time  to  read 


Peter's  exhortation  and  Paul's  words  ad- 
monishing us  to  awaken,  and  the  words 
of  Jesus  to  watch.  For  there  is  great 
danger  of  this  terrible  sleep  to  overtake 
us  if  we  are  negligent  in  watching  unto 
prayer.  May  God  help  us  to  see  the  danger 
that  confronts  us  and  cause  us  to  be  more 
alert,  spiritually,  exercising  the  power 
that  God  has  given  unto  us.  It  is  appal- 
ling to  go  into  the  churches  of  the  land 
today  and  see  the  small  interest  that  is 
manifested  in  lost  souls.  Let  us  be  up  and 
doing   lest   we   fall   into   the  same  gutter. 

The  Command  of  Jesus  to  Watch 

Mark    13:35-36 

As  Jesus  taught  the  disciples  of  His 
second  coming,  He  told  them  of  things 
that  would  take  place  and  showed  them 
the  horror  of  not  being  prepared  to  meet 
Him  when  He  returns,  by  giving  them 
the  parable  of  the  man  that  left  for  a 
season  and  left  his  goods  in  the  hands  of 
others  to  be  used  that  he  might  receive 
his  own  with  usury  upon  his  return.  Je- 
sus emphasized  the  fact  that  He  was  go- 
ing away,  and  was  leaving  the  gospel  in 
the  hands  of  the  disciples  and  of  others 
who  would  become  disciples  through  their 
word,  and  that  He  was  depending  on 
them  and  the  others  who  would  be  called 
into  the  world  to  carry  the  gospel  to  those 
in  darkness.  Then  He  said,  in  order  for  us 
to  be  acceptable  with  Him  upon  His  re- 
turn, that  it  was  necessary  that  we  should 
watch.  Watch  our  prayer  life  lest  it  be- 
come barren;  watch  our  Bible  study  lest 
we  find  ourselves  not  informed;  watch 
our  daily  walk  lest  someone  should  be  led 
astray  because  of  our  shortcomings; 
watch  our  conversation  lest  we  should 
offend  in  word.  So  let  us  take  heed  to  the 
warning  of  Jesus  and  be  always  watching 
that  when  He  returns  we  shall  be  ready 
to  meet  Him  and  will  not  be  found 
sleeping. 

Awake  to  Strength 
Isaiah   52:1 

"Awake,  awake,  put  on  thy  strength, 
O  Zion;  put  on  thy  beautiful  garments, 
O  Jerusalem,  the  holy  city,  for  hence- 
forth there  shall  no  more  come  into  thee 
the  uncircumcised  and  the  unclean."  We 
are  told  in  various  places  in  the  Word 
that  our  strength  comes  from  God.  Yet 
this  verse  is  admonishing  the  Church  to 
awaken  to  the  strength  that  is  needful  in 
this  hour  when  it  seems  that  all  else  is 
failing.  The  strength  of  the  Church  de- 
pends on  the  Church  coming  into  prayer 
before  the  throne  of  God.  But  when  the 
Church  as  a  whole  will  come  before  the 
Almighty  God  in  earnest  and  sincere 
prayer,  there  will  be  a  power  extended 
resembling  that  which  was  exercised  by 
the  early  Church.  The  beautiful  garments 
are  purchased,  or  have  been  purchased  by 
the  blood  of  Christ,  and  they  are  ready 
for  us  to  put  on  when  we  shall  be  made 
clean  in  His  blood.  How  true  is  the  type 
of  bathing  the  child  and  then  putting  on 


the  clean  clothing;  so  it  is  with  God, 
when  we  are  washed  in  His  precious 
blood,  we,  too,  can  put  on  the  beautiful 
garments  of  salvation  that  He  has  so 
bountifully  provided.  When  we  walk  in 
them,  others  will  take  notice  and  will 
begin  to  crave  for  the  garments  not 
spotted  with  sin.  Then  will  the  influence 
of  the  individual  and  the  church  be  so 
great  that  others  may  be  brought  into  the 
fold.  This  is  just  the  part  that  we  can  do 
now,  but  the  time  is  coming  when  this 
Jerusalem  will  come  down  from  God,  the 
New  Jerusalem,  and  then  will  nothing 
come  into  her  that  is  not  circumcised  and 
that  is  not  clean. 

Paul's  Admonition 

1    Cor.    15:34 

"Awake  to  righteousness,  and  sin  not; 
for  some  have  not  the  knowledge  of  God; 
I  speak  this  to  your  shame."  How  pitiful 
to  see  individuals  asleep  to  the  fact  that 
they  are  not  to  sin  after  they  have  been 
born  again!  The  blind  leading  the  blind, 
asleep  to  the  spiritual  truths  in  God's  pre- 
cious Word  which  have  been  given  that 
they  might  have  light  and  life,  and  yet 
they  stumble  over  them  because  their 
eyes  have  not  been  opened.  But  if  we 
awake  to  righteousness  and  live  the  right- 
eous life,  there  will  be  something  inside 
that  will  check  us  when  we  start  to  sin. 
I  am  thankful  for  that  witness  that  lives 
within  us  when  we  are  born  again  and 
that  it  will  convict  us  at  the  thought  of 
sin.  Let  that  voice  speak  to  you  when 
you  would  do  the  thing  that  is  question- 
able, and  you  will  find  that  God  is  there 
to  keep  you  from  sinning.  By  studying 
the  Word  of  God  and  seeking  God's  face, 
we  can  secure  knowledge,  and  surely 
when  we  have  been  born  again  we  need 
the  knowledge  of  God  that  we  may  live 
in  a  way  that  will  be  pleasing  to  Him. 
If  Paul  could  write  this  to  the  shame  of 
the  Corinthian  church,  I  wonder  just 
what  he  would  write  to  us  today.  It  must 
be  that  we  are  in  a  similar  condition.  But 
let  us  take  warning  from  this  scripture 
and  awaken  to  the  fact  that  we  are  to  be 
examples  that  are  sinless  even  as  Christ 
lived  without  sinning.  We  can  do  it  by 
trusting  Him,  but  within  ourselves,  we 
will  fail.  Let  us  trust  Him  more  each 
day. 

Awake  the   Dead 
Eph.    5:14 

"Awake  thou  that  sleepest,  and  arise 
from  the  dead,  and  Christ  shall  give  thee 
light."  Following  up  the  former  topic, 
surely  if  we  continue  to  sin,  the  time 
will  come  that  we  will  be  spiritually 
dead.  And  this  is  the  message  to  them 
who  are  spiritually  dead:  Awaken,  and 
rise,  and  Christ  shall  give  thee  light.  There 
are  some  who  have  awakened,  but  they 
have  not  arisen,  they  don't  have  the  deter- 
mination to  remain  awake,  but  are  just 
ready  to  go  back  to  sleep.  The  dead 
(spiritually)    member   of    the    church    is 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


just  like  anything  else  that  is  dead,  and 
many  would  not  like  to  be  called  dead 
who  are  dead.  They  have  forsaken  the 
commandments  of  God  and  have  substi- 
tuted the  commandments  of  men  to 
satisfy  their  conscience  and  therefore  have 
gone  to  sleep  or  have  died  spiritually. 
Would  to  God  that  they  would  hear  the 
voice  of  God,  awaken,  arise  and  get  close 
enough  to  God  that  His  light  could  shine 
upon  them.  He  is  anxious  to  give  us  more 
light  and  to  see  us  grow  in  Him,  rather 
than  that  some  should  die.  But  the  age 
in  which  we  are  living  shows  that  many 
have  died  and  are  walking  corpses.  God 
forbid  that  that  spirit  should  grow,  but 
that  we  do  everything  in  our  power  to 
stop  it  and  to  help  others  to  see  the  great 
need  of  being  spiritually  awake,  for  the 
person  who  is  dead  knows  not  anything, 
and  if  we  become  dead  spiritually,  we 
will  know  nothing  about  the  light  of 
God  or  the  work  He  would  have  us  do, 
or  the  experience  He  would  give  unto  us. 
If  any  age  has  needed  awake  and  alert 
Christians,  it  is  this  age.  Let  us  fulfill 
the  will  of  God  and  let  His  light  shine 
forth  in  our  lives  as  never  before. 
"Let  it  shine  on  me,  shine  on  me, 
Let   the  light  from   the  lighthouse  shine 

on  me, 
Let  it  shine  on  me,  shine  on  me, 
Let   the  light  from   the  lighthouse  shine 

on  me." 

The  Two  Ways 

Matt.  7:13-14 

Alda  B.  Rankin  McLcndon 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

We  are  living  in  a  day  of  many  high- 
ways. Great  efforts  are  being  put  forth 
to  make  our  highways  safe  and  better. 
Much  is  being  done  to  bring  the  highway 
hazards  to  the  minimum  and  millions  of 
dollars  are  being  spent  to  make  our  high- 
ways safer.  Caution  is  taken  to  do  away 
with  the  short  curves  and  places  that 
may  cause  wrecks  along  our  highways. 
Where  this  is  impossible,  signs  are  placed 
near  the  places  of  danger,  in  order  to 
warn  the  traveler. 

People  on  every  hand  are  greatly  con- 
cerned about  our  highways,  and  it  is 
certainly  needful  that  we  should  be  in 
this  day  of  rapid  travel.  Highways  now 
reach  across  the  United  States  and  Canada 
and  are  so  well  marked  that  one  need  not 
lose  his  way  on  these  main  highways. 

We  do  not  wish  to  minimize  the  im- 
portance of  the  great  highways  of  our 
nation,  which  make  it  possible  for  us  to 
travel  across  the  great  expanse  to  visit 
our  loved  ones  and  friends;  but  in  this 
lesson  we  wish  to  consider  two  ways  that 
should  cause  us  far  more  concern  than 
the  highways  of  our  great  nation. 

The  Way  of  Life 

John    14:6 
In  this  scripture  we  have  the  words  of 


Jesus  as  He  says,  "I  am  the  way,  the 
truth,  and  the  life:  no  man  cometh  unto 
the  Father,  but  by  me,"  and  also  in  John 
10:9  Jesus  says,  "I  am  the  door:  by  me 
if  any  man  enter  in,  he  shall  be  saved, 
and  shall  go  in  and  out,  and  find  pasture." 
Jesus  also  says,  "He  that  entereth  not  by 
the  door  but  climbeth  up  some  other  way, 
the  same  is  a  thief  and  a  robber." 

We  learn  from  these  scriptures  that 
there  is  only  one  way  to  eternal  life,  and 
that  way  is  Jesus.  As  we  search  the  scrip- 
tures, we  find  a  description  of  this  way. 
These  we  might  compare  to  the  signs 
along  our  highways,  which  describe  the 
condition  of  the  road  ahead.  Let  us  then 
consider  the  description  of  the  way  of  life 
in  this  manner.  As  we  journey  along  the 
way  of  life,  we  approach  the  signs  which 
inform  us  "The  Narrow  Way;"  "The 
Way  of  Peace;"  "The  Right  Way;"  "The 
Everlasting  Way;"  "The  Good  Way;" 
"The  More  Excellent  Way;"  and  "The 
Holy  Way." 

I  wonder  if  such  signs  as  these  should- 
n't be  enough  to  inform  us  that  we  were 
traveling  on  the  right  highway.  We  have 
such  a  description  of  the  way  of  life  given 
us  in  the  Bible,  and  how  careful  we  should 
each  be  to  travel  this  way,  for  it  is  the 
only  safe  way  and  the  only  way  to 
eternal  life. 

Let  us  look  again  into  the  Scripture 
for  a  more  detailed  description  of  the  way 
of  life;  for  most  everyone  desires  all  the 
information  obtainable  concerning  the 
highway  he  is  going  to  take,  and  the  place 
to  which  the  highway  shall  lead  him.  In 
Isaiah  35:8-10  we  find  this  description: 
"And  an  highway  shall  be  there,  and  a 
way,  and  it  shall  be  called  The  way  of 
holiness;  the  unclean  shall  not  pass  over 
it;  but  it  shall  be  for  those:  the  wayfaring 
men,  though  fools,  shall  not  err  therein. 
No  lion  shall  be  there,  nor  any  rav- 
enous beast  shall  go  up  thereon,  it  shall 
not  be  found  there;  but  the  redeemed 
shall  walk  there:  And  the  ransomed  of 
the  Lord  shall  return,  and  come  to  Zion 
with  songs  and  everlasting  joy  upon  their 
heads:  they  shall  obtain  joy  and  gladness, 
and  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  flee  away." 

What  more  could  we  ask  than  is  prom- 
ised us  in  the  way  of  life?  It  is  true  we 
have  trials  and  testings  along  the  way, 
but  who  would  not  be  willing  to  endure 
them  to  gain  such  a  prize?  Think  of  the 
hardships  people  suffered  in  the  early  days 
trying  to  make  their  way  to  what  they 
thought  would  bring  them  into  posses- 
sion of  that  valuable  gold,  yet  in  the  end 
to  find  disappointment  and  heartache.  But 
such  is  not  the  case  with  the  way  of  life 
for  "if  we  suffer  with  Christ,  we  shall 
also  reign  with  him,"   2  Tim.   2:12. 

The  Way  of  Death 

"There  is  a  way  which  seemeth  right 
unto  a  man,  but  the  end  thereof  are  the 
ways  of  death,"  Prov.   14:12. 


From  the  viewpoint  of  man,  the  way  of 
death  may  seem  very  attractive,  for  with 
the  fall  of  man  the  curse  of  sin  came  upon 
the  human  race,  who  in  his  natural  state 
cf  depravity  cannot  think  rightly  or  see 
clearly,  but  is  blinded  by  the  power  of 
Satan.  In  this  blindness,  the  devil  m.y 
point  to  him  a  burning  picture  of  the 
great  attractions  on  the  way  to  death. 
Of  course,  the  devil  never  tells  the  trav- 
eler that  this  way  will  lead  to  death  in 
the  end,  but  deceives  the  traveler  by 
telling  him  what  a  good  time  he  can  have 
on   this  way. 

God  has  been  so  faithful  in  warning  us 
not  to  take  the  way  of  death.  He  tells  us 
it  is  A  Broad  Way,  A  Dark  Way,  A  Dan- 
gerous Way,  A  Hard  Way,  and  that  death 
awaits  the  traveler  at  the  end.  I  wonder 
how  many  people  would  travel  a  highway 
that  had  signs  all  along  the  way  warning 
them  that  death  would  overtake  them  if 
they  went  on  that  highway.  That  is  ex- 
actly what  multitudes  are  doing  today, 
traveling  so  rapidly  on  the  way  to  death, 
while  God  has  placed  signs  all  along  the 
way  warning  them  of  the  danger  and 
doom  that  awaits  them  if  they  continue 
to  travel  this  way.  The  traveler  on  this 
way  will  give  many  excuses  for  traveling 
this  way  but  to  no  avail  when  he  reaches 
the  end. 

Remember  the  scripture,  "There  is  a 
way  that  seemeth  right  unto  man,  but 
the  end  thereof  are  the  ways  of  death." 

Which  Way  Will   You  Choose? 

Every  one  of  us  is  either  traveling  The 
Way  of  Life  or  The  Way  of  Death.  Permit 
me  in  closing  to  sum  up  the  main  points 
that  should  so  grip  us  and  stir  our  hearts 
that  not  one  who  hears  this  lesson  shall 
fail  to  choose  the  right  way. 

As  has  been  set  forth  in  our  lesson, 
The  Way  of  Life  is  the  narrow  way,  the 
right  way,  the  everlasting  way,  the  way 
of  peace,  the  good  way,  the  happy  way, 
the  more  excellent  way,  and  the  holy  way. 

On  the  other  hand,  The  Way  of  Death 
is  the  broad  way,  the  way  of  darkness, 
the  wrong  way,  the  way  of  sadness,  the 
hard  way,  the  sinful  way,  and  the  way  of 
everlasting  punishment  which  separates 
one  forever  from  all  that  is  good  and 
pure.  The  wages  of  sin  is  death,  but  the 
gift  of  God  is  eternal  life  through  Jesus 
Christ   our  Lord.   Rom.   6:23. 

Which   way,   then,   will   you   choose? 

Note  of  Thanks 

We  want  to  thank  Miss  Alva  Mae  Mc- 
Clure  and  the  splendid  young  people  of 
Maryland  for  the  Mother's  Day  telegram 
sent  from  their  state  convention  at 
Easton,  Maryland  .We  are  glad  to  have 
such  a  loyal  group  of  children.  We  also 
want  to  thank  our  individual  children 
throughout  the  country  who  sent 
Mother's  Day  greetings.  We  appreciate 
you.  God  bless  you  every  one. 


June,  1941 
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Contributions  by  Young  Writers 


Investing  Our  Time 

Louise  Van  Meter 


The  thought  often  comes  of  how  near 
the  coming  of  Jesus  is  and  the  time  is  so 
short  for  us  to  work,  we  must  make  the 
most  of  our  time.  Each  day  is  a  sacred 
trust  and  brings  us  nearer  to  the  end. 
Each  moment  that  is  lost  brings  sadness 
to  someone.  Lost  time  can  never  be  re- 
gained. Time  waits  for  no  man  but  the 
minutes  slip  into  the  past  whether  we 
have  made  good  use  of  them  or  not.  Since 
our  time  to  work  for  Jesus  is  limited  let 
us  seek  to  invest  every  minute  of  our 
lives  so  that  it  will  bring  happy  returns. 

I  would  say  the  first  great  investment 
for  those  who  are  unsaved  would  be  to 
take  time  to  seek  God. 

Eccles.  12:1,  "Remember  now  thy 
creator  in  the  days  of  thy  youth."  This 
was  Solomon's  advice  to  all  young  people. 
So  many  of  our  young  people  when  asked 
to  accept  Christ  say  "not  tonight."  Others 
say,  "I  can't  now,  but  I  mean  to  before 
I  die."  To  the  procrastinator,  if  you  ever 
want  to  be  saved,  now  is  the  time  because 
it  is  God's  time.  He  wouldn't  have  you 
delay  one  moment  because  He  knows 
your  peril.  "Behold,  now  is  the  accepted 
time;  behold,  now  is  the  day  of  salva- 
tion." 2  Cor.  6:2b.  "Today  if  ye  will  hear 
his  voice,  harden  not  your  hearts,"  Heb. 
3:15. 

What  are  you  waiting  for?  To  better 
yourself?  This  is  just  a  waste  of  precious 
time  as  you  are  only  a  hindrance.  Why 
don't  you  get  out  of  the  way  and  let 
Christ  save  you?  If  man  would  have  been 
fit  to  save  himself,  Christ  would  never 
have  gone  to  Calvary. 

There  is  no  time  to  be  lost  for  God  said, 
"My  spirit  shall  not  always  strive  with 
man."  Amos  4:12.  "Prepare  to  meet  thy 
God."  Heb.  10:31.  It  is  a  fearful  thing 
to  fall  into  the  hands  of  a  living  God. 

Just  as  true  as  there  is  a  God  that's 
how  true  the  fact  is  that  we  are  going  to 
have  to  face  Him,  prepared  or  unprepared. 
Have  you  no  alarm  when  you  think  of 
the  judgment?  Will  you  dare  to  tell  the 
judge  the  foolish  excuse  which  you  give 
us?  It  doesn't  matter  how  much  you  tell 
Him  you  meant  to  be  saved,  it  will  be  too 
late  then. 

One  writer  says,  "The  road  to  hell  is 
paved  with  good  intentions." 

I  dare  say  that  all  who  are  lost  now 
meant  to  be  Christians  some  day.  Why 
don't  you  stop  meaning  to  and  begin  do- 
ing something  about  it?  Remember  the 
time  is  short.  For  those  who  have  found 
Christ  and  possess  the  blessing,  I  would 
say  it  is  time  to  tell  others  of  Jesus. 

So  many  times  when  visiting  we  talk  of 
everything  but  Christ.  We  go  to  visit  a 


sick  friend,  but  we  seldom  give  their  sin- 
sick  soul  a  thought.  We  tell  of  different 
doctors  but  we  seldom  mention  Jesus, 
the  doctor  who  can  cure  any  disease. 

I  would  think  that  the  story  of  Jesus 
is  the  sweetest  that  was  ever  told,  yet 
most  of  us  haven't  time  to  tell  it.  Not 
very  many  of  our  Christian  young  people 
will  talk  of  Christ,  even  with  a  Christian. 
They  seem  to  have  the  idea  that,  "I  have 
salvation  but  I'm  not  going  to  tell  you 
about  the  joy  it  brings  or  how  to  get  it." 

When  Nathaniel  was  saved,  he  went  to 
tell  his  brother  what  he  had  found. 

Let  us  pray  that  we  love  Christ  more, 
for  if  there  is  enough  love  burning  in  our 
hearts  we  will  take  time  to  tell  others 
about  Him  whom  we  love. 

The  next  investment  would  be  to  take 
time  to  watch  for  our  Lord's  return.  We 
do  not  know  the  year  or  day  in  which 
our  Lord  will  return,  but  we  know  that 
He  told  us  to  watch  and  be  ready.  Chris- 
tians have  been  looking  for  this  for  years. 
Many  have  grown  discouraged  and  even 
said,  "He's  never  coming  back."  But  He 
said,  "In  such  an  hour  as  ye  think  not,  the 
Son  of  God  cometh."  So  it  pays  us  to 
watch. 

We  read  of  the  things  that  are  to  hap- 
pen before  His  coming,  false  christs, 
wars,  rumors  of  wars,  earthquakes,  and 
perilous  times  and  other  things  which  are 
happening    today. 

Luke  21:2  8,  "And  when  these  things 
begin  to  come  to  pass,  then  look  up,  and 
lift  up  your  heads;  for  your  redemption 
draweth  nigh."  But,  "Watch  ye  there- 
fore, and  pray  always,  that  ye  may  be 
accounted  worthy  to  escape  all  these 
things  that  shall  come  to  pass,  and  to 
stand  before  the  Son  of  man."  Luke 
21:36. 

No  Uncleanness  Can  Enter  Heaven 

Kubye  Boone 
Col.    3:1-6 

"If  ye  then  be  risen  with  Christ,  seek 
those  things  which  are  above,  where 
Christ  sitteth  on  the  right  hand  of  God. 
Set  your  affections  on  things  above,  not 
on  the  things  of  the  earth." 

If  we  are  risen  with  Christ,  we  should 
seek  things  which  are  above,  not  earthly 
things  but  heavenly  things.  If  we  seek 
things  of  the  earth  we  are  not  risen  with 
Christ  because  Christ  is  not  of  the  earth 
but  of  heaven.  So  therefore  if  we  want  to 
be  with  Christ  we  must  leave  all  earthly 
things  behind  and  seek  to  gain  heavenly 
things. 

"When  Christ  who  is  our  life  shall 
appear,  then  shall  we  also  appear  with 
Him  in  glory."  If  He  is  our  life,  we  have 
certainly  got  to  be  clean  because  Christ 


Himself  is  clean  and  He  will  not  stay  in 
an  unclean  place.  And  if  He  is  our  life, 
He  will  appear  and  we  shall  appear  with 
Him  in  glory.  If  we  are  with  Christ  we 
will  not  do  any  of  the  worldly  things, 
like  drinking,  cursing,  smoking  or  using 
tobacco  in  any  form.  We  will  not  use 
the  make-up  of  this  world,  but  will  leave 
it   all   behind. 

Some  women  and  girls  think  that  if 
they  are  not  painted  and  fixed  up  to  the 
top  notch  they  can't  go  anywhere.  People 
think  they  have  to  curse,  drink,  smoke 
and  gamble  to  be  in  society,  but  I'm 
telling  you  we  can't  do  this  and  go  where 
Jesus  is.  He  didn't  do  any  of  it  when  He 
was  here  on  this  earth  and  He  won't  al- 
low anyone  who  does  do  it  to  enter  into 
heaven.  The  Bible  teaches  us  that  every- 
thing will  be  clean  up  there  and  I'm 
telling  you  if  we  ever  expect  to  go  to 
heaven  we  have  to  be  clean,  too.  Everyone 
who  enters  there  will  have  to  have  on  a 
spotless  garment  and  I'm  sure  that  if  we 
do  the  things  of  this  world  our  garments 
will  not  be  spotless.  God  said  for  us  to 
cleanse  ourselves  from  all  the  filthiness 
of  the  flesh,  and  if  using  tobacco  and 
such  is  not  filthy,  I  don't  know  what  is. 
He  said  for  us  to  be  clean  and  if  we  are 
not  clean  He  will  say  to  us  on  the  day  of 
judgment,  "Depart  from  me,  I  never 
knew  you."  I'm  sure  that  will  be  an 
awful  time  for  those  who  are  unprepared 
to  meet  God.  Heaven  is  cheap  at  any  cost, 
so  dear  sinners,  let  me  beg  you  as  one 
who  loves  your  souls  to  come  across,  pay 
the  price  and  let  God  save  you  and  take 
you  home  to  heaven  when  the  time  comes 
for  you  to  leave  this  world. 

"For  ye  are  dead,  and  your  life  is  hid 
with  Christ  in  God."  This  does  not  mean 
that  we  cease  breathing  but  it  means  that 
we  are  dead  to  the  world  and  the  things 
of  the  world  and  are  living  for  Christ  and 
doing  the  things  He  wants  us  to  do. 

"Mortify  therefore  your  members 
which  are  upon  the  earth;  fornication, 
uncleanness,  inordinate  affection,  evil 
concupiscence,  and  covetousness,  which  is 
idolatry."  God  wants  us  to  put  all  these 
things  away  from  us  and  turn  our  backs 
on  them  because  they  are  of  the  devil  and 
we  can't  serve  God  and  the  devil  both. 
If  we  are  going  to  serve  God,  we  can't 
serve  the  devil,  and  if  we  are  going  to 
serve  the  devil  we  can't  expect  any  bless- 
ings from  God. 

"For  which  things  sake  the  wrath  of 
God  cometh  on  the  children  of  disobedi- 
ence." If  we  go  on  and  disobey  God  and 
do  the  things  of  this  world,  God's  wrath 
will  be  poured  out  upon  us  and  we  will  be 
punished  in  some  way  for  disobeying  God. 
When  it  is  too  late,  we  will  see  our  mis- 
take and  beg  God  for  mercy  but  it  will 
be  of  no  use  because  He  said  His  Spirit 
would  not  always  strive  with  man,  and 
His  Spirit  will  have  ceased  striving  with 
us  and  we  will  have  to  go  down  into  the 
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fiery  lake  of  hell  and  be  burned  and  tor- 
mented throughout  eternity,  when  we 
could  have  easily  obeyed  God  and  gone  to 
heaven  with  Him  to  enjoy  the  things  He 
is  preparing  for  those  who  will  live  for 
and  serve  Him. 

Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
richest  and  best  things  of  his  life.  He 
should  realize  that  he  is  responsible  for 
'the  character  and  influence  of  his  home- 
life,  and  if  it  should  fail  to  be  what  it 
ought  to  be,  the  blame  and  guilt  must  lie 
upon  his  own  soul. 

We  one  time  heard  a  story  of  a  father 
who  was  gone  from  home  most  of  the 
time.  One  night  he  came  home  for  dinner 
and  his  wife  said,  "John,  you  are  always 
out  having  a  good  time  and  I  must  stay 
constantly  is  the  house  taking  care  of 
the  children.  Now  this  evening  I  plan  to 
go  out  and  let  you  keep  them;"  and  after 
so  long  a  time  John  consented.  The  chil- 
dren played  around  for  some  time  and  he 
decided  it  was  time  for  them  to  retire. 
So  he  went  out  into  the  yard  to  call  them 
in.  His  only  trouble  was  with  one  little 
fellow,  but  finally  he  got  them  all  in  and 
put  them  to  bed.  Late  that  night  mother 
came  home.  She  said,  "Well,  John,  how 
did  you  get  along  with  the  children?" 
"All  right,"  he  said,  "with  all  but  the 
little  red-headed  fellow.  I  had  a  time  with 
him."  "Oh,"  she  said,  "that  isn't  our 
child.  He  is  our  neighbor's  little  boy."  So 
it  is  with  some  fathers.  They  hardly  know 
their  own  children. 

Here  is  a  clipping  that  fell  into  my 
hands  recently.  It  tells  of  a  father  who 
believed  in  his  home  and  was  willing  to 
take  his  stand  in  protecting  it. 

A  flippant  young  woman  was  calling 
at  a  southern  gentleman's  home  in  Los 
Angeles.  She  asked,  "May  I  smoke?" 

"Not  in  my  house,"  said  the  host. 

"Why,  why  not?"  she  demanded  with 
opened  eyes.  The  serene  man  looked  into 
the  pallied  face,  already  showing  the  rav- 
ages of  tobacco  upon  feminine  features, 
and  answered  quietly: 

"There  is  a  standard  of  dignity  and  re- 
spect that  I  must  preserve  in  my  home. 
A  woman  smoking  reduces  that  standard 
and  reverence  a  home  should  have.  Since 
smoking  is  a  silly  habit,  but  lately  adopted 
by  some  women — one  not  essential  to  her 
comfort,  nor  conducive  to  the  happiness 
of  a  private  home  where  she  may  be  call- 
ing— it  is  no  breach  of  hospitality  to  for- 
bid, but  it  is  an  impertinence  for  a  wom- 
an to  suggest  smoking." 

The  visitor  apologetically  asked:  "May 
I  smoke  in  the  yard?" 

"By  no  means,"  he  answered.  "There 
are  children  playing  next  door.  It  would 
be  a  bad  influence  upon  them  and  sinis- 
ter, to  see  a  woman  smoking.  There  are 
passers-by  who  would  wonder,  and  per- 
haps suspect  us  of  entertaining  question- 


able characters.  No,  you  must  excuse  me 
if  I  forbid  smoking  on  my  premises  by 
any  woman.  I  owe  that  much  protection 
to  my  home.  I  cannot  and  will  not  cheap- 
en its  standard  and  dignity." 

What  kind  of  a  father  are  you? 

And  now  I'm  going  to  change  my 
subject  and  give  you  some  of  the  secrets 
of  my  work  with  our  young  people.  I 
am  in  this  work  because  I  love  you  and 
want  to  help  you,  but  I  am  sure  that 
sometimes  some  of  you  feel  just  a  little 
hurt  at  me  because  I  do  not  publish  that 
poem  or  letter  or  article  you  sent  in.  I 
wish  you  could  come  over  some  time  and 
work  with  us  for  awhile  and  we  could 
really  give  you  a  glimpse  of  our  work 
and  the  material  that  comes  to  our  of- 
fice. It  is  impossible  for  us  to  use  eveiy- 
thing,  and  since  it  is,  it  might  be  yours 
that  is  left  out.  I  am  trying  to  put  out 
an  inspirational  paper  for  you  and  I  must 
be  the  one  to  decide  what  might  be  most 
helpful.  So  if  you  feel  hurt  about  it,  will 
you   think   it   over   and   forgive   me? 

Now  let  me  tell  you  what  I  want  you 
to  do.  Get  you  a  loose  leaf  notebook  and 
fill  it  with  paper.  As  you  write  your 
poems  always  keep  one  and  put  it  in  this 
ntoebook.  If  it  is  not  published  then 
you  will  have  it  safe  in  your  scrapbook. 
When  you  get  older  then  you  can  see  how 
much  you  have  improved.  Be  sure  to 
write  lots  of  them.  Improve  your  talent 
all  you  can.  Maybe  you  will  some  day  be 
a  great  poet.  If  you  knew  the  history  of 
all  great  writers  they  had  many  refusals 
before  their  work  was  accepted.  But,  it 
is  not  always  because  your  poem  or 
article  is  not  good  that  we  do  not  pub- 
lish it  but  because  there  is  not  room. 
Then,  too,  we  are  trying  to  put  out  a 
well  balanced  paper  and  do  not  choose  to 
use  too  much  of  any  one  thing  in  any 
department.  We  hope  you  understand  us 
now  a  little  better,  and  that  you  will  love 
us  and  try  to  help  us  with  your  prayers. 
God  bless  you. 

We  failed  to  inform  our  readers  who 
our  little  mother  and  children  were  on 
the  cover  page  of  our  Mother's  Day  is- 
sue. We  are  sorry  that  we  overlooked 
this  important  information.  We  take 
great  pleasure  in  introducing  to  you  Mrs. 
Flavius  Joe  McLain  and  her  little  daugh- 
ters, Norma  Sue,  left,  and  Alora,  right. 
Mrs.  McLain  is  the  youngest  daughter  of 
the  late  Rev.  and  Mrs.  F.  M.  Waldron 
whom  many  of  the  readers  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway   will   remember. 


Northwest  Bible  School 

(Continued   from   page    18) 
being   with   joy   and   is   an   inspiration   to 
those  who  are  lonely  and  sad.  Our  music 
department  includes  Theory,  Sight  Sing- 
ing, and  Chorus.  The  Theory  Class  is  a 


foundation  for  the  study  of  music  and  is 
almost  necessary  for  those  who  want  to 
make  further  study  in  music.  We  also 
included  in  our  work  this  year  the  funda- 
mentals of  harmony  and  chord  construc- 
tion. In  Sight  Singing  we  have  learned  to 
sight  read  by  syllables  without  musical 
accompaniment.  This  has  been  very  help- 
ful to  us  in  our  chorus  singing.  Our 
Chorus  Class  has  been  a  period  of  enjoy- 
ment and  relaxation;  it  has  proved  to  be 
one  of  the  most  delightful  and  interesting 
classes  in  school.  Sister  Henrietta  Sanders 
has  taught  the  music  classes  very  success- 
fully. 

Our  Church  History  Class,  with  Sister 
Sanders  teaching  also  concludes  the  first- 
year  course.  When  I  came  to  school  I 
didn't  think  history  was  going  to  be  very 
important  or  interesting  but  we  soon 
learned  different.  History  is  more  than  a 
group  of  dead  facts;  it  is  a  living  force. 
This  class  has  been  a  blessing  and  inspira- 
tion to  us  many  times.  We  have  traced 
the  history  of  Christianity  from  its  lowly 
beginnings  at  the  day  of  Pentecost  up  to 
the  present  time.  We  have  watched  it 
carefully  through  its  different  periods  of 
development — the  early  church  with  its 
simple  forms  of  worship,  its  great  hope 
in  the  second  coming  of  Christ,  and  its 
gospel  of  service  and  brotherly  love.  Our 
hearts  were  saddened  as  we  saw  it  almost 
strangled  in  its  infancy  by  the  great 
Roman  persecution  and  as  we  watched  it 
change  from  a  reality  to  formality. 
Eagerly,  we've  watched  the  flame  of 
Christianity  that  Jesus  lighted  as  it  has 
burned  for  nearly  twenty  centuries.  We 
have  watched  that  flame  spread  and  grow 
bright;  also,  we  have  seen  it  flicker  and 
almost  go  out.  Our  hearts  have  been  filled 
with  a  deeper  appreciation  and  gratitude 
to  those  who  have  suffered  untold  agonies 
and  given  their  all  to  keep  that  flame 
burning  and  to  give  us  what  we  have 
today.  That  light — that  flame — is  in  our 
hands  today  and  we  want  to  keep  it 
burning  brightly.  From  our  class  I  want 
to  say  that  we  desire  your  prayers  that 
we  may  be  able  to  hold  fast  to  that  which 
we  have  learned  here  and  use  it  to  make 
this  flame  glow  brighter. 

We  have  named  our  class  "Torch- 
bearers"  and  that  is  what  we  want  to  be 
all  our  lives.  We  want  our  lives  to  be  a 
credit  and  honor  to  our  church,  to  our 
school,  and  most  of  all  to  our  Master, 
Jesus  Christ. 

Exchange  Page 

(Continued  from  page  13) 
cover  to  cover. 

May  God  richly  bless  you  in  your  work, 
for  eternity  alone  will  reveal  all  the  good 
you  are  doing. 

I  have  been  a  reader  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway  for  the  past  two  years. — Celia 
E.  Harre,  McLeansboro,  111. 


June,  1941 
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Dor  Friend: 

It  is  impossible  for  me  to  tell  you  how 
much  I  have  enjoyed  the  magazines  you 
have  been  sending  me.  I  have  never  read 
any  religious  paper  or  magazine  to  com- 
pare with  it.  Will  the  company  allow  a 
person  who  is  not  a  member  of  their  de- 
nomination to  take  the  magazine?  I  would 
like  very  much  to  subscribe  for  it.  I  took 
the  copies  you  sent  me  to  mother  and 
she  is  enjoying  them  as  much  as  I  did. — 
Sincerely,  Laura  Green. 

Note:  Our  paper  is  being  published  for 
young  people  everywhere  and  we  surely 
appreciate  subscriptions  from  people  of 
other  churches. — Ed. 

Daily  Vacation  Bible  School 

(Continued  from  paee   11) 
Birth  of  Jesus 

A  splendid  new  way  of  telling  the  old, 
old  story.  Based  on  the  gospel  narratives 
of  Matthew  and  Luke.  Has  an  unusual 
object  lesson.  Complete  with  figures,  2  5c. 

Activity  Handwork  for  pupils  to  be 
used  with  the  Manual  of  Visible  Teaching 
—  10c. 

Ten   Commandments 

Thirteen  pictures  to  color  and  verse  to 
memorize.   10c. 
Creation  and  Recreation  Color  Craft  Set 

Thirteen    pictures    with    scripture    for 
each.   10c. 
Picture-Verse  Handwork  for  Little  Folks 

Just  the  kind  of  pictures  small  children 
want   for  coloring.    10c. 

Daily  Vacation  Bible  School  Card 

An  enrollment  and  attendance  card  in 
one.  Can  be  used  from  one  to  five  weeks, 
then  filed  for  future  use.  The  newest  for 
vacation  schools.  10c  per  dozen;  75c  per 
hundred. 

Saltation  Songs  for  Children,  by  Ruth 
P.   Overholtzer.   Price,   3  5c. 

This  book  has  one  hundred  beautiful 
songs  and  just  the  choruses  you  will  need 
for  your  Vacation  School. 

Another  book  is  Juvenile  Hosannas,  by 
R.  E.  Winsett.  It  will  also  be  good  for 
your  children's  work.  It  contains  65 
songs.  Price,  15c.  Send  50c  for  both  of 
them. 

Everybody  should  be  interested  in  the 
children,  so  why  not  take  up  an  offering 
in  your  church  and  send  for  all  the  ma- 
terial you  need. 

Home-Life  With  God 

(Continued  from  page   14) 
swered,  "Sure,  son,  get  your  mother  and 
sisters  and  let's  try  it  out." 

"It  is  arranged  for  only  four  to  play, 
father." 

The  older  sister  spoke  up,  "That's  all 
right  with  me;  if  it  won't  disturb  you, 
I'll  play  the  piano  quietly."  During  the 
progress  of  the  game  much  information 
was  gleaned.  There  was  keen  competition, 


yet  a  sweet  spirit  was  maintained.  The 
parents  had  many  opportunities  to  enter 
the  lives  of  their  children  through  con- 
versation,  fellowship   and  example. 

Harmony,  unselfishness  and  peace  pre- 
vailed in  this  home  because  the  father  and 
mother  had  dedicated  themselves  and 
their  children  to  the  service  of  their  heav- 
enly Father  and  were  endeavoring  to  live 
according  to  His  will. 
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Alabama                         .1,208  7,361 

Arizona    9S 

Arkansas     .                           305  1,639 

California                              196  1,080 

Colorado     .                            28  112 

Delaware    .                            98  3  90 

Foreign  ...                513  2,8  36 

Florida    ..                 2,292  16,585 

Georgia                         ..    3,774  23,087 

Iowa    ..                      42  294 

Idaho    ..                                  70  5  53 

Illinois    .                              5  89  4,719 

Indiana  ..                             162  1,214 

Kansas    .                  112  646 

Kentucky                     ....1,952  8,449 

Louisiana    346  1,984 

Maine  ..                                 70  50  5 

Maryland          45  5  2,624 

Massachusetts  .._•_ 17  34 

Minnesota  56  386 

Michigan    294  2,011 

Mississippi    414  2,98  5 

Missouri  271  1,998 

Montana  84  574 

Nebraska    84 

New  Jersey 70  5  54 

New  Mexico 71  793 

New  York  14  84 


North  Carolina              4,298  18,763 

North  Dakota                      154  1,05  3 

Ohio                                 .    668  4,399 

Oklahoma                            280  1,969 

Oregon                                    54  272 

Pennsylvania                        677  4,624 

Rhode   Island  100 

South  Carolina  „ 5,060  36,157 

South  Dakota                         98  997 

Tennessee  1,890  15,876 

Texas    .                                969  5,110 

Virginia    727  5,120 

Washington    84  5  78 

Washington,  D.  C 14  98 

West   Virginia   1,02  5  7,768 

Wyoming  .                             28  126 

Ralph  Williams  is  the  happy  winner  of 
the  cash  prize  of  $5.00  for  selling  the 
most  papers  and  having  the  money  in  on 
time. 

Honor  Roll 

Mrs.   Frances   Hobbs,   Thomaston,   Ga. 

Mrs.  Ollie  Hill,  Riverside,  Ga. 

Harry   Henderson,   Lindale,    Ga. 

T.  J.  Collins,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 

Shirell  Avery,  Erwin,  N.  C. 

Miss  Gladys  Goff,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 

PLAYS 

THE  UNBROKEN  CIRCLE 
By  E.  E.  Coleman 

A  SEARCH  IN  VAIN 
By  Verlene  McCay 

Order  from  Lighted  Pathway,  Cleve- 
land, Tenn.   Price  25c  each. 


This  group  consists  of  both  Junior  and  Senior  young  people  from  Columbia,  S.  C. 
This  picture  was  sent  in  at  the  close  of  a  contest  between  "reds"  and  "blues."  Those 
who  won  in  the  contest  agreed  to  have  this  picture  made  for  the  Lighted  Pathway.  May 
God  bless  and  give  this  Y.  P.  E.  success  in  the  future. — Editor. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Hoofs  of  Brass 


Betty  Blanche  Ross 


(Continued  from   April  issue) 

"I  don't  suppose  you  had  ever  thought 
about  the  composition  of  horseshoes,  had 
you,  Mary  Jane?"  daddy  asked. 

"No,  Daddy,  never  in  my  life,"  I  an- 
swered, "why  should  I  have  been  think- 
ing about  horseshoes,  when  I  was  never 
around  the  barnyard?  It  kept  me  busy 
doing  your  typing,  getting  my  lessons, 
and  doing  so  many  things,  you  remember, 
Daddy?  ...  I  did  pay  my  board  a  day 
or  two  in  my  life,  didn't  I?" 

"Pay  your  board?  Don't  tease  so  hard; 
we  only  wish  we  could  board  you  always. 
As  we  said  in  the  beginning  of  our  con- 
versation when  discussing  vour  comforts, 
we  can  scarcely  enjoy  ourselves  here  while 
you  are  getting  over  the  hills  the  best  way 
you  can  down  there.  But  it  will  all  be 
worth  the  price  in  eternity,  Mary  Jane, 
won't  it?"  daddy  continued,  he  and  moth- 
er both  giving  way  to  tears. 

"Well,  all  the  way  home  from  church 
that  night  after  we  had  left  Julian  Ross, 
Mr.  Wahl  shouted  to  first  one  farmer  and 
then  the  other  who  was  riding  his  horse. 
'Hey,  what  kind  of  shoes  has  your  horse 
got  on?' 

"Some  shouted  'iron,'  others  shouted 
back  'steel,  of  course,'  and  a  few  of  them 
said  'none  at  all,  the  hoofs  are  bare,  and 
nigh   to   the  quick.' 

"I  was  amused  beyond  words  at  the 
curiosity  aroused  at  the  continuous  ques- 
tion, but  was  thoroughly  convinced  that 
none  of  them  had  any  brass  in  them,  and 
I  felt  Julian  was  trying  to  catch  me  up 
in  the  words  of  my  text,  'I  will  make 
your  hoofs  brass.'  But  we  rode  on  over 
the  hill  until  we  finally  overtook  the 
Turners  on  horseback,  near  to  the  turn  in 
the  road  where  we  turned  back  down  the 
lane  to  our  farm.  'What  kind  of  shoes  has 
your  mules  got  on?'  Mr.  Wahl  broke  out 
again. 

"  'Oh,  I  don't  know  what  kind  of 
shoes,'  Aunt  Sarah  broke  in,  'but  me  and 
these  mules  both  has  them  hoofs  of  brass 
the   little  womern   preached   about.' 

"It  was  not  long  until  we  were  about 
the  dining  table  for  our  usual  glass  of 
milk  before  going  to  our  beds,  and  we 
discussed  pro  and  con  the  matter  of  the 
strange  boy  from  the  other  side  of  Buf- 
falo and  his  strange  question.  I  remarked 
to  the  Wahls  that  I  had  made  no  inference 
to  the  brass  hoofs  in  the  text  as  belonging 
to  horses,  but  somehow  the  boy  had 
caught  a  vision  of  a  horse  with  brass  hoofs 
as  I  preached." 

"Well,  he  naturally  would,  because 
when  we  refer  to  hoofs  we  usually  think 
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of  a  horse  first;  most  every  other  animal 
in  this  country  has  cloven  hoofs,  if  they 
have  hoofs  at  all,  Mary  Jane,"  daddy 
explained. 

"I  slept  well  that  night  and  was  not 
even  disturbed  in  my  dreams  about  giving 
the  correct  answer  to  the  riddle  the  next 
night.  But  all  through  the  day  after  eating 
my  breakfast  next  morning  I  waited  upon 

God  In  My  Garden 

Laura  Adrene  Sanders 

God  walks  in  all  the  gardens  of  my  heart: 

Whether  amid  the  tulip  bed 

Where   all   the  lustrous  bowls  are  red 

And  fortune  seems  to  smile; 
Or  in  and  out  to  sprinkle  dew 
On  withered  buds  which  lately  grew 

To  cheer  my  heart  a  while. 

I   see   Him   as   I  sit   and   think 
Of   violets   beyond    the   brink, 

Sweet  timid  souls  of  mine, 
Moved  from  my  reach  a  little  ways, 
But  at  His  feet  they  bloom  His  praise 

Till  I  can  think  no  guile. 

His  daily  step  is  soft  and  sure 
Among  the  lilies  tall  and  pure 

Where   He   delights   to  walk; 
The  fragrance  of  His  robe  is  such 
Each  lily  bows  to  feel  its  touch 

Against   her  verdant   stalk. 

And  when  the  dandelion  takes  root, 
He  does  not  crush  it  with  His  foot, 

Though  bitter,  ugly,  small. 
I  see  Him  fertilize  the  ground 
That  these  despised  ones  may  abound 

Within  my   garden  wall. 

I  cannot  love  it  as  the  rose 

From  which  the  perfume  always  blows; 

But  God  has  put  it  there. 
I,  too,  would  plow  the  hemlock  up 
And   plant   the   golden  buttercup 

To  make  each  morning  fair. 

Yet,  when  I  steal  in  with  the  hoe 

To  chop  these  bitter  plants  that  grow, 

The  Master  takes  my  hand, 
And   sitting   down,   He   shows   me   these 
Must  grow  as  do  the  giant  sweet  peas, 

Thus  do  I  understand. 

the  Lord  for  long  seasons  in  prayer  and 
searching  His  dear  Word,  more  than  or- 
dinarily. I  was  not  so  concerned  about 
answering  questions,  but  how  I  did  desire 
more  than  ever  to  have  God's  message  for 
the  people  and  be  able  to  give  it  forth  in 
the  simple  way  so  that  all  might  under- 


stand and  be  convinced.  'God  send  an  old 
time  Holy  Ghost  revival,'  was  the  con- 
tinuous prayer  of  my  heart.  Daddy,  I'm 
sure  you  can  never  know  just  how  I  felt 
that  day.  But  the  long  hours  soon  passed, 
for  that  was  one  of  the  few  long  days 
I've  spent  since  I  went  there;  everything 
seemed  strangely  in  a  turmoil  and  there 
was  such  a  fight  in  my  own  soul  that  day, 
that  the  heavens  even  seemed  to  be  brass 
above  my  head.  But  the  evening  shadows 
began  to  fall  and  I  was  reminded  once 
more  of  that  gracious  promise,  'I  will 
make  THY  hoofs  brass  and  THOU  shalt 
beat  in  pieces  many  people.'  Those  words, 
'THY  HOOFS'  and  'THOU  SHALT' 
stood  out  in  capital  letters  to  me  that 
evening,  and  I  left  the  house  with  a  deter- 
mination that  nothing  should  throw  me 
off  or  cast  me  aside  from  the  burden  of 
that  shed  revival."  Daddy  drew  me  into 
his  lap  and  kissed  me  upon  saying  this.  I 
had  been  so  interested  in  rehearsing  the 
past  that  I  had  walked  over  to  his  chair. 
"You  are  such  a  blessing  to  us,  dear 
girl,"  he  said,  "and  I've  told  mother  so 
many  times  that  we  had  no  anxiety. as  to 
your  doing  the  right  thing;  but  finish 
now  about  Julian  Ross  and  his  riddle  and 
we  must  quit  talking  church  for  a  while, 
and  we  are  going  to  drive  down  to  some 
scenic  places  on  the  Potomac  today.  We 
want  you  to  forget  every  burden  you  have 
had  or  that  you  might  have  in  store  and 
be  as  free  as  a  bird  while  you  are  home." 

"Well,  Daddy,  it  was  a  happy  ending 
that  night.  God  was  there.  You  know 
what  I  mean  when  I  say  God  was  at  our 
meeting.  I've  heard  you  say  that  so 
many  times  when  souls  were  converted 
after  you  had  preached.  He  especially 
helped  me  to  forget  evervthing  except 
souls  and  their  destiny.  I  even  forgot 
when  we  were  in  the  spirit  of  the  meeting 
that  any  certain  one  was  there.  The  ser- 
mon the  previous  night  had  filled  the 
Christians  with  a  great  desire  to  pray,  and 
then  to  put  'legs  to  their  prayers'  and 
go  from  door  to  door,  telling  those  who 
seemed  to  be  spiritually  asleep  to  come 
down  to  the  shed  revival  and  hear  the  old 
time  gospel  preached.  Our  crowd  increased 
considerably;  many  were  there  who  had 
not  made  a  practice  of  going  to  church — 
some  drunkards  who  had  long  ago  been 
despaired  of,  but  there  was  an  unusual 
hush  and  reverence  as  I  preached  about 
'The  Glories  of  Heaven  and  the  Horrors 
of  Hell.'  Julian  was  the  first  one  to  leave 
his  seat  when  the  invitation  was  given;  he 
could  hardly  wait  to  start  and  he  had  an 
earnestness  in  his  face  which  I  knew 
meant  business  with  God.  To  make  the 
story  short,  he  was  gloriously  saved.  The 
Wahls  and  I,  and  one  or  two  more  who 
had  been  curious  about  what  seemed  a 
great  riddle,  were  right  on  the  scene  near 
him  to  help  him  shout  the  victory.  He 
was  only  one  of  about  seven  who  found 

(Continued  on  page  34) 
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BROKEN  LIVES 

Rev.  Walter  E.  Isenhour 

There  are  broken  lives  throughout  the 
earth.  How  pitiful,  how  sad,  how  deplor- 
able! We  meet  people  continually  who 
have  wrecked  themselves  physically,  mor- 
ally, spiritually,  and  oftentimes  financial- 
ly and  occasionally  mentally.  When  we 
look  into  their  lives  across  the  years  we 
find  that  sin  and  the  devil  are  to  blame 
always.  The  enemy  pulls  lots  of  tricks 
across  the  lives  of  men  in  order  to  de- 
feat and  ruin  them  eternally.  He  blinds 
the  multitudes  to  the  beautiful  things  of 
life  and  opens  their  eyes  to  the  enticing, 
ruinous  things  of  life,  although  he  al- 
ways keeps  the  fact  of  the  ruinous  and 
destructive  in  the  background  until  he 
accomplishes  his  purpose.  He  never  lets 
people  see  the  exceeding  sinfulness  of  sin 
if  he  can  help  it  until  too  late  to  make 
amends,  and  he  never  lets  them  see  the 
blessedness  of  right  living  as  long  as  he 
can  help  it.  And  it  is  really  the  truly  as- 
tonishing how  he  can  "pull  the  wool" 
over  the  eyes  of  the  great  majority  of  peo- 
ple. 

Yes,  the  devil  is  the  cause  of  all  the 
broken  lives.  He  brings  it  about  in  many 
ways.  He  entices  some  to  wreck  and  ruin 
themselves  through  strong  drink.  Indeed 
he  wrecks  untold  millions  in  this  way. 
Others  are  enticed  to  commit  crimes  of 
various  kinds.  Many  have  their  lives  all 
broken  through  the  sin  of  adultery.  This 
is  one  of  the  most  damnable  sins  of  the 
day.  He  entices  others  to  lie,  to  gamble, 
to  curse,  to  form  bad,  ruinous,  destruc- 


tive habits,  to  keep  bad  company,  to  in- 
dulge their  appetites  in  alcoholic  bever- 
ages and  dopes  of  all  kinds,  and  so  on. 
He  works  havoc  in  the  lives  of  multi- 
tudes through  the  modern  dance,  the  un- 
godly movies,  through  bad  literature,  thus 
robbing  them  of  that  which  is  good,  clean 
and  wholesome.  He  keeps  all  the  good 
away  from  men,  or  as  much  as  possible, 
and  presents  all  the  evil  possible. 

How  cunning  and  deceitful  the  devil  is! 
It  is  astonishing  how  his  plans  work  out 
for  man's  downfall  and  destruction.  We 
find  him  undermining  the  plans,  aims  and 
purposes  of  men  everywhere.  Oftentimes 
it  is  done  in  such  a  way  that  it  seems  im- 
possible to  detect  until  the  life  is  broken, 
the  career  ruined,  and 'the  soul  lost  for- 
ever, unless  we  are  absolutely  enlightened 
by  the  Holy  Spirit  to  the  tricks  and  plans 
of  the  devil.  I  was  once  told  of  a  young 
man  who  was  in  love  with  a  very  fine 
young  lady.  He  planned  to  marry  her. 
They  looked  to  the  future  for  happiness 
and  success  when  they  became  husband 
and  wife.  He  was  expecting  to  enter  the 
ministry,  and  went  away  to  school  for 
preparation.  He  wrote  his  sweetheart  and 
she  wrote  him.  Everything  seemed  to  be 
going  well  when  one  day  he  received  a 
letter  from  a  young  man  who  informed 
him  that  his  sweetheart  had  married.  This 
so  astounded  him,  upset  his  plans  and 
knocked  him  off  his  feet  that  he  quit 
school,  gave  up  the  call  to  the  ministry 
and  went  into  other  business.  He  never 
wrote  his  girl  friend  again,  but  left  for 
parts  unknown.  Of  course,  she  lost  sight 
of  him  suddenly  and  mysteriously.  Years 
passed  by  when  one  day  he  chanced  to  call 
at  a  certain  place  and  this  same  woman 
answered  the  call.  She  knew  him  at  first 
sight,  and  about  the  first  thing  she  said 
to  him  was  to  ask  why  he  treated  her  as 
he  did.  The  fact  is  she  had  never  married. 
She  had  been  true  to  him,  but  the  letter 
telling  of  her  marriage  was  a  lie  in  order 
to  break  up  their  courtship  and  mar- 
riage. Of  course,  he  had  married,  there- 
fore could  not  marry  her.  The  false  letter 
had  not  only  broken  up  their  courtship 
and  marriage,  but  it  had  defeated  his 
plans  and  preparation  for  the  ministry. 
It  had  broken  their  lives.  It  defeated  them. 
Maybe  it  also  defeated  others,  as  they 
might  have  done  much  good  in  soul- 
winning  and  life-saving. 

However,  it  is  likewise  marvelous  and 
glorious  how  God  can  mend  broken  lives 
when  men  turn  to  Him  with  all  they  have 
and  with  all  they  are.  Praise  the  Lord!  He 
can  mend  broken  lives  and  gloriously  save 


wretched,  miserable  souls.  He  has  the 
power.  When  He  touches  the  heart,  soul 
and  life  of  a  man  He  mends  the  broken 
chords  and  they  vibrate  to  heaven's  har- 
mony and  sweet  music.  Hallelujah! 

Only  our  blessed  Savior  can  mend  the 
broken  lives  and  save  the  lost  souls  of 
men.  He  who  made  us  can  restore  us 
when  we  are  lost,  wretched,  broken  and 
ruined  by  sin  if  we  sincerely  call  upon 
Him,  repent  deeply  and  yield  completely. 
Reader,  come  to  Him  now  and  let  Him 
mend  every  broken  chord  in  your  life, 
heart  and  soul.  He  is  waiting,  He  is  ready, 
He  is  anxious.  Are  you  ready?  If  not,  why 
not?  He  can  tune  you  with  heaven's  har- 
mony. 

I  read  a  poem  recently  in  regard  to  an 
auction  sale.  Among  the  various  articles 
that  were  sold  was  an  old,  time-worn  vio- 
lin. When  the  auctioneer  presented  it  to 
the  crowd  someone  bid  it  up  to  two  dol- 
lars. It  was  about  to  go  at  that  when  a 
man  stepped  up  and  took  the  bow  and 
drew  it  across  the  strings.  If  I  mistake  not 
he  was  the  maker  of  the  violin  himself. 
Oh,  such  sweet  music!  It  was  charming 
and  thrilling  and  startling.  No  one  knew 
but  the  maker  of  the  old  violin  just  what 
it  could  do  when  a  masterhand  touched  it. 
Then  they  began  to  bid  higher  and  high- 
er. It  went  up  to  a  thousand  dollars,  and 
still  the  auctioneer  held  on.  It  kept  climb- 
ing, bid  upon  top  of  bid,  until  the  old 
violin  was  bought  at  two  thousand  dol- 
lars. 

That  is  like  life.  These  are  those  who 
seem  to  be  almost  valueless.  Nobody  seems 
particularly  interested  in  them.  They  seem 
but  worthless  in  the  community,  or  of 
such  little  worth  that  people  pass  them 
by  unnoticed  almost.  Preachers  and 
churches  pass  them  by.  Business  men  pay 
them  no  attention.  They  seem  rusty  with 
ignorance,  hardened  by  sin,  and  bent  tre- 
mendously downward.  They  have  no  aim, 
no  plan,  no  purpose,  it  seems.  However,  in 
the  depth  of  the  inner  life  there  may  be 
marvelous  latent  powers.  There  may  be  a 
brilliancy  that  the  world  knows  nothing 
about.  There  may  be  diamonds,  gem  and 
pearls  that  are  absolutely  hidden  to  man- 
kind. Once  let  the  Master  Maker  of  such 
lives  take  hold  of  them  and  the  world  may 
be  amazed,  and  may  look  up  and  take  no- 
tice. The  harmony  and  sweet  music  of 
love  and  grace  may  shine  and  sound  forth 
in  such  melody  that  thousands  may  be  up- 
lifted and  blest,  and  many  souls  brought 
to  Christ  through  them.  Our  business  is 
to  point  them  to  Jesus,  the  Master  Maker 
and  Harmonizer  of  mankind.  He  can 
break  through  the  outward  uncomeliness 
and  mend  the  broken  strings  of  the  heart, 
mind,  soul  and  spirit  and  startle  the 
world.  Oh,  that  we  may  lead  them  to  our 
blessed  Master! 

Another  story  illustrates  my  point.  A 
man  had  an  old,  soiled,  time-worn  piano 
(Continued  on  page  3  0) 
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The  Loom  of  Life 


Ethel  P.  Hill 


God  has  a  plan  for  our  lives  and  pro- 
vides all  that  is  necessary  for  working 
out  that  plan.  But  we  cannot  work  out 
the  pattern  of  our  lives  successfully  with- 
out the  help  of  the  Master  Weaver. 

Let  us  picture  before  us  the  framework 
of  a  loom  filled  with  the  warp  of  solid 
color.  All  necessary  things  have  been  pro- 
vided. Skeins  of  silk  in  different  hues  have 
been  placed  in  our  hand.  But  the  task  of 
choosing  the  right  threads  and  colors  and 
of  weaving  them  in  pleasing  contrast 
smoothly  and  firmly  into  a  life  pattern 
has  been  assigned  to  us.  Patiently  and 
regularly  we  push  the  shuttle  of  life's 
experience  to  and  fro  from  day  to  day, 
striving  ever  to  make  the  design  as  perfect 
as  we  can. 

We  may  choose  to  make  our  life  design 
follow  the  pattern  set  by  the  crowd  that 
requires  merely  the  thought  and  effort 
needed  to  follow  the  routine  movements 
of  such  hapless  weavers.  Or  we  may  care- 
lessly permit  the  various  colors  and 
threads  to  cross  and  interlace  in  meaning- 
less form  with  no  definite  plan  or  pur- 
pose. But  if  we  have  in  mind  the  pattern 
of  life  given  us  by  the  Master  Weaver,  we 
will  study  intently  the  relation  of  each 
tiny  thread  to  the  other  and  the  effect  of 
every  variation  of  shade  and  tone  upon 
the  entire  color  scheme,  as  our  vision  now 
beholds  it,  bearing  in  mind  that  we  are 
striving  to  produce  a  design  as  nearly 
perfect  as  we  can  make  it. 

With  the  perfect  pattern  in  mind,  we 
will  never  intentionally  weave  a  wide 
expanse  of  somber  blue,  brown,  gray,  or 
dusky  black,  but  will  dexterously  slip  in 
silken  threads  of  brighter  hue  for  relief. 
If,  perchance,  there  should  be  a  prepon- 
derance of  dull,  uninteresting  shades  in 
the  skeins  at  hand,  great  will  be  our  credit 
if  by  wise  and  careful  selection  of  our 
stock  of  skeins  we  pluck  out  now  and 
then  a  flash  of  lively  color  to  insert  be- 
tween the  dusky  ones. 

Some  day  when  our  task  of  weaving  is 
completed,  and  the  life  pattern  is  revealed, 
we  may  note  that  the  strands  that  seemed 
so  dull  and  colorless  at  one  time,  are  the 
ones  that  bring  the  design  into  clearest 
relief.  Shimmering  with  loveliness  and 
beauty  amidst  the  darker  tones  are  the 
tiny  threads  of  gold,  silver,  and  other 
bright  colors  that  were  carefully  inserted 
from  day  to  day.  Here  and  there  is  a 
cluster  of  bright  strands  intermingled 
with  darker  hues  that  forms  a  flower  of 
richest  beauty.  Those  gleams  of  brightness 
recall  hours  of  prayerful  planning  and 
patient  weaving  in  and  out  of  bright  hues 
between  the  dark  strands  to  avoid  the 
shadows  of  gloom. 

To  some  may  fall  the  task  of  weaving 


more  daring  patterns  in  vivid  shades  that 
speak  of  dashing  gallantry  and  daring 
adventure;  others  will  weave  in  softer 
pastel  tones  the  gentler  word  and  deed  of 
every  day.  Still  others  will  make  fabrics 
that  are  strong,  yet  overcast  with  colors 
expressive  of  highest  joy  and  deepest  sor- 
row; while  some  with  supreme  skill  will 
produce  the  smooth,  cool  overtones  of 
calm  serenity. 

It  matters  little  whether  the  materials 
for  our  weaving  be  bright  and  gay,  gor- 
geous in  color  or  subtly  tinted,  our  task 
is  clearly  outlined.  It  is  ours  to  take  the 

Make  the   Pattern   Bright 

By  F.   Workman 

Our  life  is  like  the  weaver's  loom, 

And  we  the  weavers  are. 
The  pattern  of  our  life  we  shape, 

And  beautify,  or  mar. 
We're  weaving,  weaving,  day  by  day, 

Unconsciously,    unknown. 
The  fabric   showing,  bright  or  gray, 

A  pattern  all  our  own. 

Here  threads  of  color,  rosy  bright, 

Show  days  of  joy  and  cheer; 
There,  lines  of  dark,  unlovely  gray 

Show  gloom  and  doubt  and  fear. 
And  here,  perhaps,  a  break  is  made; 

A  line  shows  black  as  jet — 
Marks   where  we've   wandered   from   the 
path, 

A  slip  we'd  fain  forget. 

Let's  keep  a  pattern  in  our  minds, 

And  follow  it  with  care; 
And  mark  the  fabric  as  it  grows 

So   wonderful,   so   fair. 
And  pick  the  daily  threads  we  weave 

From   sunshine,   warmth,   and  light, 
Whose  softly  blended,  mellow  lines 

Will  make  our  pattern  bright. 


colors  that  have  been  furnished  and 
prayerfully,  patiently,  and  faithfully  con- 
trive to  fashion  a  design  of  firm  texture, 
lasting  beauty,  and  enduring  quality  with 
those   colors. 

The  time  will  come  when  the  frame- 
work of  earthly  circumstances  on  which 
our  life  fabric  is  stretched  shall  disappear 
from  our  sight.  Then,  with  the  joy  of  a 
fuller  vision  we  shall  behold  the  pattern 
we  have  wrought  in  its  true  form  and 
color,  lifted  above  the  shadows  and  cross- 
lights  of  the  world.  The  long  hours  of 
seemingly  unrequited  toil  and  weary  days 
of  confusion,  when  the  pattern  seemed 
dim  and  indistinct  will  stand  out  then  as 
treasured  points  of  golden  opportunity. 
The  purpose  of  each  thread  and  tone  will 


be  perceived,  and  we  will  realize  how 
glaringly  ineffective  would  have  been  the 
gay,  light  tones  of  color  apart  from  the 
background  of  the  darker  hues. 

With  utmost  skill  and  devotion  to  our 
task,  then,  let  us  weave  beauty,  love, 
tenderness,  hope,  faith — yes,  and  many  a 
joyous  thread  of  thankfulness  into  our 
fabric  of  our  daily  life.  Then  when  the 
Master  Weaver  bids  us  lay  our  shuttle 
down,  we  can  go  to  Him  joyously;  and  as 
we  kneel  and  offer  Him  our  gift  of  the 
finished  fabric  of  our  earthly  life,  we  will 
feel  His  gentle  touch  and  hear  Him  say, 
"Well  done,  thou  good  and  faithful  serv- 
ant." 

A  Girl  Changes  Her  Mind 

"I've  been  having  my  glasses  changed," 
said  the  girl  who  boarded  the  train  with 
a  friend  she  had  met  in  town.  "How  do 
you  like  them?" 

The  other  took  a  good  look,  and  then 
spoke  with  the  privilege  of  long  friend- 
ship. 

"I  liked  your  old  style  of  mountings 
better,"  she  said.  "They  were  so  incon- 
spicuous and  becoming  to  you.  Why  did 
you  change  them?" 

The  girl  with  the  glasses  laughed  a  bit 
nervously. 

"I  didn't  mean  to,"  she  confessed.  "I 
liked  them  very  well  myself,  and  meant 
to  keep  them.  The  optician  recommended 
these  so  highly — he  just  talked  me  into 
having  them."  She  paused,  and  added 
rather  ruefully:  "It  isn't  a  bit  of  use  for 
me  to  decide  a  thing  beforehand.  Someone 
is  sure  to  come  along  and  make  me  do 
something  else." 

The  other  girl  looked  at  her  with 
friendly  interest. 

"That's  only  because  you  don't  decide 
hard  enough,"  she  declared.  "You  always 
leave  a  loophole  of  possibility  of  change. 
It's  all  right  if  you  are  not  sure  you  have 
decided  for  the  best.  But — like  this  time — 
when  you  know  you're  right,  you  ought 
to  decide  and  stay  decided.  Burn  your 
bridges,  lock  the  door  and  throw  the  key 
down  the  well — you  know  what  I  mean. 
Set  your  teeth,  and  say,  'No,  no,  no,' 
when  somebody  tries  to  change  your  mind 
about  it — that  is,  if  you  can  talk  through 
set  teeth." 

Lots  of  things  that  we  must  decide 
upon  daily  are  not  worth  a  second 
thought.  There  is  one  good  way  about 
them.  Decide  upon  that,  and  dismiss  the 
matter.  Other  things  are  of  more  mo- 
ment, and  need  careful  decision.  When 
that  decision,  too,  is  made,  it  should 
not  be  allowed  to  take  more  time  and 
thought.  Nor  should  the  decision  be 
changed  for  whim  or  for  any  outside 
argument  or  interest,  unless  you  are 
shown  clearly  and  convincingly  that  you 
are  mistaken  and  wrong  in  your  decision. 
The  old  revival  hymn  can  be  applied  to 
(Continued  on  page  34) 
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Against  His  Inclination 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
Before  it  was  too  late — 
For,  though  he  made  me  bend  a  bit, 
'Twas    Dad   who   made   me   straight! 
— Association  Men. 

Dad 

Dad  never  had  much  to  say, 
Jogged   along  in   his  quiet  way, 
Contentedly   toiling,   his   work   was   seen 
As  he  turned  the  soil  to  the  golden  sheen, 
Used  to  say  as  he  slapped  the  mare, 
One  horny  hand  in  his  tangled  hair, 
"Rest  is  joy  when  your  work's  well  done, 
So  pitch  in,   son." 

Sometimes  he  and  I'd  not  hitch; 
Couldn't  agree  as  to  which  was  which, 
Fought  it  out  on  the  same  old  lines 
As  we  grubbed  and  hoed  'mong  the  run- 

nin'  vines; 
And  his  eyes  would  light  with  a  gentle 

quiz, 
And  he'd  say  in  that  old  soft  way  of  his, 
As  he  idly  stroked  his  wrinkled  chin, 

"All  right,  son,  you  win." 

Dad  was  never  no  hand  to  fuss; 
Used  to  hurt  him  to  hear  us  cuss; 
Kind  o'  settled  in  his  old  ways, 
Born  an'  raised  in  the  good  old  days 
When  a  tattered  coat  hid  a  kindly  heart, 
An'    the    farm   was   home,    not    a    toilin' 

mart, 
An'  a  man  was  judged  by  his  inward  self; 

Not  his  worldly  pelf. 

Seems  like  'twas  yesterday  we  sat 

On  the  old  back  porch  for  a  farewell  chat 

Ere  I  changed  the  farm  and  the  simple 

life 
For  the  city's  roar  an'  bustle  an'  strife. 
While  I  gaily  talked  on  the  city's  charm 
His  eyes  looked  out  o'er  the  fertile  farm, 
An'  he  said  as  he  rubbed  where  the  hair 

was  thin, 

"All  right,  son,  you  win." 

'Member  the  night  I  trudged  back  home, 
Sinkin'  deep  in  the  fresh  turned  loam; 
Sick  an'  sore  for  the  dear  old  place, 
Hungerin'  most  for  a  loved  old  face. 
When  I  had  climbed  the  hilltop  o'er, 
There  stood  dad  in  the  kitchen  door, 
An'  he  says  in  a  voice  deep  from  within, 
"Hello,  son,  come  in." 

One  winter's  day,  the  first  of  snow, 
He  went  the  way  that  we  all  must  go; 
An'  his  spirit  soared  to  the  realms  above 
On  the  wings  of  a  simple-hearted  love. 
An'  I  know  that  when  I  cross  the  bar 
I'll  find  him  there  by  the  gates  ajar, 
An'  he'll  say,  as  he  idly  strokes  his  chin, 
"Hello,  son,  come  in." 

— Wm.  Edward  Ross. 

Broken  Lives 

(Continued   from   page   28) 
which  he  placed  in  his  attic  to  get  it  out 
of  the  way,  as  it  was  replaced  with  one 
that  was  new  and  beautiful  and  up-to- 


date.  A  piano  tuner  chanced  to  pass  that 
way  and  called  at  his  home  to  know  if  he 
had  a  piano  he  wanted  tuned.  He  told  the 
piano  tuner  that  he  had  a  new  piano  and 
that  it  didn't  need  tuning,  saying  that  he 
discarded  the  old  one,  and  that  it  was  in 
the  attic,  and  he  didn't  want  it  tuned, 
thinking  it  practically  worthless.  How- 
ever, the  piano  tuner  insisted  on  seeing  the 
old  piano,  although  it  seemed  of  little 
value  to  the  owner  and  was  set  aside, 
maybe  as  a  sort  of  relic.  The  owner  gave 
him  permission  to  work  on  it,  which  he 
did.  He  worked  and  worked,  cleaning  and 
dusting  it,  and  mending  or  replacing  the 
old  strings  with  new  ones.  One  by  one 
each  string  was  put  into  perfect  harmony. 
It  was  a  tedious  task.  However,  the  day 
came  when  the  old  piano  was  ready  for 
service.  The  master  tuner  struck  upon  its 
strings,  and  oh!  what  wonderful  music! 
The  sweetness  of  melody  was  unequalled 
by  anything  in  all  the  community.  No 
one  else  had  such  a  valuable  piano.  It  took 
the  master  tuner  and  musician  to  reveal 
the  great  worth  of  the  old  piano. 

Again  this  is  true  of  life.  Here  is  a  man 
whose  life  is  out  of  harmony  with  all 
that  is  good,  noble,  upright,  godly,  holy 
and  sublime.  The  devil  has  broken  every 
chord  of  his  life,  and  he  is  nothing  but 
a  bundle  of  bad  habits,  and  wields  only 
hurtful,  injurious,  destructive  influences. 
He  is  a  curse  to  mankind.  But  one  day  the 
good  and  great  Master  finds  him  as  a 
broken,  weeping  penitent  at  the  mercy 
seat  of  prayer.  He  saves  him,  cleans  up 
and  straightens  out  his  life.  He  mends  the 
broken  chords.  He  puts  him  in  tune  with 
God  and  all  that  is  good  and  noble,  right- 
eous and  holy.  He  saves  and  sanctifies 
him.  Then  the  man  goes  forth  a  new  crea- 
ture. He  loves  all  mankind  and  seeks  to 
do  all  the  good  possible.  He  becomes  a 
real  benefactor,  whereas  he  was  a  curse. 
He  prays  much,  studies  his  Bible  much, 
is  a  real  leader  in  the  church  and  Sunday 
School.  He  visits  the  sick  and  administers 
unto  their  need.  He  supports  the  gospel 
with  his  means  and  with  all  his  power.  He 
scatters  sunshine  instead  of  gloom.  He 
wins  souls  instead  of  destroying  them.  He 
isn't  the  same  man.  So  different.  Oh, 
what  a  wonderful,  wonderful,  wonderful 
change!  He  so  lives  that  the  world  is 
made  far  better  and  brighter  by  his  life, 
and  heaven  is  more  fully  populated  by  the 
souls  he  wins.  Glory. — Hiddenite,  N.  C. 

Yellow  Roses 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
little  hospital  and  a  jar  of  fresh  butter- 
milk for  Margaret's  father.  "He  is  so 
fond  of  it,  dear  man!"  Mrs.  Jamieson 
beamed,  "I'll  drop  a  big  piece  of  ice  in 
it  to  keep  it  fresh  and  cold." 

Margaret  stowed  the  buttermilk  jar  in 
the  back  seat  and  started  toward  town 
singing  softly  to  herself.  It  was  impossi- 
ble to  harbor  petty  annoyances  and  wor- 


ries when  driving  along  a  country  road 
with  wild  roses  running  riot  on  the  fences 
and  gay  little  homes  tucked  among  trees 
like  signals  of  welcome. 

She  would  write  Geraldine  a  letter  to- 
night: "Played  dentist  and  pulled  two 
teeth  for  Maisie  Ruth.  Turned  visiting 
nurse  and  washed  windows  and  a  baby. 
Shopped    for   Margaret   and   Mary." 

But  the  letter  was  not  written  that 
afternoon.  It  was  not  written  that  even- 
ing, or  the  next  day,  or  the  next.  When 
Margaret  reached  the  office  she  found 
it  bare  of  patients.  Her  father  and  old 
Cyrus  Wayne  were  fumigating. 

"That  sick  baby  here  this  morning  has 
scarlet  fever,"  he  told  her  in  a  low  voice. 
"It's  from  Willow  Hollow  where  every 
house  is  filled  to  the  brim  with  children. 
We're  in  for  a  battle,  my  dear.  An  epi- 
demic down  there  will  cut  a  swath  as 
broad  as  any  scythe  could  do." 

He  looked  at  Margaret,  his  only 
daughter,  so  young  and  lovely.  The  disease 
might  take  her.  Margaret,  staring  at  him, 
read   his   thoughts   and   fear. 

"At  Bethany  I  cared  for  people  who 
had  more  dangerous  maladies  than  scarlet 
fever,"  she  said.  "I'm  going  down  to  the 
Hollow  to  stay  until  we're  sure  the  chil- 
dren are  safe.  I'm  a  nurse,  father,  with  a 
code  as  binding  as  yours  about  caring  for 
the  sick." 

Old  Dr.  Lester  said  at  last  that  he 
would  take  her  down  himself.  He  wanted 
to  tell  Job  Withers  how  to  take  care  of 
her  and  to  see  that  the  food  he  sent  would 
reach  her.  Mrs.  Case,  however,  chose  the 
very  minute  he  was  preparing  to  leave  to 
have  one  of  her  "sinking  spells,"  and  he 
had  to  rush  to  her  relief. 

So  it  was  Jerry  Boles,  the  driver  of  the 
town's  only  taxicab,  who  took  Margaret 
to  the  Hollow.  A  red  card  already  marked 
the  stricken  home.  Jerry  was  afraid  to 
drive  into  the  "afflicted  district,"  as  he 
termed  it,  so  Margaret  had  to  walk  the 
last   square   alone,   carrying  her  suitcase. 

"The  spoiled  only  daughter,  the  girls 
back  at  Bethany  called  me!"  thought 
Margaret.  "Well,  I'm  travelling  on  foot 
and  alone  now."  She  went  up  the  steps 
with  a  firm  step  and  a  smile. 

The  Withers  baby  was  crying  in  a 
heart-breaking  fashion  inside  the  shabby 
little  house.  The  odors  of  boiling  cabbage 
floated  over  from  the  house  next  door, 
and  discordant  noises  came  from  other 
houses  on  down  the  narrow,  unkempt 
street.  All  around  the  air  was  hot  and 
sultry.  Margaret  rapped  at  the  door. 

Hours  later,  sitting  beside  the  small  bed 
in  which  the  baby  slept,  Margaret  tried 
not  to  mind  the  snoring  of  Job  Withers 
in  the  next  room,  the  frightened  sniffling 
of  his  wife,  the  smoking  of  the  little  coal 
oil   lamp. 

Somehow  she  felt  very  close  to  her 
father,  closer  than  ever  before.  And  before 
morning  she  somehow  understood  why  he 
had  stayed  on  in  Newton  Center  where 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


the  country  people  needed  the  same  atten- 
tion, the  same  skill,  the  same  kindness  as 
those  in  a  big  city.  She  even  came  to  a 
decision  to  work  as  a  visiting  nurse  some 
day  so  that  the  babies  in  the  country 
communities  could  have  a  better  chance 
to  keep  well. 

btie  thought  of  Bethany,  with  all  the 
wonderfully  furnished  rooms  and  the  ar- 
ray of  brisk  doctors,  and  then  of  her 
father  who  had  so  few  instruments,  and 
who  had  to  work  alone.  She  felt  almost 
bitter  because  men  like  young  Dr.  Kline 
would  never  understand  old  Dr.  Lester 
or  his  service.  It  had  ceased  to  worry  her 
that  she  was  traveling  the  same  obscure 
path  of  the  country  doctor. 

The  clock  ticked  on.  The  baby  fretted 
again  and  was  still.  Job  Withers'  wife 
gave  a  final  sniffle  and  was  asleep. 

A  sticky  hot  day  a  month  later,  Mar- 
garet left  Willow  Hollow  to  go  back 
home.  She  had  cared  for  three  little  chil- 
dren, all  of  the  Withers'  home.  And,  with 
her  father,  she  had  kept  Willow  Hollow, 
with  its  squalor  and  poverty  and  frightful 
ugliness,  from  having  an  epidemic.  As 
she  walked  out  to  old  Dr.  Lester's  car,  she 
heard  a  score  of  voices  calling,  "Good- 
by."  Hands  were  waving  at  her  from  the 
windows.  There  were  wrinkled,  knotty 
hands;  thin,  girlish  hands;  dirty, 'coarse 
hands,  and  baby  hands.  Margaret  left 
Willow  Hollow  with  a  lump  in  her 
throat. 

"Doc,  you  have  a  smart  daughter!"  Job 
Withers  wrung  her  father's  hand.  "I'd 
trust  my  life  to  her  any  day." 

"Don't  you  dare  turn  me  down  for 
her,"  Dr.   Lester  laughed. 

Margaret,  who  knew  that  Job  had  not 
paid  a  cent  for  doctor's  services  in  five 
years,  smiled  too. 

"I'll  be  back  the  last  of  the  week,"  she 
said.  "And  I'll  bring  the  children  some 
toys.  They  were  so  good.  Tell  them  that 
when  they  don't  want  to  take  their  medi- 
cine." 

"Well,"  she  tried  to  be  gay  with  her 
father,  "we  saved  ourselves  a  lot  of  work 
getting  that  scarlet  fever  in  time.  Not 
so  bad,  Dr.  Lester,  eh?" 

Her  father  cleared  his  throat  and  patted 
her  hand.  "I'm  mighty  glad  you're  home, 
honey,"  he  said.  "That  Mrs.  Cord  needs 
a  bawling  out.  She's  started  making  cat- 
sup now  and  there  isn't  a  clean  towel 
around  the  office.  Johnny's  shirking  his 
work  too.  The  place  looks  terrible." 

Margaret  really  laughed  then.  They 
were  on  the  bridge  which  separated  Wil- 
low Hollow  from  the  more  prosperous 
Newton  Center  before  he  spoke  again. 

"Your  young  man  dropped  in  to  see 
you  the  other  day,"  he  said.  "He  was 
driving  to  St.  Louis.  Seemed  sort  of 
wrought  up  over  your  being  at  the  Hol- 
low in  quarantine.  I  told  him  you'd  be 
coming  home  today.' 

Margaret    stared    at    her   father.    "Dr. 


Kline?"  she  asked  incredulously. 

Her  father's  laugh  was  hearty.  "I  did- 
n't say  any  names,"  he  teased  her,  "but 
I  notice  you  didn't  make  any  mistake. 
He  brought  you  a  box  of  fine  yellow 
roses." 

Margaret  saw  the  roses  half  an  hour 
later.  There  was  a  tall  vase  of  exquisite 
talisman  roses,  and  a  little  blue  bowl  of 
yellow  rambler  roses,  too.  The  talismans 
represented  Bethany  Hospital  and  a  pam- 
pered young  surgeon  who  collected  big 
fees.  The  little  yellow  roses  stood  for  an 
older  man  who  couldn't  collect  one-third 
of  the  bills  on  his  ledger,  but  who  was 
the  friend  of  every  family  in  the  com- 
munity that  needed  him. 

Downstairs  there  were  callers.  A  boy 
from  the  corner  drug  store  had  brought 
a  box  of  candy  for  Margaret,  a  gift  from 
the  druggist,  who  felt  that  Margaret  had 
kept  scarlet  fever  away  from  his  baby 
daughter.  Another  child  brought  some 
delphiniums;  another  arrived  with  fresh 
country  butter. 

Even  Mrs.  Cord  had  called  in  at  the 
side  door:  "Here's  a  jar  of  my  sunshine 
peach  preserves  for  Margaret!  I  saw  her 
looking  hungry  every  morning  I  brought 
them  over  to  set  in  the  office  windows, 
so  I  canned  some  for  her." 

"Why  didn't  you  say  something  about 
clean  towels?"  her  father  had  chuckled  as 
Mrs.  Cord  left.  "Why  did  you  make  such 
a  fuss  over  those  pesky  preserves — as  if 
she  didn't  owe  us  for  our  window  use!" 

But  he  had  led  in  the  laughter,  and 
Margaret  was  still  smiling  as  she  opened 
the  note  that  had  been  left  with  the 
talisman   roses. 

"What  a  great  father  you  have!  I 
thought  I  knew  what  sacrifice  for  my 
work  meant  before  I  knew  him.  But  it's 
people  for  whom  he  makes  sacrifices.  I'm 
proud  of  you,  too,  just  how  proud  I'll 
tell  you  when  I  come  back  early  next 
week." 

Her  mother  was  calling.  Supper  was 
ready,  a  special  supper  because  she  was 
home.  Slowly  she  took  a  talisman  rose 
from  the  vase  to  pin  to  her  soft  summer 
gown.  Then  she  looked  at  the  bowl  of 
valiant  little  yellow  roses  which  had  come 
from  their  own  yard,  picked  by  her 
father's  hands.  She  put  the  talisman  rose 
back  with  the  others,  and  selected  a  rag- 
ged little  cluster  of  the  yellow  ramblers. 

"Some  day!"  she  promised  herself.  "But 
not  tonight.  Tonight  is  father's  night 
exclusively." 

Its  Wonderful  Structure 

(Continued  irom  page  8) 
the  concensus  of  scholarship  was  all  their 
way.  But  their  noise  is  a  good  deal  like 
that  of  the  frogs  in  the  Wisconsin  ponds. 
They  made  so  much  noise  that  a  man 
wanted  to  contract  with  the  hotel  at  the 
summer  resort  to  deliver  a  carload  of 
frog  legs.  He  knew  he  could  do  it.  The 


ponds  were  teeming  with  batrachians.  He 
could  tell  it  by  the  sound.  He  fulfilled 
his  contract  with  a  single  pair  of  legs 
from  one  huge  frog. 

The  proprieter  said,  "I  thought  you 
were  going  to  bring  me  a  wagon  load  of 
them." 

"Well,  this  old  fellow  made  so  much 
noise  down  there  I  thought  there  was  a 
wagon  load  of  them,  but  when  I  went  to 
hunt  for  them  I  found  there  was  only 
this  one." 

No,  gentlemen,  when  you  stand  face 
to  face  with  the  argument  for  the  divinity 
of  the  Book  as  founded  upon  the  mar- 
velous unity  of  its  structure,  you  are  not 
dealing  with  the  "fine  spun  speculations 
of  cloistered  theologians,"  but  with  plain, 
patent  and   indisputable   fact. 

I  say  again,  therefore,  that  the  only  fair 
and  rational  way  to  explain  it  is  to  admit, 
as  honesty  compels  one  to  do,  that  back 
of  all  the  workmen  that  wrought  upon 
this  structure  there  was  one  all-control- 
ling, all  directing  supernatural  Architect, 
and  at  the  same  time  to  acknowledge,  in 
the  light  of  what  has  been  said,  that  this 
Bible,  despite  all  that  men  and  devils  have 
done  to  defame  and  destroy  it,  stands 
forth  yesterday,  today  and  forever,  as  the 
Book  of  books,  the  marvel  of  the  ages. 
(To   be   continued) 

Sally  Jo 

( Continued  from  page  3 ) 
cold  heart.  Truly  God  was  good  to  her. 
It  had  been  a  long  while  since  she  had 
felt   any   consciousness      of   love   toward 
God,  and  it  comforted  her. 

Through  the  long  afternoon  she  sat  by 
the  bedside  watching.  She  had  been 
warned  not  to  permit  her  mother  to  try 
to  talk,  so  that  no  word  passed  between 
them.  But  each  hour  in  the  room  seemed 
to  bring  her  more  consciously  into  the 
presence  of  her  God.  As  she  sat  there 
thinking,  she  tried  to  trace  her  way  back 
over  the  path  by  which  she  had  come  to 
this  desert  place  in  her  spiritual  experi- 
ence. But  she  could  not.  The  downward 
course  had  been  as  imperceptible  as  that 
of  a  drifting  boat  on  a  broad,  placid 
river. 

Then  she  thought  she  would  begin  at 
the  other  end  and  try  to  trace  the  way. 
This  was  easier. 

She  saw  herself  at  the  picnic  with  her 
young  friends,  and  with  Dunstan  Perry 
beside  her.  How  happy  she  had  been,  and 
God  was  near  and  He  was  real.  She  lived 
over  again  those  days  at  the  girls'  camp 
on  the  mountain  top,  talking  with  Mrs. 
Wilsie,  listening  to  the  other  speakers  and 
leaders.  She  felt  again  the  warm  life  of 
the  place,  and  how  joyously  her  whole 
being  had  responded. 

Where  did  the  coldness  and  doubt  begin 
to  come  in?  Her  school  studies  and  the 
atmosphere  there  had  played  a  part,  it 
was   true,   even    though   the   college   was 
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nominally  Christian.  She  saw  how  unbe- 
lief had  crept  in,  the  doubting  of  the 
supernatural,  the  sense  of  loss  of  a  per- 
sonal God.  He  seemed  to  recede  farther 
and  farther  from  her  thought.  She  saw 
others  lose  Him  altogether,  but  how  could 
she? 

She  seemed  to  be  groping  about  among 
the  experiences  of  a  lifetime.  Little  by 
little  she  had  followed  a  tangled  thread 
and  reached  one  spot,  small  but  well  de- 
fined. It  was  disobedience,  that  sin  of 
mankind   from   the  beginning. 

When  she  wrote  that  first  letter  to 
Edward  Barnett,  she  recalled  it  all  dis- 
tinctly now,  God  had  somehow  made  it 
clear  to  her  that  it  was  not  His  will  for 
her  to  continue  that  particular  friendship. 
But  she  had  wished  it,  and  determined  to 
keep  it.  She  had  chosen  self-will,  and  not 
His  will.  Could  it  be,  she  wondered  now, 
that  God  had  known  what  this  friendship 
would  lead  to  and  He  had  planned  to 
spare  her,  and  she  would  not  listen? 

She  remembered  the  strong  impression, 
as  though  someone  had  spoken,  "Don't  do 
it,"  when  she  was  about  to  drop  that  first 
letter  into  the  box.  The  impression  had 
returned,  but  much  more  faintly,  when 
she  mailed  the  second  letter.  She  could 
not  recall  that  God  had  spoken  to  her 
again  concerning  Edward  since  that  time. 
Gradually  He  ceased  to  speak  to  her  about 
anything.  She  began  to  lose  interest  in 
her  Bible.  It  no  longer  seemed  such  a 
living  Book;  often  it  failed  to  have  any 
message  for  her  at  all. 

She  saw  the  gradual  fading  of  her  mis- 
sionary vision,  as  Edward  Barnett  assumed 
larger  place  in  her  life  and  thought.  The 
good  things  of  the  world  grew  more  at- 
tractive. Then  had  come  the  climax  at 
that  evening  when  she  told  Mrs.  Orring- 
ton  that  she  intended  to  marry  him. 

Could  it  be  that  it  was  only  last  night 
she  had  so  determinedly  fixed  her  course? 
It  seemed  as  if  days  had  passed  since  then. 

Gazing  on  her  mother's  peaceful  face, 
with  the  light  of  heaven  there,  she  longed 
inexpressibly  to  come  back  to  God.  If 
she  could  just  go  to  Him  and  throw  her 
life  at  His  feet,  she  would  do  so.  But 
would  He  take  her  back?  She  was  not 
worthy  to  be  called  His  servant,  still  less 
His  child,  but  she  was  done  with  self- 
will.  Though  she  were  to  remain  a  cast- 
away to  the  end  of  her  days,  she  felt  she 
could  not  complain.  She  would  to  her 
dying  day  trust  in  His  mercy.  That  was 
all  she  could  do. 

She  had  begged  to  be  allowed  to  sit 
beside  her  mother,  and  had  only  been 
away  from  her  side  long  enough  to  eat. 
During  the  evening  the  doctor  came,  and 
he  informed  them  that  the  serious  heart 
condition  seemed  to  have  changed  very 
much  for  the  better  and  that  it  was 
probable  that  the  patient  would  sleep 
through  most  of  the  night. 

Still    Sally   Jo   begged    to   remain.    She 


promised  to  go  to  bed  at  midnight,  but 
her  father  slipped  his  arm  tenderly  about 
her  and  drew  her  out  of  the  room.  When 
they  reached  the  bright  light  in  the  hall, 
he  lifted  her  face  to  his  and  looked  at 
her  closely. 

"Sally  Jo,  dear  little  girl,"  he  said,  and 
there  was  a  note  of  alarm  in  his  voice, 
"what  have  they  been  doing  to  you? 
Where  are  my  dimples  and  sunshine?  You 
look  all  worn  out.  I  cannot  forgive  my- 
self for  letting  you  sit  there  all  this  after- 
noon. It  was  too  great  a  strain." 

"Oh  no,  Father,  I  wanted  to  stay.  It 
hasn't  hurt  me  a  bit." 

She  tried  to  smile  in  her  old,  bright 
way,    but    she    failed   miserably. 

"You  must  not  take  it  so  hard,  dear 
child.  The  doctor  says  now  Mother  may 
altogether  recover.  We  can  hope  so."  Then 
he  lifted  her  face  again  and  looked  deep 
into  her  eyes.  "Something  is  troubling  my 
little  Sally  Jo,"  he  said  after  a  moment. 
"Is  your  school  work  too  hard?" 

"No,  no.  It  is  easy." 

"What   is  it   then?"  he  persisted. 

Sally  Jo  hesitated.  Should  she  tell  her 
father  of  the  burden  that  lay  so  heavily 
on  her  heart?  She  needed  to  confess  it  to 
someone.  Aunt  Sarah  was  coming  tomor- 
row, and  she  meant  to  tell  her.  But  Aunt 
Sarah  had  been  very  sick,  and  it  might 
possibly  be  that  she  could  not  come  even 
tomorrow.  Besides,  she  needed  to  tell 
someone   tonight. 

He  was  waiting,  his  eyes  lovingly  on 
her  face. 

"Daddy,"  she  began,  reverting  to  her 
childish  name  for  him,  "I  have  become  an 
awful  backslider,  and  sitting  in  there  be- 
side Mother  has  brought  it  all  back  to  me. 
Mother  is  so  wonderful,  and  I — I  don't 
feel  I  deserve  to  be  called  a  Christian  at 
all." 

She  saw  a  surprised,  pained  look  in  her 
father's  eyes.  Her  own  filled  with  tears, 
and  she  dropped  her  face  in  shame  and 
hid   it   against   his   shoulder. 

Her  father  held  her  close  and  said 
nothing.  After  a  little  while  he  bent  over 
and  said,  very  softly,  "My  little  girl  is 
too  tired  tonight  to  know  what  is  the 
matter  with  her.  She  must  go  to  bed  right 
now.  Daddy  will  bring  her  a  cup  of  hot 
milk  to  make  her  sleep,  and  then  we  will 
talk  about  that — that  other,  tomorrow." 

He  led  her,  unresisting,  to  her  room  and 
told  her  to  prepare  for  bed.  He  wanted 
to  find  her  all  ready  when  he  came  up 
in  about  ten  minutes.  Mother  was  sleep- 
ing, and  the  nurse  was  watching  there 
beside  her. 

That  little  word  of  confession  to  her 
father,  inadequate  though  she  felt  it  to 
be,  lifted  much  of  the  weight  from 
the  girl's  aching  heart.  She  took  one  more 
look  at  her  mother,  sleeping  peacefully, 
and  then  prepared  for  bed.  When  her 
father  came  back,  he  was  well  pleased  to 
see  she  had  followed  his  instructions.  She 


drank  the  milk,  received  his  good-night 
kiss,  and  switched  out  her  light. 

She  stood  in  the  darkness  a  moment 
irresolute.  God  had  come  very  close  to 
her  soul  that  day.  She  longed  for  some 
word  from  Him.  If  only  He  would  speak 
to  her  again.  In  those  other  days  He  had 
spoken  to  her  in  His  Book.  Would  He 
do  so  now?  For  the  first  time  in  months 
she  was  hungry  for  God.  She  switched  on 
her  little  desk  light,  picked  up  the  Bible 
Mother  always  kept  lying  there,  and 
dropped  into  an  easy  chair. 

She  had  no  idea  where  she  wanted  to 
read,  so  she  merely  opened  the  Bible  at 
random,  somewhere  in  the  Old  Testament. 
She  ran  her  eyes  over  the  page,  looking 
for  some  familiar  word. 

"It  is  good,  my  daughter,  that  thou 
go  out  with  his  maidens,  that  they  meet 
thee  not  in  any  other  field,"  she  read. 

"Other  field!"  That  was  it.  She  had 
wandered  far  into  other  fields,  and  she 
could  not  find  her  way  back.  As  she  sat 
there  thinking,  all  the  scene  came  back  to 
her.  She  saw  herself,  young  and  eager  to 
follow  her  Lord,  and  recalled  the  testing 
that  those  words  had  meant.  If  only  she 
had  heeded  them  and  kept  with  the  people 
of  God.  She  smiled  whimsically.  If  there 
was  any  Boaz  watching  her,  he  would 
know  she  was  not  of  the  stedfast  charac- 
ter of  Ruth  the  Moabitess. 

And  then  she  thought  of  Dunstan 
Perry.  Where  was  Dunstan  now?  She 
wondered  if  he  had  married  that  stately 
Lillian  she  had  met  in  camp.  At  any  rate, 
she,  Sarah  Josephine  Brenton,  had  proved 
herself  unworthy  of  a  man  like  Dunstan. 
Perhaps  the  Lord  knew  it  and  that  was 
why  He  had  not  allowed  him  to  come 
back.  The  thought  brought  regret  but  no 
bitterness.  God  was  speaking  to  her  again, 
and  there  was  healing  in  His  touch. 

She  longed  for  some  comforting  mes- 
sage, but  she  did  not  know  her  Bible  and 
did  not  know  where  to  turn.  She  lifted 
her  eyes  in  a  little  prayer  to  God  for 
guidance,  closed  the  Book  and  let  it  fall 
open  again,  this  time  somewhere  near  the 
middle. 

"Let  the  wicked  forsake  his  way,  and 
the  unrighteous  man  his  thoughts:  and  let 
him  return  unto  the  Lord,  and  he  will 
have  mercy  upon  him;  and  to  our  God; 
for  he  will  abundantly  pardon.  For  my 
thoughts  are  not  your  thoughts,  neither 
are  your  ways  my  ways,  saith  the  Lord. 
For  as  the  heavens  are  higher  than  the 
earth,  so  are  my  ways  higher  than  your 
ways,  and  my  thoughts  than  your 
thoughts." 

"Thoughts!"  That  was  the  word  that 
struck  to  her  very  heart.  In  a  flash  of 
illumination  she  saw  something  she  had 
not  apprehended  before.  Her  sin  had  been 
largely  in  the  realm  of  thought.  Outward- 
ly she  had  walked  the  prescribed  course 
and  lived  an  apparently  commendable  life. 
And  just  now,  when  in  another  day  she 


[Page  32] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


might  have  made  a  move  that  was  the 
inevitable  outcome  of  those  wrong  and 
hidden  thoughts, — right  here  God  had  ar- 
rested her  steps.  Oh,  she  saw  it  now,  He 
was  faithful!  She  was  seeing  things  fast, 
and  her  heart   filled   with   thanksgiving. 

She  turned  to  the  verse  again  and  read. 
"Abundantly  pardon."  The  words  seemed 
to  leap  from  the  page  to  meet  her. 

"Abundantly  pardon."  She  said  them 
over  again.  They  chimed  in  her  ear  like 
the  music  of  bells.  That  was  the  welcome 
that  was  awaiting  her  return. 

Almost  unconscious  that  she  did  so, 
she  had  slipped  to  her  knees,  her  Bible  still 
clasped  in  her  hand.  With  tears  and  tum- 
bled words  she  poured  out  her  heart  in 
penitence.  She  asked  only  for  pardon  and 
peace.  She  knew  before  the  words  fell 
from  her  lips  that  she  had  them.  Oh, 
glorious  pardon,  oh,  marvelous  peace! 

Then  came  the  whispered  words,  "Ye 
have  not  chosen  me,  but  I  have  chosen 
you,  and  ordained  you,  that  ye  should  go 
and  bring  forth  fruit,  and  that  your  fruit 
should  remain."  Sally  Jo  knew,  she  could 
never  tell  how  but  she  knew,  that  she  was 
called  to  be  a  missionary,  and  that  she 
was  going.  Nothing  could  ever  again  dim 
the  vision  God  gave  to  her  soul  that  night. 
She  seemed  to  see  earth's  teeming  millions 
crying  for  bread.  She  heard  the  voice  of 
her  Lord,  "Give  ye  them  to  eat."  All  un- 
worthy though  she  felt  herself  to  be,  she 
knew  He  was  going  to  take  her  out  there 
with  the  life-giving  Bread. 

She  never  knew  how  long  she  knelt 
there.  When  she  arose,  it  was  to  a  new 
world.  She  longed  to  run  to  her  father 
and  tell  him.  But  he  thought  she  was  fast 
asleep  and  would  only  be  worried  to  see 
her.  No,  she  must  wait  until  morning. 
That  night  she  slept  like  a  tired  little 
child. 

When  she  awoke  the  next  morning, 
in  her  first  moment  of  consciousness  it 
all  came  back  to  her  with  a  rush,  her 
mother's  illness  and  what  had  followed. 
It  came  to  her  now  as  strange  that  the 
night  before  she  had  given  no  thought  at 
all  to  Edward  Barnett  and  what  it  was 
going  to  mean  to  give  him  up.  In  the 
anxiety  about  her  mother  he  had  simply 
faded  out  of  the  picture.  But  now  he 
returned  and  refused  to  be  banished.  The 
morning  mail  brought  her  a  letter,  full 
of  tender  love  and  expressions  of  sympa- 
thy. He  would  be  in  town  for  a  few  days 
and  would  call  to  see  her.  A  great  box  of 
flowers  came  to  her  mother  during  the 
morning,  a  bunch  of  violets  for  herself 
in  the  afternoon. 

Her  mother  was  much  better.  She  was 
allowed  to  talk  a  little,  and  she  and  Sally 
Jo  had  some  precious  hours  together,  often 
sitting  perfectly  quiet,  but  both  so  happy. 
The  girl  was  rejoicing  .  that  her  mother 
did  not  know,  need  never  know,  where 
she  had  been  nor  from  how  far  she  had 
returned. 


It  was  late  in  the  afternoon.  Sally  Jo 
had  been  sleeping  quietly  by  the  bedside 
for  an  hour  or  more.  Her  mother  had  been 
sleeping,  but  she  suddenly  opened  her 
eyes  and  looked  at  Sally  Jo  and  smiled. 

"Darling,"  the  weak  voice  began,  "I 
want  to  tell  you  something.  I  may  not  be 
here, — when — when  you  go  out  to  your 
field." 

"Mother,  don't  say  that,"  Sally  Jo  ex- 
claimed, startled. 

"Listen,  dear,  I  must  tell  you  this.  If 
I  should  go  before  that  time,  I  want  you 
to  know  that  I  have  been  praying  for  you 
and  your  work  here.  I  have  prayed  for 
you  all  the  way  down.  I  have  prayed  about 
the  house  you  will  live  in,  and  the  other 
missionaries  you  will  have  to  work  with.  I 
have  often  prayed  for  the  Holy  Spirit's 
power  in  the  words  you  will  speak.  I  have 
prayed  for  your  people  there,  the  precious 
souls  you  will  win.  And  I  have  prayed 
that  God  will  give  you  many.  I  have  fol- 
lowed you  all  through  your  day's  work, 
have  watched  you  going  in  and  out  of 
the  poor  little  homes,  have  prayed  that 
you  might  take  God's  sunshine  and  love 
and  His  message  of  salvation  to  the  weary, 
discouraged,  sin-sick  ones.  Oh,  my  child, 
I  have  tried  through  you  to  snatch  back 
some  from  a  Christless  eternity.  I  cannot 
go,  but  you  can,  and  will." 

"Mother!"  Tears  were  rolling  down  the 
girl's  face,  but  the  quiet  voice  went  on. 

"Darling,  don't  feel  bad  about  it.  Some 
day  when  you  are  down  there  at  your 
work  you  will  be  glad  to  know  that 
Mother  prayed.  I  have  tried  to  think  of 
you  in  every  possible  circumstance,  facing 
every  possible  danger,  and  have  prayed 
for  you  there.  Some  writer  once  called  it 
'pre-engaging  the  grace  of  God.'  That  is 
what  I  have  tried  to  do.  I  am  glad  I 
prayed  when  I  was  well;  I  am  too  tired 
now.  But  God  has  heard  and  He  will 
answer.  Are  you  not   glad5" 

There  was  a  pleading  note  in  her  voice 
as  her  eyes   sought  her  daughter's   face. 

Sally  Jo  murmured  a  faint  "Yes,"  as 
she  bent  over  and  kissed  the  white  face 
on  the  pillow.  Her  own  face  flushed 
guiltily  as  she  remembered.  She  had  some- 
times tried  to  excuse  herself  in  drawing 
back  from  the  mission  field  on  the  ground 
that  her  mother  needed  her.  And  now 
this!  How  could  she  have  borne  it — yes- 
terday? She  breathed  a  prayer  of  thanks- 
giving that  God  had*  met  her,  had  spoken 
to  her,  had  brought  her  back,  before 
Mother  ever  knew. 

During  the  evening  Mrs.  Brenton  gave 
sweet  little  messages  of  love  and  comfort 
to  husband  and  daughter.  They  tried  to 
stop  her.  They  told  her  she  was  not  going 
to  leave  them  yet. 

"Perhaps  not,"  she  answered  with  a 
smile,  "but  I  want  you  to  know  that  all 
is  right,  and  I  am  happy,  very  happy.  If 
God  calls  me,  I  shall  be  glad  to  go,  and 
glad  if  He  lets  me  stay."  Then  her  eyes 


sought  Sally  Jo.  "Be  faithful,  my  little 
girl." 

Could  it  be  that  Mother  guessed?  Had 
she  known  after  all?  The  girl  longed  to 
question  her,  but  dared  not,  not  now. 
Perhaps  sometime. 

She  seemed  so  bright,  so  like  her  usual 
self,  that  even  the  watchful  nurse  felt 
that  the  severity  of  the  attack  had  passed. 
About  eleven  o'clock  she  drifted  into  a 
light  natural  slumber.  The  nurse  said  it 
was  likely  that  she  would  sleep  for  hours, 
and  she  begged  Sally  Jo  and  her  father  to 
go  to  bed. 

Late  in  the  night  Sally  Jo  was  hastily 
summoned  to  her  mother's  room.  The 
doctor  was  called  and  came  at  once. 
Neither  doctor  nor  nurse  left  the  bedside. 
Sally  Jo  and  her  father  sat  close  by,  a 
great  fear  in  their  hearts. 

Mother  was  conscious,  and  occasionally 
she  opened  her  eyes  and  smiled.  There  was 
a  beauty  not  of  earth  on  her  face. 

Just  as  the  first  faint  streaks  of  dawn 
lightened  the  eastern  sky,  the  dear  eyes 
opened  wide  and  a  look  of  almost  dazzling 
radiance  flooded  her  face  for  an  instant. 

"Precious  Lord  Jesus,  I'm  coming,"  she 
murmured. 

An  instant  more,  and  with  a  fleeting 
smile  she  was  gone. 

Sally  Jo  went  through  the  hours  that 
followed  like  one  in  a  dream.  She  won- 
dered at  the  great  calmness  and  peace  that 
held  her.  Surely  her  mother  had  prayed 
for  this  too,  and  God  was  answering.  His 
presence  was  more  real  than  her  mother's 
absence. 

But  it  was  a  shock.  It  was  so  totally 
unexpected.  The  day  before  had  been  so 
happy;  her  renewed  consecration  had  set- 
tled her  spiritual  conflict,  and  surely  all 
was  well.  Those  last  words  of  her  mother's 
had  forever  sealed  her  to  the  Lord  and 
His  service.  Never  again  could  she  even 
consider  turning  back. 

She  could  never  continue  with  Edward 
Barnett;  she  saw  it  clearly  now.  Marriage 
with  him  was  impossible.  Yet  she  loved 
him,  and  her  heart,  torn  with  sorrow, 
longed  inexpressibly  for  his  comfort  and 
strength.  Sometimes  her  hot  young  spirit 
rose  to  his  defense.  He  had  a  heart  of 
gold,  she  argued.  But  it  was  not  for  her, 
her  sober  thought  returned. 

She  poured  out  the  whole  story  in  Aunt 
Sarah's  sympathetic  ears.  To  her  under- 
standing father  a  whispered  word  was 
sufficient  to  tell  him  all.  He  held  her 
very  close,  his  heart  aching  with  hers,  and 
she  was  never  allowed  to  be  very  far  from 
his  sight. 

Edward  Barnett  called  to  express  his 
sympathy.  He  was  very  gentle  and  ten- 
der, but  to  the  girl's  relief  he  seemed  to 
take  nothing  for  granted.  He  attended  the 
funeral  and  sought  to  be  as  near  her  as 
possible,  while  his  eyes,  full  of  love  and 
pity,  followed  her  every  move.  She  clung 
to  her  father,  and  he  had  no  opportunity 
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for  so  much  as  a  word  alone.  He  pressed 
her  hand  in  parting,  and  he  had  to  leave 
that   night  for  the  south. 

Sally  Jo  returned  to  college.  Three  years 
in  a  Bible  institute  were  to  follow,  unless 
the  Lord   led  otherwise. 

A  young  cousin  recently  married,  who 
had  been  living  with  her  husband's  family 
until  they  were  able  to  set  up  a  home  for 
themselves,  eagerly  welcomed  the  chance 
to  step  in  and  make  a  home  for  Mr. 
Brenton.  The  young  couple  was  very 
fond  of  her  father,  and  Sally  Jo  knew  he 
would  lack  for  nothing. 

The  star  was  again  pointing  the  way, 
and  she  was  free  to  follow  on. 
(To   be  Continued) 

What  Is  Christianity? 

(Continued  from   page    5) 
Toward  the  fortunate  it  is  congratula- 
tion. 

Toward  the  penitent  it  is  forgiveness. 

Toward  God  it  is  reverence  and  love. 

— Author  Unknown. 

Not   By   Subtraction 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
old,  bad  pictures  would  not  go  with  this 
one,  and  so  they  had  to  come  down  and 
go  out."  She  had  solved  his  problem  not 
by  subtraction,  but  by  addition.  And  so 
Augustine  found  it  fifteen  hundred  years 
ago.  "Thou  didst  cast  out  my  sins,"  he 
said,  "by  coming  in  Thyself,  Thou  great- 
er sweetness." — R.  H.  W.  Shepherd. 

A  Girl  Changes  Her  Mind 

(Continued  from  page  29) 
these  decisions  quite  as  well  as  to  spiritual 
ones. 

"Dare  to  be  a  Daniel, 
Dare  to  stand  alone; 
Dare  to  have  a  purpose  true 
And  dare  to  make  it  known," 
and  stand  by  it,  unshaken,  unmoved  by 
opposition. — East  and  West. 


Murmuring 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
persons  on  beds  of  pain  who  were  more 
grateful  for  what  they  had  than  were 
those  who  lay  on  beds  of  roses.  Of 
course  even  roses  have  thorns  but  one 
need  not  specialize  in  them.  The  second 
stage  is  that  which  comes  from  compari- 
son with  others.  Do  not  congratulate 
yourself  if  you  are  a  specialist  on  other 
people's  sins.  "Comparisons  are  odorous," 
said  the  poet.  As  a  judge  you  are  apt  to  be 
very  partial  about  yourself.  The  third 
stage  is  that  of  censoriousness  when  you 
are  out  of  sorts  with  everything  and  ev- 
erybody. When  you  have  arrived  at  this 
stage,  no  one  is  lovable,  nothing  is  lovely, 
not  even  God  in  Heaven  is  right.  If  you 
begin  by  pitying  yourself  you  will  end  in 
having  everything  else  turn  sour  within 
you.  Like  Brother  Lawrence,  when  things 
go   badly   in    the   kitchen,    thanked    God 


that  it  was  no  worse  instead  of  seeing 
naught  in  it  but  a  curse.  Remember  that 
the  Children  of  Israel  were  so  long  in  the 
desert  because  they  murmured  on  the  way 
to  the  Holy  Land. 

The  present  war  had  its  origin  in  the 
confessing  of  the  other  nation's  sins  of 
which  the  originators  were  guilty  them- 
selves and  it  will  end  in  a  flood  of  hatred 
for  generations  to  come  regardless  of  who 
wins  or  loses.  It  began  in  complaining 
about  conditions;  it  developed  by  insidi- 
ous comparisons;  it  has  resulted  in  a  cen- 
sorious attitude  toward  all  men.  If  mur- 
muring on  a  large  scale  can  be  destructive 
of  love,  joy  and  peace,  it  can  be  equally 
devastating  to  those  who  live  in  a  smaller 
world.  I  know  of  nothing  that  is  more 
destructive  of  the  church's  growth  than 
this  habit  of  blaming  others  for  faults  of 
which  the  complainers  are  equally  guilty. 
I  believe  that  because  of  murmuring,  the 
present  generation  faces  wandering  in  the 
desert  for  forty  years  instead  of  entering 
the  land  of  promise  which  seemed  so  near 
just  the  other  day.  As  yet  there  is  no 
Moses  to  lead  the  way. — The  Witness. 


Hoofs  of   Brass 

(Continued  from  page  27) 
peace  with  the  Lord  that  night.  It  was  a 
great  time.  After  we  were  again  ready  to 
climb  in  the  wagon  he  brought  a  cultured 
woman  from  the  back  of  the  shed  whom 
he  introduced  as  his  aunt,  and  explained 
to  us  that  she  had  reared  him.  His  aunt 
was  lovely  that  night  and  seemed  very 
anxious  to  let  me  know  that  Julian  had 
been  all  she  had  hoped  he  would  be  since 
childhood.  This  we  were  glad  to  hear 
from  one  who  knew. 

He  then  took  us  out  to  a  large  oak  tree 
where  he  had  tied  a  large  gray  horse,  and 
hesitated  as  he  asked  me  if  I  had  ever  tried 
to  ride  horseback.  I  assured  him  I  had  been 
trying  to  ride  Mr.  WahPs  horses  around 
the  farm  some  when  he  was  not  using 
them  to  plow,  and  that  I  had  greatly 
enjoyed  the  effort.  He  told  me  all  the 
good  qualities  of  Priddy;  she  was  gentle, 
easy  to  ride  and  just  the  kind  of  a  horse 
any  timid  woman  would  enjoy  riding 
over  the  mountains.  He  then  asked  me  if 
I  would  not  like  to  hitch  her  to  the  back 
of  the  wagon  and  take  her  home  with  me. 
I  could  see  whether  or  not  I  liked  her,  he 
reasoned.  I  looked  at  the  Wahls  for  an 
answer  and  they  looked  at  me. 

"  'What  kind  of  shoes  has  she  got  on?' 
Mr.  Wahl  asked  laughingly." 
(To  be  continued) 

Contestants  For  Bible  Schooi 
Scholarship 

Herman    Clark,    Jr..    Sevierville,    Term. 
Doris  Parrish,   1059  33rd  Ave.,  Tampa,  Fla. 
Carroll   James,   Rt.   2,  Box  91,  Forrest  City,  Ark. 
Clyde    Case,    7    Pelzer    St.,    Monoghan    Mill,    Green- 
ville,   S.    C. 
George    Campbell,    Steelville.    Mo. 
Ralph   E.  Williams,  Box  2581.  Charlotte,  N.  C. 
Mrs.  Earl  Roupe,  Rt.   3,  Box   176,   Union  town.  Pa. 


Silver  Lining 

A  book  of  5  7  beautiful  poems.  An  in- 
expensive gift  for  your  friend.  Price  2  5c. 
Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905  Park- 
er St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 


New  Gideons 

Mrs.    Luther    Ringo.    Borger,    Texas. 

Geneva    Cope,    Gastonia,    N.    C. 

Merline     Tebo,     Mize,     Miss. 

Mrs.    Anton    Meyer,    Tolstoy,    S.    Dak. 

Gordner    Odom.    Mayo,    Fla. 

Ruby    Olson,    Detroit    Lakes,    Minn. 

Mildred    Daugherty,    Waco,    Ga. 

Mrs.    C.    W.    Moneyhun,    Odessa,    Texas. 

Haley     Rhoden.    Haines    City.    Fla. 

Mrs.    H.    W.    Battles,    Paris,    Texas. 

Martha    Hughes,    Edinburg,    Texas. 

Ruth   Vollrath,    Ruth,  N.  C. 

Mrs.    Lucille    White.    Montcalm,    W.    Va. 

Mrs.   T.   W.   Store,    Lynch,   Ky. 

Nelson    Paynter,    Davin,    W.    Va. 

Florine    Swift.    Rockmart,    Ga. 
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Robert    Oglesby,    Johnston    City,    111. 

Phronie    Spiney,    Nichols,    Ga. 

Mrs.   Johanna   Sanberg,   Herman,   Minn. 

Ronald    Eskins,    East    Bank,    W.    Va. 

E.    W.    Hunter,    Taylors,    S.    C. 

Mrs.    Ted    Moore,    Knoxville,    Tenn. 

Eli  Coleman,  Jamboree,  Ky. 

Mrs.   Irene  Deith,   Trion,   Ga. 

Mrs.    Dixie    Chambers.    Barnardsville,    N. 

Mrs.    Julia    Alverson,    Trafford,    Ala. 

Rev.    Vep    Ellis,    Ft.    Lauderdale.    Fla 

Louis   Hignight,    Kansas   City,    Kans. 

Mrs.    Sarah    Ulsh.    Boswell,    Pa. 

Mae  White,   New   Bethlehem.    Pa. 

Pauline   McAbee,    Greer,   S.   C. 

Mrs.    Lorene    Day,    Stephensville,    Texas. 

A.    V.    McKenney,   Crockett,   Texas. 

James  Hubert  Norris,  Punta  Gorda,   Fla. 

Gladys    Ferguson.    Deport,    Texas. 

Charlotte   Jo   Came,   Blossom,   Texas. 

Gerald   M.   Searles,   Worchester,   Mass. 

Herman    Grisham.   Celina,   Texas. 

Dean   Jones,   Casper,  Wyo. 

Homer  Y.   Miolen,   Dahlonega,   Ga. 

Thomas   H.   Brasher,   Shelby,    Ala. 
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Mrs.    J.    N.    Wh 
Lois    Pearson,    V 
Mrs.    Delbert  Carder,   Toledo.    Ohio. 
L.    G.    Leverett,    Langley,    S.    C. 
Lewis  L.   Reeder,  Jonesville,  N.  C. 
James   Oliver   Rosier,    Jr.,    Manatee,    Fl; 
A.   H.    Vance,    Bladenboro,   N.   C. 
Freida  Matoon,   Lewiston,  Idaho. 
Mrs.    Sam    Richards,    Caroleen,   N.  C. 
Levi   Henson,    Middlesboro,   Ky. 
Mrs.    L.    E.    Painter,    Chincoteague,    Va. 
Ruth    Ross,    Greenwood,    S.    C. 
Anita   Catterton,    Charleston,   S.   C. 
Inez    Wicker,    Newberry,    S.    C. 


To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THB 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  f  1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  number  who  is  going  to  put  THE  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?  Read 
the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 
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J.  E.  "Watkin  says  of  marihuana:  Prac- 
tically unknown  a  decade  ago,  this  weed, 
which  grows  wild  in  many  parts  of  the 
country,  has  become  a  national  menace. 
Dope  peddlers  mix  it  with  tobacco  and 
introduce  it  to  boys  and  girls  who  use 
cigarettes.  Over  eighty  per  cent  of  the 
users  began  between  fourteen  and  twenty- 
four.  Its  effects  are  unpredictable.  One 
may  become  "a  merry  reveler,  a  calm 
philosopher,  a  cruel  murderer,  or  a  mad 
insensate."  One  young  addict  killed  his 
whole  family,  yet  did  not  know  it.  Any 
number  of  sex  crimes  have  been  caused 
by  it.  In  one  city  seventeen  out  of  thirty- 
seven  murderers  were  marihuana  smokers. 
From  one  high  school  seven  boys  were 
sent  to  the  penitentiary  and  two  were 
electrocuted  for  crimes  committed  while 
under  the  influence  of  this  drug.  Com- 
paratively few  people  are  aware  of  the 
extent  to  which  it  is  being  spread  by 
conscienceless  peddlers.  In  some  cities  it 
is  estimated  that  half  of  the  violent 
crimes  are  caused  by  its  use.  It  has  become 
a  major  police  problem. 

This  or  That 

As  a  member  of  the  National  Defense 
Mediation  Board,  Philip  Murray  strives 
to  put  an  end  to  strikes  that  hamper 
the  defense  program.  As  president  of  the 
CIO  he  called  for  possibly  the  worst 
of  all  strikes  in  the  defense  program. 
Now  it  ought  to  be  easy  for  Mr.  Mur- 
ray the  mediator  to  hold  a  conference 
with  Mr.  Murray  the  striker. — Pathfinder. 

I  have  frequently  expressed  the  opinion 
that  Dr.  E.  Stanley  Jones  is  the  greatest 
man  that  God  has  outside  of  heaven.  The 
following  will  strengthen  your  opinion 
of  his  great  spiritual  power  and  leader- 
ship: 

Since  the  announcement  of  my  sailing 
back  to  India  on  March  20  on  the  S.  S. 
President  Harrison  has  been  published  in 
the  papers,  my  friends  may  like  to  know 
why  I  am  not  sailing. 

Very  early  in  the  morning  of  the  day 
the  boat  was  due  to  sail,  the  Inner  Voice 
kept  repeating,  "I  want  you  here."  It  was 
so  compelling  as  to  be  inescapable. 

I  had  my  baggage  taken  from  the 
steamer  and  canceled  my  sailing.  Al- 
though this  was  a  disappointment  to  me, 
for  I  was  very  anxious  to  get  back  to  my 
work  in  India,  nevertheless,  it  seemed 
there  was  nothing  to  do  but  answer  this 
call. 

I  will  be  here  at  least  until  the  begin- 
ning of  fall.  Perhaps  in  this  time  of 
national  crisis  there  is  something  I  must 
do.  Just  what  it  is  I  am  not  sure.  That, 
too,  will  be  made  clear.  The  call  to  stay 
was  unmistakably  clear. 


Solution  In  Reverse 

The  two  fastest  growing  states  in  the 
last  ten  years  were: 

California,  21.1   per  cent  gain. 

Florida,  27.9  per  cent  gain. 

But  both  were  far  outstripped  by  the 
District  of  Columbia,  for  which  the  cen- 
sus shows  a  population  increase  of  36.2 
per  cent  since  1930.  The  city  of  Wash- 
ington now  has  more  residents  than  South 
or  North  Dakota,  Montana,  Utah,  New 
Mexico,  Idaho,  Arizona,  New  Hampshire 
or  Vermont — more  than  Delaware,  Wy- 
oming and  Nevada  all  put  together. 

"He  tried  and  failed.  He  tried  and 
failed.  Six  times  he  tried  and  failed.  The 
seventh  time  he  tried  and  won."  This  is 
on  the  monument  of  Robert  Bruce  in 
Scotland. 

New  York — The  International  Mis- 
sionary Council  reports  that  since  Sep- 
tember, 1939,  American  churches  have 
sent  to  the  European  missions  which  are 
temporarily  orphaned  a  total  of  $493,000; 
while  the  British  churches  have  sent  to 
them  over  $30,000  and  other  countries 
$89,000.  In  addition,  the  American 
churches  have  sent  $332,500  to  aid  the 
missions   of   the  British  churches. 

Denominational  rivalries  are  respons- 
ible, in  large  part,  for  the  fact  that  the 
War  Department  has  closed  the  doors  of 
the  Army  camps  to  all  religious  work 
except  that  conducted  under  the  direction 
of  the  chaplains.  If  the  Churches  feel  that 
this  is  a  restriction  of  their  rights,  then 
they  have  no  one  but  themselves  to  blame, 
for  it  must  be  confessed  that  the  ungodly 
friction  between  groups  of  differing  the- 
ologies has  reflected  little  credit  on  the 
cause  of  Christ.  But  it  is  also  good  news 
to  know  that  General  George  C.  Marshall, 
chief-of-staff,  has  announced  a  policy 
for  the  Army  which  makes  provision  for 
the  use  of  pastors  and  workers  living  near 
the  camps. — R.  L.  Smith. 

Ten  thousand  of  our  American  boys 
married  French  girls  and  did  not  return 
from  the  last  war. 

London — Britain's  famed  City  Temple, 
built  in  1874  by  a  group  of  nonconform- 
ist worshipers,  was  completely  destroyed 
by  Nazi  bombs  recently.  Drs.  Joseph 
Parker  and  F.  W.  Norwood  were  minis- 
ters of  past  years.  The  present  minister, 
Rev.  Leslie  Weatherhead,  is  a  Methodist. 

San  Francisco — Signs  of  increasing 
collaboration  between  Russia  and  Japan 
are  reaching  the  United  States,  despite 
Russian  and  Japanese  censorship.  From 
Japan  and  Japanese-occupied  territories  it 
is  reported  that  quite  suddenly  the 
military  authorities  have  clamped  down 


on  all  White  Russian  activities.  The 
White  Russians  formerly  very  well  re- 
garded by  the  Japanese  military  caste, 
carried  on  an  active  anti-Soviet,  Monarch- 
ist propaganda.  From  the  Russian  side  it 
is  learned  that  Moscow  has  lately  ceased 
all  anti-Japanese  propaganda.  The  Russian 
radio  station  which  was  beamed  at  Japan 
and  carried  broadcasts  in  Japanese  has 
been  taken  off  the  air. 

Whatever  else  this  year  brings,  it  is 
quite  certain  that  it  will  not  be  a  lack 
of  stirring  events.  The  "China  Incident" 
has  been  dragging  on  so  long  that  it  seems 
almost  a  permanent  feature  of  current 
history.  But  some  who  have  exceptional 
opportunity  to  judge  think  differently. 
An  exchange  quotes  from  the  China  In- 
formation Service  in  Washington: 

Victory  Year  is  what  Chinese  leaders 
and  the  Chinese  press  are  calling  1941. 
Dr.  Wang  Chunghui,  Minister  of  Foreign 
Affairs,  says,  "China's  position  is  strong- 
er than  it  has  even  been."  Minister  of 
Finance  Kung  declares,  "We  are  more 
than  ever  certain  of  the  outcome  of  the 
war."  The  new  Governor  of  Szechwan, 
General  Chang  Chung,  welcomes  a  year 
of  reconstruction  and  victory.  General- 
issimo Chiang  Kai-Shek  asserts  that  Chi- 
na's war  of  independence  is  virtually  won 
if  the  armies  and  people  make  a  supreme 
effort  this  year.  General  Feng  Yuhsiang 
forecasts  a  major  counter-offensive  by 
Chinese  forces  this  summer.  There  is 
widespread  belief  that  events  of  far- 
reaching  importance  will  take  place  on 
the  continent  of  Asia  and  in  the  Pacific 
during  the  next  few  months.  Fighting 
will  not  necessarily  end  this  year  but  to 
the  Chinese  people  peace  and  freedom 
seem  nearer,  and  the  nation  faces  the  new 
year  with  confidence,  courage  and  hope. 

In  contrast  with  the  spirit  of  Free 
China  is  the  growing  depression  among 
the  people  of  Japan. — The  Presbyterian. 

Two  years  ago  J.  H.  Cohn  made  the 
following  prophetic  statement:  "I  have 
just  returned  from  across  the  water  with 
a  heavy  heart.  There  is  no  dodging  the 
fact  that  the  Jews  of  Central  Europe  are 
facing  extermination  within  the  next  five 
years,  unless  the  Lord  comes  in  the  mean- 
time, or  unless  there  is  a  complete  reversal 
of  the  present  Jew-hatred  programs  in 
Europe.  It  was  heartsickening  to  meet  the 
Austrian  and  German  Jews  and  to  hear 
from  their  lips  such  stories  as  belong 
only  in  the  annals  of  aboriginal  savagery 
and  brutality.  Wives  separated  from  their 
husbands,  children  torn  from  their  par- 
ents, agony  heaped  upon  agony,  until  the 
Jew  who  escapes  from  this  hell  torment 
takes  on  the  haggard  look  of  a  hunted 
beast. 


Xv^ 
<"*/<% 


R  PLAIN 

MAN'S 

PRAYER 


Good  God,  I  put  up  this  prayer  to  Thee  because  I  have  to.  I  don't  know 
how  it  works — this  praying  business,  I  mean — but  there  must  be  something 
to  it,  or  I  wouldn't  feel  the  urge  to  do  it  whenever  things  go  -wrong  with  the 
xvorld,  with  my  job,  with  my  buddies  and  the  fellows  who  don't  like  me,  -with 
my  family,  with  me. 

I  do  so  many  ornery  things  I  know  I  shouldn't,  and  I  fail  to  do  so  much  I 
know  I  should.  I'm  inwardly  ashamed,  though  I  don't  often  admit  it.  I'm  not 
the  man  I  ought  to  be.  I  try,  and  keep  on  trying,  but  I  miss,  I  bungle,  I  get  con- 
fused, and  so  frequently  flirt  with  despair. 

Yet  there's  something  in  me  that  keeps  me  climbing,  hoping,  yearning, 
dreaming,  believing  that  the  struggle's  all -import  ant.  I  know  I  mustn't  quit. 
It  must  be  You,  God,  stirring  me,  luring  me,  goading  me  to  play  the  man.  If 
so,  I  want  to  thank  You,  for  without  such  help  I  don't  know  -where  I'd  be. 

They  tell  me  Jesus  showed  us  the  kind  of  God  you  are: — a  Father  -who  un- 
derstands us,  loves  us,  feels  with  us,  does  all  that  can  be  done  to  help  us.  I'm  a 
father,  too.  I  love  my  kids.  There's  nothing  I  -wouldn't  do  for  them — if 
they'd  only  let  me.  But  so  often  they  won't.  They  think  they  know  best.  They 
want  to  do  as  they  please.  They  resent  my  suggestions.  And  if  I  try  to  force 
them  to  do  as  I  say,  it  only  makes  them  peeved.  I  guess  I'm  like  that  with 
You,  God.  I  wonder  if  it  hurts  You  when  I  ignore  or  disobey  You,  the  way  it 
makes  me  ache  inside  -when  my  youngsters  pay  no  attention  to  me}  If  it  does, 
I'm  sorry.  Please  forgive  me.  Give  me  sense  enough  to  understand  that  the  on- 
ly lasting  joy  there  is  comes  from  going  along  with  You  in  Your  all-wise 
-way. 

Maybe  that's  the  trouble  with  most  of  us.  Each  man,  each  nation,  is  too 
concerned  -with  his  own  selfish  interests,  not  caring  enough  about  all  of  us 
together.  So  we  have  quarrels,  scraps,  strikes,  wars — and  the  human  family 
gets  torn  to  pieces.  O  God,  help  us  to  sense  our  sin,  and  stop  it.  Help  us  to  live 
together  like  a  decent,  self-respecting  family  should.  Help  us  to  quit  making 
our  own  hell.  Teach  us  how  to  make  heaven  on  earth — here  and  now. 

Finally,  God,  I  want  You  to  know  I  love  You,  and  though  I  don't  know 
bow  to  say  it  -without  getting  maudlin  or  sentimental,  I  love  everybody — 
really.  The  -whole  -world  is  our  family,  isn't  it,  God? — and  -we  ought  to  stick 
together,  for  Your  sake,  as  well  as  our  own. 

Thank  You,  God,  for  letting  me  talk  to  You  a  while.  It  helps  a  lot.  Amen. 


Dedicrted  TdThe  Church  uf  udd  Ydung  Peoples  Endervdr 
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GOD  BLESS  OUR  NATIVE  LAND 

God  bless  our  native  land;  firm  may  she  ever  stand  through 

storm  and  night; 
When  the  wild  tempests  rave,  Ruler  of  wind  and  wave,  do  Thou 

our  country  save  by  Thy  great  might. 
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Editor 


Dear  Boys   and   Girls:   God   bless   you. 

We  feel  very  much  impressed  to  write 
you  along  the  line  of  yielding  your  all  to 
Christ,  and  we  will  use  Matt.  16:24  as 
our  text,  "Then  said  Jesus  unto  his  dis- 
ciples, if  any  man  will 
come  after  me,  let 
him  deny  himself,  and 
take  up  his  cross,  and 
follow  me."  We  feel 
definitely  sure  that 
this  paper  is  going  to 
fall  into  the  hands  of 
someone  or  perhaps 
many  who  are  halting 
between  two  opinions, 
and  they  are  at  the 
crossroads  wondering 
which  way  to  take. 
You  have  been  attend- 
ing some  of  our  holi- 
ness meetings  and  you  are  convinced  that 
God  has  a  deeper  experience  for  you,  but 
you  are  wondering  if  you  can  pay  the 
price.  What  will  your  friends  say?  You 
may  be  high  up  in  this  world,  so  far  as 
yrour  social  standing  is  concerned,  and 
you  are  halting  between  two  opinions  and 
the  question  is  running  through  your 
mind,  "Can  I  pay  the  price  that  it  will 
cost  me?" 

How  well  do  I  remember  when  that 
time  came  in  my  own  life.  It  meant 
something  back  thirty-two  years  ago 
when  I  came  into  these  deeper  experiences 
and  took  the  way  of  the  cross.  It  looked 
like  everything  was  gone,  as  far  as  this 
world  was  concerned,  but  more  than  any- 
thing in  all  the  world,  my  own  experience 
has  made  me  to  realize  what  this  Scrip- 
ture means,  "And  whosoever  shall  lose  his 
life  for  my  sake  shall  find  it  again."  And 
just  as  sure  as  you  live,  it  will  be  so  in 
your  case.  Do  you  think  that  I  do  not 
appreciate  the  way  the  Lord  has 
helped  me  to  find  my  life  in  these 
days  of  service  for  the  young  people 
scattered    about    over    this    land    of 


ours?  Why,  when  it  looked  like 
everything  was  gone  and  when  I 
had  suffered  enough,  it  seemed  to 
me  for  a  thousand  people,  here  my 
Lord  came  along  and  gave  me  the 
greatest  work  in  the  world,  and 
today  I  have  thousands  of  friends 
to  where  I  had  one  before  I  yielded 
my  life  to  Him.  Dear  ones,  it  pays 
to  serve  Jesus.  Just  here  this  little 
verse  of  song  comes  to  me: 

It  pays  to  serve  Jcsns,  it  pays  every 

day, 
It  pays  aery  step  of  the  way. 
Tho'   the  pathway    to    glory     may 

sometimes  be  drear, 
You'll  be  happy  each  step  of   the 


way. 

Now,  I'd  like  to  go  on  telling  you  the 
gcod  things  the  Lord  did  for  me  all  along 
the  way.  Some  of  them  didn't  seem  so 
good  while  they  were  happening,  because 
I  didn't  understand,  but  I  will  leave  my 
own  experience  and  pass  on  to  other 
things. 

Since  I  sat  down  to  write  this  message, 
the  mail  came  and  brought  me  a  letter 
from  a  young  girl  in  college.  I  know  it 
came  just  for  this  message,  and  it  made 
me  feel  surer  that  God  was  leading  in 
the  subject  which  I  am  using.  Now,  my 
dear  little  fr'cnd  did  not  give  me  permis- 
sion to  use  her  letter,  but  I  am  so  sure 
Gcd  sent  it,  th;u  I  know  she  will  be  glad 
to  know  her  little  message  can  be  a  bless- 
ng  to  you.  I  shall  give  only  a  part  of  her 
letter.   Here  it  is: 

"Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

"For  the  past  two  or  three  years, 
at  different  intervals,  I  have  planned 
to  write  you,  but  I  have  failed  to  do 
so.  At  the  present  I'm  needing  your 
prayers  very  much.  The  Lighted 
Pathway  from  cover  to  cover  is  so 
much  help  to  me.  It  encourages  me 
so  much  when  I'm  walk-ng  through 
the  valley. 

"Sister  Harrison,  I  truly  love  the 
Lord  because  almost  six  years  ago, 
while  a  revival  was  going  on  in  the 
Church  of  God  in  my  home  town, 
God  certainly  got  hold  of  me.  I  was 
only  fifteen  years  of  age  and  today 
I'm  trying  to  serve  God  in  the 
beauty  of  holiness,  walking  upright- 
ly before  Him  daily. 

"When  God  seized  my  heart  that 
night,  I  fell  into  the  altar  and  sur- 
rendered my  whole  life  unto  Him. 
I  was  saved  and  sanctified,  two 
weeks  later  was  filled  with  the  Holy 

THE  TEACHER'S  CROWN 
Frank  L.  Tory 


Just  a  lump  of  clay  in  the  potter's  hands, 

Ugly  and  dirty  and  cold. 
But  the  potter  saw  there  a  vessel  so  fair 

He  with  the  clay  would  mold. 
He  worked  with  a  will  and  cleansed   it  from  dross, 
He  toiled  with  patience  with   not  a  moment's  loss, 

He  worked  to  a  plan  of  beauty  inwrought — 

And   the  vessel  finished,   by  the   king  was   bought, 
Who  would  have  thought  that  lump  of  clay 
Would  grace  the  courts  of  the  king  one  day? 

Just  a   boy  or  girl  in  your  class  today. 

With  a  heart  so  prone  to  sin. 
But  the  Master  sees  there  a  soul  so  fair 

That   through   you    He  seeks   to  win. 
So   yield    Him   thy  all — count   not   the  cost; 
Spend  much   time  in   prayer — that   none  be  lost; 

Toil   on    in   foith — that  Christ   they   may   own. 

For  their  place  is  with   Him  around  the  throne. 
You  would  not  think  as  they  face  you  today, 
Your  crown   of  rejoicing   they'll   be  for  aye. 


Ghost,  and  He  abides  today.  I  went 
through  many  trials  and  tests  as  the 
result  of  joining  the  Church  of 
God. 

"Sister  Harrison,  today  so  many 
of  the  young  folks  don't  have 
enough  stickability  about  them. 
They  seem  to  fall  by  the  wayside  be- 
cause of  the  trials  and  tests,  but  I 
know  one  thing,  I  started  in  this 
good,  old-fashioned  way  to  go  all 
the  way.  I  even  got  a  whipping  when 
I  was  baptized  in  water,  and  of  all 
the  other  hard  things  I've  gone 
through  with,  God  has  been  w'th  me. 
"I've  waited  upon  God  for  guid- 
ance in  my  school  work.  When  I 
finished  high  school  I  was  afraid  to 
go  to  college — afraid  I  would  back- 
slide and  fall  back  into  sin.  But  I 
prayed,  fasted,  requested  prayer,  and 
cried  to  God  not  to  let  me  come  un- 
less it  was  His  will.  I  wanted  a  high- 
er education,  but  was  a  little  afraid. 
God  made  a  way  for  me  to  attend 
college.  This  is  my  first  year.  I  have 
wanted  to  attend  Bible  School  at  Se- 
vierville,  Tenn.,  ever  since  I  have 
been  saved,  and  I  intend  to  go  some 
day. 

"Our  family  is  large  and  has  per- 
secuted me  a  lot  during  my  Chris- 
tian life,  but  since  I've  stood  true 
to  God,  letting  Him  lead  the  way, 
they  wouldn't  have  me  to  turn  back 
into  sin  for  the  world.  My  sisters, 
brothers,  and  mother  have  stood  in 
the  Church  of  God  while  the  altar 
call  was  being  given  and  they  would 
have  to  hold  to  the  seat  in  front  of 
them  to  keep  from  yielding  to  God. 
In  the  meantime,  tears  were  rolling 
down  their  faces. 

"One  of  my  older  sisters  is  a  school 
teacher,  and  I've  seen  her  stand  and 
hold  to  the  back  of  a  seat  to 
keep  from  going  to  the  altar. 
They  want  to  serve  God,  but 
they're  afraid  of  what  people 
will  say  about  them.  All  of 
these  boys  and  girls  in  our 
family  are  single  and  young. 
They  could  do  wonders  for 
God  if  they  would  turn  loose. 
Please  pray  for  them.  I'm  the 
only  one  in  the  family  who  is 
saved,  but  I'm  still  asking  God 
to  bring  the  others  into  the 
fold." 

Some  of  our  young  people  say 
they  cannot  bear  the  cross,  it  is  too 
heavy.  Here  is  a  young  woman  who 
has  borne  the  cross  for  six  years,  go- 
ing through  all  kinds  of  persecu- 
tion, bless  her  heart.  Some  of  these 
(Continued   on    page    24) 
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Sally  (jo 


By  Zenobia  Bird 

(Used  by  permission  of  Fleming  H. 

Revell  Company) 
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NOTE:  Any  one  desiring  the  previous 
chapters  of  this  story  may  send  5c  per 
copy  of  back  issues.  The  story  began  in 
October  issue.  Space  forbids  our  giving  a 
synopsis. 

{Continued  from  last  issue) 
THE  PILLAR  OF  CLOUD  MOVES  ON 

"Miss  Merrick,  have  you  never  a  bit  of 
leisure  for  anything?  Are  you  always 
busy?" 

The  dean  of  women  looked  up  and 
smiled  pleasantly  at  the  sweet  puzzled 
face. 

"Why  yes,  Miss  Brenton,  sometimes  I 
have,"  she  replied,  ignoring  the  last  ques- 
tion. "What  can  I  do  for  you?" 

"Nothing  right  now.  I  would  appre- 
ciate a  chance  to  have  a  real  talk  with 
you  some  time  though.  I  have  a  problem 
I  would  like  to  discuss." 

"You,  a  problem!"  The  woman  lifted 
her  eyebrows  in  surprise.  There  were 
girls  who  were  always  coming  to  her  with 
one  problem  or  another,  but  in  her  three 
years  in  the  Bible  institute  Sarah  Josephine 
Brenton  had  never  owned  to  one,  so  far 
as  the  dean  knew.  If  she  had  them  she 
kept  them  to  herself.  Miss  Merrick  ad- 
mired the  girl.  There  was  a  steadfastness, 
a  poise  and  balance,  unusual  in  one  so 
vivacious,  and  it  was  combined  with  an 
almost  child-like  appealingness. 

"It  isn't  about  exams,  is  it?"  Sally  Jo 
shook  her  head.  "Because  the  last  two 
girls  who  came  wanted  me  to  pray  for 
them  in  final  exams.  That  isn't  your 
trouble." 

"I  wish  it  were.  It  would  be  easier." 

"Can  you  come  to  my  room  this  even- 
ing at  eight-thirty?  I  know  you  want  to 
be  alone.  I  have  an  idea  of  the  nature  of 
your  trouble,"  she  smiled. 

"I  suppose  you  have,"  the  girl  an- 
swered. "All  right,  I'll  be  there." 

"Wait  a  minute.  Someone  is  always 
coming  to  look  for  me  there;  we  will  be 
interrupted.  Go  to  room  seventeen.  That 
is  two  doors  from  mine.  No  one  will  be 
there.  Go  right  in  and  wait  for  me.  I  will 
come  as  soon  as  I  can." 

Promptly  at  eight-thirty  Sally  Jo 
slipped  into  room  seventeen  and  closed  the 
door.  As  she  passed  the  dean's  room  she 
heard  voices  and  knew  Miss  Merrick  had 
a  caller.  It  was  well  they  were  meeting 
elsewhere. 

Ten  minutes  later  there  was  a  tap  on 
the  door,  and  Miss  Merrick  entered. 

"Sorry  to  have  kept  you  waiting,  but 
I  was  busy.  That  poor  girl,  she  has  her 
difficulties!   And  now  what's  yours?" 

"John  Rimmer." 

"I  thought  so." 


"Miss  Merrick,  I  haven't  told  you  about 
my  love  affairs,  have  I?" 

"No,  but  I  fancy  you've  had  them." 

"Yes,  but  only  one  really  hard  one. 
There  was  another  when  I  was  very 
young,  but  it  was  only  on  one  side  and 
it  died  a  natural  death.  The  four  years  I 
was  in  college  I  had  a  friend,  a  man  much 
older  than  myself,  a  perfect  gentleman, 
but  he  was  an  unbeliever.  He  regarded 
my  religion  with  the  amused  tolerance 
that  one  might  show  toward  a  little 
child's  fondness  for  a  peculiar  but  harm- 
less toy.  It  had  its  effect  on  me,  for  I 
admired  him  and  loved  him  desperately. 
I  never  should  have  encouraged  him  at 
all,  for  I  knew  God  was  calling  me  to  the 
mission  field  and  Father  was  sending  me 
to  college  to  prepare  for  it.  I  backslid 
terribly.  A  short  time  before  Commence- 
ment he  was  coming  to  see  me  and  re- 
ceive my  final  answer.  I  was  prepared  to 
promise  to  marry  him,  or  even  to  marry 
him  at  once  if  he  wished  it.  He  was  going 
to  Europe  in  a  few  weeks  and  wanted  to 
take  me  with  him  and  I  was  crazy  to  go. 
Then,  just  before  he  came,  Mother  was 
taken  sick  and  died  very  suddenly.  But 
through  that  terrible  sorrow  God  brought 
me  back  to  Himself  and  I  surrendered  my 
life  again  for  service  on  the  field.  That 
is  why  I  came  here." 

She  stopped,  and  they  both  sat  silent 
for  a  minute. 

"Go  on,  dear.  You  haven't  told  me 
your  problem  yet,"  Miss  Merrick  encour- 
aged. 

"I  don't  know  how  to  tell  it,"  Sally  Jo 
blurted  desperately.  "I  don't  understand 
myself  at  all.  You  know  I  have  been 
helping  John  Rimmer  with  that  little 
church  and  Sunday  school  he's  been  work- 
ing with  all  winter.  I  have  enjoyed  the 
work  so  much,  and  God  has  blessed  it  so 
wonderfully.  I  like  John.  We  work  to- 
gether beautifully.  He  has  asked  me  to 
marry  him.  He  is  a  good  man,  and  alto- 
gether worthy  of  me.  He  is  too  good — 
for  me  to  marry  unless  I  loved  him, — as 
I  once  imagined  I  could  love  the  man  I 
would  marry.  He  is  looking  forward  to 
the  mission  field  and  is  not  sure  where 
the  Lord  would  have  him  work.  It  looks 
as  though  God  might  intend  us  to  go 
together.  I  am  lonely  sometimes  at  the 
thought  of  going  out  all  by  myself.  I 
am,"  and  the  rose  color  in  her  face  deep- 
ened, "entirely  willing  to  be  married,  and 
my  father  and  aunts  would  much  prefer 
to  have  me  go  out  with  a — husband,"  she 
ended  with  an  embarrassed  little  laugh. 

"And  what  is  the  difficulty?" 

"Simply  that  I  do  not  love  John  enough 
to  be  sure  he  is  the  man  God  intends  me 


to  marry.  How  do  you  know?" 

"You  will  know  all  right.  If  you  don't, 
it  is  a  pretty  sure  sign  that  he  isn't.  You 
are  sure  you  are  not  allowing  some  weak 
or  unworthy  motive  to  influence  you? 
Are  you  failing  to  appreciate  the  good 
sterling  qualities  and  high  character  of 
John,  because  there  are  some  minor  char- 
acteristics you  feel  you  desire  in  the  man 
you  would  marry?  Is  there  something 
really  vital  lacking  that  you  feel  would 
make  a  perfect  love  with  him  impossible? 
You  know  it  is  a  man  you  are  going  to 
marry.  You  are  not  looking  for  an  angel, 
are  you?" 

Sally  Jo  laughed.  "Not  at  all.  I  am  so 
far  from  one  myself.  All  I  know  is  that 
I  feel  he  isn't  the  man  God  plans  for  me 
to  marry,  and  I  don't  love  him  as  I  think 
I  ought  to." 

"Then,  Miss  Brenton,"  there  was  a  note 
of  finality  in  the  dean's  words,  "you  must 
conclude  either  that  God  has  someone  else 
for  you,  or  else  He  has  a  work  for  you  to 
do  that  can  best  be  done  alone.  In  any 
case,  He  wants  you  to  put  Himself  in  the 
heart  of  your  affections  and  give  Him 
alone  the  guidance  and  sway  of  your 
life." 

"And  never  marry  at  all?"  Sally  Jo 
asked. 

Miss  Merrick  laughed.  "It  isn't  so 
tragic  as  you  make  it  sound,  dear.  Let  us 
see  what  God's  Word  has  to  say  about 
it."  She  reached  for  her  Bible  and  turned 
the  pages  rapidly.  Then  she  read:  "But  I 
would  have  you  without  carefulness.  He 
that  is  unmarried  careth  for  the  things 
that  belong  to  the  Lord,  how  he  may 
please  the  Lord:  but  he  that  is  married 
careth  for  the  things  that  are  of  the 
world,  how  he  may  please  his  wife.  There 
is  this  difference  also  between  a  wife  and 
a  virgin.  The  unmarried  woman  careth 
for  the  things  of  the  Lord,  that  she  may 
be  holy  both  in  body  and  in  spirit:  but 
she  that  is  married  careth  for  the  things 
of  the  world,  how  she  may  please  her 
husband." 

"Was  that  just  what  the  Apostle  Paul 
thought?"  Sally  Jo  asked  soberly. 

"No,  Miss  Brenton,  I  wouldn't  say  that. 
We,  who  believe  in  the  inspiration  of  the 
Bible,  believe  that  God  led  the  Apostle  to 
write  just  this,  and  it  is  for  our  own 
admonition  and  learning.  But  don't  for- 
get that  he  also  wrote  to  young  Timothy, 
when  he  was  directing  how  matters  in 
the  church  were  to  be  conducted,  this: 
'I  will  therefore  that  the  young  men  mar- 
ry, bear  children,  guide  the  house,  give 
none  occasion  to  the  adversary  to  speak 
reproachfully.'  " 

"Then  he  contradicts  himself,  doesn't 
he?" 

"Not  at  all.  One  message  is  for  some, 

and  one  for  others.  We  know  it  is  God's 

purpose    and    plan    for    most    people    to 

marry.  That  is  made  plain  from  the  words 

(Continued  on  page  31) 
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Children's  Story  Page 

The  officer  looked  down,  and,  staring 
at  the  thin,  pale  face  with  its  gib  eyes 
and  firm  mouth,  replied: 

"Why,  that  is  my  ship.  But  what  do 
you  want  on  board  of  her?" 

"Please  sir,  I  want  to  join.  The  com- 
mander, Captain  Suckling,  is  my  uncle, 
and  I  was  to  report  to  him." 

The  officer  looked  again  at  the  boy. 
"Well,  in  that  case  I  can  take  you  aboard 
when  I  return.  But  you  look  cold  and 
hungry,  my  lad.  Have  you  had  supper?" 

"No,  sir,  I  left  home  early  this  morn- 
ing, and  have  not  eaten  anything  since." 

"Bless  me!  Here  you  have  reported  to 
me.  I  am  a  lieutenant  on  board,  so  come 
up  and  have  something  to  eat  with  me. 
Why  didn't  you  stop  in  town  as  you 
came?" 

"Well,  you  see,  sir,"  replied  the  boy, 
"I  promised  father  that  I  would  come 
straight  to  the  ship  and  report  for  duty, 
without  stopping  in  town,  so  couldn't 
very  well." 

"Good  boy,"  cried  the  officer.  "If  you 
obey   orders   as   well   in    the   navy,      you 


©P£fsf  TME  DoOl^FOZ 

A  BOY  WHO  OBEYED  ORDERS 

It  was  on  a  wet,  cold,  October  evening 
that  a  boy  trudged  wearily  into  the  sea- 
port town  of  Chatham,  England,  with  a 
bundle  on  his  shoulder.  He  was  cov- 
ered  with   mud,    and,    from    under 
the  long,  black  locks  that  fell  on  his 
forehead,  two  big  eyes  stared  out  at 
the  world,  and  his  thin  cheeks  were 
pinched    with   cold,    and   wet    with 
rain.  He  met  a  sailor  as  he  entered 
the  town's  outskirts,   and  stopping 
him,  said: 

"If  you  please,  which  way  to  the 
docks?" 

The  sailor  directed  him,  and  he 
went  forward  down  the  narrow 
streets  till  he  came  to  the  water- 
side. There  he  wandered  around  for 
a  time  without  seeing  anyone,  for 
it  was  supper  time,  but  presently 
he  came  upon  an  old  man,  and 
asked: 

"Are  those  ships  out  there  war- 
ships?" 

"Aye,"  replied  the  man,  "they 
be,  sure  enough,  lad.  Be  ye  a-goin' 
to  the  wars?"  And  he  grinned.  - 

"Yes,  but  I  don't  know  how  to 
get  on  board,"  said  the  puzzled  boy.         *J 
"Where  do  the  boats  land?" 

"Right  here,"  and  the  old  man 
waved  his  pipe  at  the  landing  stage 
before  them.  "See,  yon  is  one  a- 
comin'  now." 

Sure  enough  a  boat  was  rowing 
swiftly  in.  It  drew  up  to  the  land- 
ing stage  and  an  officer  stepped 
out.  The  boy  approached  the  offi- 
cer, and,  touching  his  cap,  said: 

"Please,  sir,  can  you  tell  me  how 
to  get  on  board?" 
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"Relijus" 

Perhaps  I  ain't  relijus, 

But  when  I  say  a  prayer 
I  sort  of  feel  inside  er  me 

That  God  is  always  there. 

Perhaps  1  don't  exactly 

Know  fancy  words  to  say, 

But  I'm  real  sure  God  understands 
When  I  jest  try  to  pray. 

I  guess  God  always  listens, 

'Cause  His  own  child,  you  see, 

Was  Jesus,  who  was  once  a  boy — 
A  little  kid  like  me. 

So  maybe  words  don't  matter 

If  God  gets  in  my  heart; 
I'm  pretty  sure  He  likes  to  hear 

An'  take  a  feller's  part. 

— John  Martin. 

should  get  on  capitally.  What  is  your 
name?" 

"Horatio  Nelson,  sir." 

And  so  the  man  who,  as  a  boy,  had 
learned  to  obey  orders  unflinchingly, 
later  became  the  great  sea  hero  of  Eng- 
land, Horatio  Lord  Nelson.  —  Boy's 
World. 


The  New  Member 

"So,  we,  being  many,  are  one 
body  in  Christ,  and  every  one  mem- 
bers one  of  another,"  Rom.  12:5. 

The  children  were  playing  hap- 
pily in  the  orphanage  yard.  A 
machine  drove  up  to  the  gate  and 
a  lady  stepped  out.  She  was  in  the 
orphanage  office  for  a  long  time. 
Then  she  came  out  into  the  yard.  A 
lonesome  little  girl  stood  looking  be- 
tween the  rods  of  the  fence.  Great 
tears  filled  her  pretty  blue  eyes.  She 
had  been  at  the  orphanage  only  a 
week  and  had  not  yet  gotten  used 
to  the  ways  and  rules  there.  The 
lady  saw  her  and  came  over  to  her. 
She  put  her  arms  around  her  and 
said,  "Will  you  come  home  with  me 
and  be  my  little  girl?" 

The  little  girl  drew  back.  The 
lady  said,  "What  is  your  name?" 

"I'm  only  Rosie,  I  have  no  one  to 
love  me  any  more  since  mamma 
died." 

"Will  you  let  me  be  your  mam- 
ma, Rosie?" 

Then  Rosie  looked  up  into  her 
face  and  said,  "I  wish  you  would." 

In  her  new  home  Rosie  was  very 
happy.  Her  new  mother  was  very 
kind  to  her.  One  day  a  man  came  to 
the  door  and  asked  how  many  there 
were  in  the  family.  Rosie's  new 
mamma  said,  "Three." 

When  the  man  had  gone,  Rosie 
said,  "Mamma,  am  I  really  one  of 
(Continued  on   page   30) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 
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agree  with  you  that  Fred  and  I  should 
pay  much  attention  to  this  aid  in  our 
children's  upbringing.  What  else  would 
you  stress,  Mrs.   Harwood?" 

"Oh,  I'll  mention  just  a  few  things 
which,  undoubtedly,  you  are  already  do- 
ing— such  as  care  in  teaching  manners — 
another  name  for  consideration — making 
your  table  talk  constructive  not  destruc- 
tive, overseeing  your  children's  playtime 
unostentatiously,  and  becoming  acquaint- 
ed with  their  friends." 

"Yes,  we  are  attempting  to  do  those 
things,"  said  Fred,  "but  I  must  say  it 
keeps  us  constantly  alert.  I  have  found  a 
dandy  way  to  get  acquainted  with  the 
youngsters  and  that  is  to  take  them  on 
hikes.  We  keep  our  eyes  open  for  flow- 
ers, ferns,  rocks  and  other  things.  How 
they  love  to  go!" 

"Have  you  ever  thought  of  following 
up  those  hikes  with  pressing  some  of  the 
flowers  and  ferns  and  roughly  classifying 
them  as  well  as  the  rocks?  Or  have  you 
had  them  make  drawings  of  what  they 
found?" 

"That's  a  good  idea,  Mrs.  Harwood. 
We'll  begin  next  time.  Our  Nancy  is 
showing  a  keen  interest  in  the  things  we 
find." 

"Wish  we  didn't  have  to  go,"  said 
Helen,  "but  you  know  how  it  is,  Mrs. 
Harwood.  Thank  you  for  allowing  us  to 
absorb  so  much  of  your  time  as  well  as 
your  sound  counsel.  We'll  be  seeing  you 
again  in  the  near  future  and  report  the 
progress  we  have  each  made.  Good-bye." 
— Christian  Home  Builders. 
(To  be  continued) 

Message   to   Parents 

M.  /.   Lilly  Chamberlain 

Parents,  do  you  realize  that  the  great- 
est and  most  important  problem  that 
confronts  the  world  today  is  the  home 
and  training  of  the  children? 

As  the  home  is  earth's  greatest  insti- 
tution and  you  are  the  sovereigns  of  that 
home,  then  to  you,  parents,  chiefly  be- 
longs this  great  task,  or  rather  this  great 
opportunity.  The  home  is  the  world's 
greatest  school  and  father  and  mother  the 
greatest  teachers. 

Things  learned  in  school  or  college  may 
fade  away  and  be  forgotten  but  what  is 
learned  in  the  home  you  will  not  forget. 
It  will  cling  with  an  undying  tenacity. 
Then  from  the  home,  as  from  a  central 
sun,  should  radiate  all  that  is  pure,  true, 
noble,  elevating,  and  inspiring.  Nothing 
demoralizing,  coarse  or  low  should  be 
permitted  to  enter  the  home. 

It  is  in  the  home  you  must  save  the 


Home,  Siveet  Home 
Reflections  of  a  Mother 

(Continued  from  last  issue) 

"We  have  more  reason  than  ever  for 
coming  to  you  for  advice,  Mrs.  Harwood. 
Three  children  in  the  family  means  plenty 
of  responsibility,"  said  Helen. 

"You're  right,  my  dear.  I  have  missed 
you  and  Fred  the  past  few  months,  but 
how  glad  I  am  to  know  the  new  baby  is 
doing  so  well,  and  that  you  are  quite 
strong  again." 

"With  three  on  our  hands,  looks  as  if 
Dad  will  have  to  step  in  and  do  a  bit  of 
training  or  what  you  might  call  it,"  said 
Fred. 

"I  tell  him  we  shall  have  to  stack  up 
on  stories  and  learn  the  best  hymns  and 
songs  for  little  children.  Don't  you  think 
the  story  one  of  the  best  ways  to  build 
character  in  children,  Mrs.  Harwood?" 
asked  Helen. 

"If  we  should  speak  of  nothing  else 
now,  our  time  would  be  well  spent  in 
discussing  the  incalculable  value  of  the 
story  in  a  child's  life.  I  wish  someone  had 
impressed  this  on  me  when  my  children 
were  young." 

"Where  do  you  find  good  stories  for 
children?  Are  there  any  classified?" 
queried  Fred. 

"Oh  yes,  the  libraries  make  a  point  of 
doing  just  that.  Consult  your  children's 
librarian.  You  will  find  her  most  helpful. 
Then  in  the  religious  bookstores  you  will 
find  many  splendid  story  books  not  found 
in  the  library  which  deal  with  the  child's 
development  from  a  spiritual  standpoint. 
It  will  pay  you  to  look  them  over." 

"Is  there  so  much  to  it  as  all  that?" 
asked  Fred. 

"Yes,  indeed.  It  is  a  real  art  to  tell  a 
story  well.  And  inasmuch  as  you  will  be 
in  the  business  for  many  years  to  come, 
I  know  it  will  pay  to  you  to  cultivate  this 
art.  Not  only  will  you  have  opportunity 
to  'spellbind'  your  own  offspring,  but 
their  dear  little  friends,  and  who  knows 
but  your  capabilities  in  this  direction  may 
carry  over  to  the  next  generation?" 

"It  is  quite  true  that  we  shall  be  many 
years  in  the  business  of  story-telling.  I 


boy  from  being  a  criminal  or  a  curse  and 
the  girl  from  being  a  blight  or  disgrace. 
From  the  home,  whether  a  hut  or  a  pal- 
ace, comes  the  inspiration  that  is  to  be 
the  guiding  star  of  the  child's  life.  Money, 
wealth,  power,  position,  and  luxuries  will 
not  make  noble  sons  and  daughters;  with- 
out good  examples  and  training  they  may 
be  no  better  off  than  orphans  cast  out  on 
the  mercies  of  a  cold  world,  sad,  alone, 
forsaken,  and  dejected. 

Most  children  would  be  good  if  proper- 
ly trained.  As  a  rule,  children  are  bad 
because  of  environment,  because  the  good 
in  them  has  not  been  cultivated  and  the 
bad  allowed  to  become  the  dominant 
power.  Most  of  the  people  of  our  prisons, 
penitentiaries,  and  reformatories  are  piti- 
able objects  of  environment. 

The  mother  is  nowhere  so  much  a 
queen  as  in  the  home  and  in  the  training 
of  her  children.  In  fact,  if  all  parents  did 
their  duty  in  the  home,  there  would  not 
be  so  much  work  outside  the  home.  Par- 
ents, don't  get  too  busy  with  social 
affairs,  clubs,  politics,  etc.,  and  neglect 
your  children.  They  are  precious  jewels 
intrusted  to  your  care  and  some  day  you 
will  have  to  answer  to  an  all-wise  Prov- 
idence, the  Supreme  Judge  of  the  uni- 
verse, from  whose  decision  there  can  be 
no  appeal. 

You  can't  legislate  and  make  good 
moral  men  and  women.  The  law  can 
prosecute,  punish,  imprison,  and  execute. 
The  preacher  can  advise,  implore,  exhort, 
and  instruct;  but  if  you  want  moral  men 
and  women  you  must  rear  them  properly. 

Women  will  never  save  the  world  from 
degradation  and  despair  by  becoming 
masculine  and  seeking  for  more  power  of 
office.  The  mother  holds  the  highest  of- 
fice. Home-making  is  her  greatest  pro- 
fession. It  is  in  the  home  that  we  lay  the 
foundation  of  life  and  of  nations,  as  well. 

Our  nation's  greatest  need  is  religion 
and  better  homes  and  home  life.  If  crime 
has  increased  and  manhood  deteriorated, 
whose  fault  is  it?  Where  shall  we  find 
regeneration?  Emerson  said,  "Men  are 
what  their  mothers  make  them."  Wash- 
ington said,  "The  perpetuity  of  this  na- 
tion depends  upon  the  religious  training 
of  the  young." 

Not  in  the  rosy  highway  but  in  the 
quiet  of  the  home  is  where  you  can  ac- 
complish the  greatest  good  for  mankind 
and  the  race.  "Train  up  a  child  in  the 
way  he  should  go,  and  when  he  is  old  he 
will  not  depart  from  it." 

This  is  the  way  to  save  the  home  and 
the  nation,  to  save  the  boys  and  girls  from 
harm  and  disgrace,  to  save  the  great  ex- 
pense of  ruined  lives  and  broken  hearts, 
to  banish  prisons,  penitentiaries  and  re- 
formatories, to  banish  the  war  cloud  and 
hasten  the  peace  of  the  world. 

The  Bible  is  the  rock  on  which  our  Re- 
public rests. — Andrew  Jackson. 
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THINK   IT  NOT  STRANGE 

The  words  of  our  caption  are  words 
that  were  spoken  by  the  Apostle  Peter  to 
the  "strangers  scattered  abroad."  "Think 
it  not  strange"  concerning  what?  What 
is  Peter  here  speaking  of?  Listen!  "Think 
it  not  strange  concerning  the  fiery  trial 
which  is  to  try  you,  as  though  some 
strange  thing  happened  unto  you."  Not 
very  many  humans  appreciate  being  the 
target  of  human  suffering,  of  whatever 
sort  it  may  be.  Suffering  is  not  very 
appreciable,  in  whatever  form  it  may 
come.  Fiery  trials  are  especially  difficult 
problems  to  deal  with.  The  Lord  sees  fit 
to  have  His  children  pass  through  fiery 
ordeals  now  and  then.  From  a  mere  human 

standpoint  it  would  seem  cruel,    — 

but  our  heavenly  Father  knows 
so  well  what  His  children  need 
in  order  to  make  them  what 
He  would  have  them  be. 

"Strange  things"  do  really 
come  into  the  lives  of  the 
Lord's  children  now  and  again. 
To  pass  through  these  things 
with  a  smile  of  triumph,  it 
means  for  them  to  live  in  close 
contact  and  fellowship  with 
their  Lord  and  Savior.  The 
;nemy  comes  very  often  when 
the  least  expected.  He  takes 
sudden  turns.  He  sometimes 
appears  as  an  angel  of  light.  At 
another  time  he  appears  as  a 
roaring  lion.  Still  another  time 
he  attacks  them  as  a  cunning 
deceiver.  Whatever  form  he 
may  assume,  it  is  very  neces- 
sary that  the  Lord's  little  ones 
are  clothed  with  the  righteous- 
ness of  Christ.  Unless  they  are 
thus  clothed  upon,  the  enemy 
is  almost  certain  to  defeat 
them  somehow  or  other. 

We  are  living  in  days  that 
are  strange.  One  never  knows 
what  may  turn  up  for  the  next 
day,  even  if  the  preceding  day 
is  all  right.  One  day  may  be 
stormy,  the  next  day  may  be 
rainy,  still  the  next  day  may 
be  snowy,  and  the  following 
day  may  be  one  of  cares  and 
sorrows,  burdens  and  responsi- 
bilities. No  matter  what  the 
day,  be  sure  that  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  is  the  One  upon  whom 
you  may  rely.  Let  Him  fight 
your  battles.  Let  Him  be  the 
One  altogether  lovely  in  your 
life.  He  never  disappoints.  He 
never   forsakes.      He   will   not 


forget.  How  blessed  to  know  and  realize 
that  there  is  One  who  is  the  same  yester- 
day, and  today,  and  forever.  All  in  this 
world  does  change.  What  has  not  yet 
changed  will  do  so  in  the  near  future. 
This  world  is  not  our  home.  It  should  not 
be,  at  least.  Heaven  is  our  home.  That  is 
the  only  place  where  changes  never  come. 
Home,   sweet   home. — R. 

TWO  WAYSIDE  INCIDENTS 

The  first  was  in  connection  with  a 
woman.  She  was  selling  small  home-made 
articles  which  she  had  on  a  tray  in  front 
of  her.  It  was  late  one  evening  when  I 
passed  that  way,  and  saw  her  standing  on 
the  curbstone.  I  was  on  the  road  and  did 


"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I, the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee,  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee." 
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THE  CHRIST  OF  LIFE'S  DARK  ROAD 
R.  E.  Johnson 

Were  there  no  Christ  to  hear  our  fainting  call, 
Or  lift  us  when  in  darkness  we  near  fall, 
When  hearts  are  heavy  and  the  way  unknown, 
Or  burdens   unto   great  proportions   grown — 

These  things  how  could  we  bear, 

Were  there  no  Christ  to  care? 

Were  there  no  light  to  shine  upon  the  way 
Made   dark  by  clouds  that  gather  day  by  day, 
Were  there  no  way  marked  out  for  weary  feet 
No  rays  of  Truth  to  gleam  where  falsehoods  meet, 

Were  there  no  life  in  Him, 

How  rough  the  way  and  dim! 

I'm  glad  He  is  the  Christ  of  Life's  dark  road 
Who,  passing  by,  fails  not  to  lift  the  load 
And  speak  His  peace  and  joy  unto  the  soul 
Careworn  and  sad,  who  finds  itself  made  whole, 

By  His  own  tender  hand 

Uplifted,  made  to  stand! 


not  speak  as  I  passed,  but  when  I  got  a 
little  further  on  I  stopped  to  inquire  of 
the  Lord  if  I  should  return  and  make  her 
a  gift,  for  it  is  so  important  to  give  ac- 
cording to  His  will — giving  contrary  to 
His  will  is  as  much  a  sin  as  refraining 
from  giving  when  to  give  is  right. 

I  was  convinced  I  should  return  and 
give  the  silver  piece  I  had.  I  did  so;  she 
did  not  seem  surprised  at  the  amount,  but 
her  added  words  rejoiced  my  heart,  for 
she  said  she  had  been  praying  for  some- 
one to  come  and  give  her  help  before  she 
went  home.  Whereas  I  told  her  that  I  had 
just  been  seeking  guidance  before  I  gave. 
We  parted  at  that.  I  asked  no  questions; 
it  was  enough  that  I  had  been  used,  and 
n  had  met  by  the  wayside  of  life 
a  woman  of  faith  so  evidently 
waiting  on  her  Lord  to  supply 
her  needs,  either  great  or  small. 

The  second  incident  was  in 
connection  with  a  man.  He 
also  earned  his  bread  by  the 
wayside.  His  stand  was  in  a 
busy  London  thoroughfare 
where  he  wheeled  himself  daily 
in  a  self-propelling  bath  chair. 
He  played  a  musical  instrument 
for  his  living.  He  was  a  man  of 
faith,  too,  of  much  faith,  nay, 
of  extraordinary  faith.  Physi- 
cally, he  would  be  termed  hope- 
less by  medical  science,  for  only 
his  arms  and  head  appeared  to 
be  normal.  He  was  a  cripple 
indeed,  but  what  a  joy  it  was 
to  discover  that  he  knew  the 
Lord!  We  had  precious  fellow- 
ship amidst  the  traffic  and 
hurrying  feet.  Then  his  great 
faith  shone  out — he  expected 
to  be  healed!  I  stared  in  aston- 
ishment at  him,  seeing  nothing 
but  this  poor  wreck  of  a  body. 

I  marveled  at  his  belief,  but 
when  he  went  on  to  tell  me 
how  he  could  not  understand 
why  he  was  not  healed,  though 
he  had  prayed  long  years  for  it, 
I  was  instantly  concerned — 
the  priceless  jewel  of  his  faith 
was  in  danger  of  being  dimmed, 
perhaps  smothered,  by  the  en- 
emy coiling  round  it  a  root  of 
bitterness.  I  breathed  an  earnest 
prayer,  "What  can  I  say  to  this 
dear  brother,  O  Lord?"  The 
answer  came  at  once,  and  I 
said,  "My  dear  friend,  while  we 
have  been  talking  here  for  the 
last    half   hour,    hundreds    and 

(Continued  on  page   30) 
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Certain  ringing  phrases,  spoken  in  time 
of  crisis,  have  become  a  part  of  the 
American  way  of  thinking.  These  phrases 
have  become  our  watchwords.  We  repeat 
them  and  are  inspired  by  them,  often  for- 
getting, sometimes  without  even  know- 
ing, the  names  of  the  men  who  first  said 
them  or  the  circumstances  which  called 
them  forth. 

"Let  us  raise  a  standard  to  which  the 
wise  and  honest  can  repair;  the  rest  is  in 
the  hands  of  God." — George  Washington 
in  a  speech  to  the  Constitutional  Conven- 
tion   (1787). 

"We  must  all  hang  together,  or  assur- 
edly we  shall  all  hang  separately." — Re- 
mark by  Benjamin  Franklin  after  the 
signing  of  the  Declaration  of  Independ- 
ence   (1776). 

"To  be  prepared  for  war  is  one  of  the 
most  effectual  means  of  preserving 
peace." — George  Washington  in  his  first 
annual  address  to  both  houses  of  Congress 
(1790). 

"Is  life  so  dear,  or  peace  so  sweet,  as  to 
be  purchased  at  the  price  of  chains  and 
slavery?  Forbid  it,  almighty  God!  I  know 
not  what  course  others  may  take,  but  as 
for  me,  give  me  liberty  or  give  me 
death!" — Patrick  Henry  in  a  speech  be- 
fore the  Virginia  Convention  in  St. 
John's  Episcopal  Church,  Richmond,  Vir- 
ginia   (1775). 

"To  the  memory  of  the  man,  first  in 
war,  first  in  peace,  and  first  in  the  hearts 
of  his  countrymen."- — Colonel  Henry 
Lee  in  a  eulogy  delivered  after  the  death 
of  Washington  (1799). 

"The  God  who  gave  us  life  gave  us  lib- 
erty at  the  same  time." — Thomas  Jeffer- 
son in  "Summary  View  of  the  Rights  of 
British  America"  (1774). 

"I  would  rather  be  exposed  to  the  in- 
conveniences attending  too  much  liberty 
than  to  those  attending  too  small  a  de- 
gree of  it." — Thomas  Jefferson  in  a  letter 
(1791). 

"I  have  not  yet  begun  to  fight." — 
John  Paul  Jones,  when  called  upon  to  sur- 
render in  a  battle  at  sea.  Though  his  ship, 
the  Bon  Homme  Richard,  was  sinking 
under  him  he  refused  to  give  up,  and  the 
battle  ended  by  his  capturing  the 
British  ship,  the  Serapis,  and  sailing  it, 
with  his  crew,  in  safety  to  France 
(1779). 

"Equal   and  exact   justice   to  all  men, 


freedom  of  religion,  freedom  of  the  press, 
freedom  of  person  under  the  protection 
of  the  habeas  corpus;  and  trial  by  juries 
impartially  selected  —  these  principles 
form  the  bright  constellation  which  has 
gone  before  vis." — Thomas  Jefferson  in 
his  first  inaugural   (1801). 

"These  are  times  that  try  men's  souls." 
— Thomas  Paine,  in  an  article — "The 
American  Crisis" — in  the  Pennsylvania 
Magazine    (1776). 

"I  only  regret  that  I  have  but  one  life 
to  lose  for  my  country." — Nathan  Hale, 
in  a  speech  he  made  just  before  being 
hanged  by  the  enemy  as  a  spy  (1776). 

"Men,  you  are  all  marksmen  —  don't 
one  of  you  fire  until  you  see  the  whites  of 
their  eyes." — Israel  Putnam  at  Battle  of 
Bunker  Hill  (1775);  also  attributed  to 
Colonel  "William  Prescott. 

"Millions  for  defense  but  not  one  cent 
for  tribute." — Attributed  to  Charles 
Cotesworth  Pinckney,  when  ambassador 
to  the  French  Republic.  He  referred  to  a 
recent  demand  from  France,  which  was 
really  a  bribe  for  refraining  from  plunder- 
ing American  merchant   vessels    (1797). 

"Liberty  and  union,  now  and  forever, 
one  and  inseparable!" — Daniel  Webster, 
in  a  public  address    (1830). 

"Our  Federal  Union:  it  must  be  pre- 
served."— Andrew  Jackson  in  a  toast  giv- 
en at  the  Jefferson  Birthday  Celebration 
(1830). 

"Don't  give  up  the  ship!  You  Mall 
beat  them  off." — The  dying  words  of 
Captain  James  Mugford  of  the  schooner, 
Franklin,  during  a  British  attack  in  Bos- 
ton Harbor  (1776).  The  words,  "Don't 
give  up  the  ship,"  have  also  been  attrib- 
uted to  a  number  of  other  commanders. 

"I  shall  know  but  one  country  ...  I 
was  born  an  American;  I  live  an  Ameri- 
can; I  shall  die  an  American." — Daniel 
"Webster,  in  a  speech    (1850). 

"Now  he  belongs  to  the  ages." — Ed- 
win M.  Stanton,  Secretary  of  War,  at  the 
deathbed  of  Lincoln  (1865). 

"I  would  rather  be  right  than  Presi- 
dent."— Henry  Clay's  answer  when  told 
that  he  was  injuring  his  chances  of  be- 
coming President  because  he  was  advo- 
cating certain  compromise  measures 
(1850). 

"Driven  from  every  other  corner  of 
the  earth,  Freedom  of  Thought  and  The 
Right  of  Private  Judgment  in  matters 
of  conscience  direct  their  course  to  his 
happy   country  as   their   last   asylum." — 


Samuel  Adams,  in  a  speech    (1776). 

"I  'lave  not  permitted  myself,  gentle- 
men, to  conclude  that  I  am  the  best  man 
in  the  country,  but  I  am  reminded  in  this 
connection  of  an  old  Dutch  farmer  who 
remarked  that  it  was  not  best  to  swap 
horses  while  crossing  a  stream." — Abra- 
ham Lincoln,  in  a  speech. 

"The  government,  with  its  institutions, 
belongs  to  the  people  who  inhabit  it. 
Whenever  they  shall  grow  weary  of  the 
existing  government,  they  can  exercise 
their  constitutional  right  of  amending  it, 
or  their  revolutionary  right  to  dismember 
or  overthrow  it." — Abraham  Lincoln,  in  a 
speech  before  the  first  Republican  state 
convention   in    Illinois    (1856). 

"God  reigns  and  the  Government  at 
Washington  lives." — James  A.  Garfield, 
in  a  speech  delivered  in  New  York  City, 
to  a  crowd  distressed  by  news  of  Lin- 
coln's  assassination    (1865). 

"Our  country!  In  her  intercourse  with 
foreign  nations  may  she  always  be  in  the 
right;  but  our  country,  right  or  wrong! 
— A  toast  given  by  Stephen  Decatur  at 
a  dinner  in  his  honor  at  Norfolk,  Va. 
(1816). 

"The  humblest  citizen  of  all  the  land, 
when  clad  in  the  armor  of  a  righteous 
cause,  is  stronger  than  all  the  hosts  of 
Error."  —  William  Jennings  Bryan  in  a 
speech  at  National  Democratic  Conven- 
tion  (1896). 

"There  is  a  homely  adage  which  runs, 
'Speak  softly  and  carry  a  big  stick;  you 
will  go  far.'  If  the  American  nation  will 
speak  softly  and  yet  build  and  keep  at  a 
pitch  of  the  highest  training  a  thorough- 
ly efficient  navy,  the  Monroe  Doctrine 
will  go  far." — Theodore  Roosevelt,  in  a 
speech  at  Springfield,  Illinois  (1903). 

"The  world  must  be  made  safe  for  de- 
mocracy."— Woodrow  Wilson  in  address 
to  Congress,  asking  for  a  Declaration  of 
War  against  Germany  (1917). 

"There  are  a  great  many  hyphens  left 
in  America.  For  my  part  I  think  the  most 
un-American  thing  in  the  world  is  a  hy- 
phen."— Woodrow  Wilson  in  a  speech  at 
St.  Paul   (1919). 

"There  can  be  no  fifty-fifty  American- 
ism in  this  country.  There  is  room  here 
for  only  100  per  cent  Americanism,  only 
for  those  who  are  Americans  and  noth- 
ing else."  —  Theodore  Roosevelt,  in  a 
speech  at  the  Republican  Convention, 
Saratoga,  N.  Y. 

"America  is  God's  crucible,  the  great 
melting  pot  where  all  the  races  of  Europe 
are  melting  and  reforming!  .  .  .  God  is 
making  the  American." — Israel  Zangwill 
in  the  play,  "The  Melting  Pot." 

"I  believe  in  democracy  because  it  re- 
leases the  energies  of  every  human  be- 
ing."— Woodrow  Wilson,  in  speech  at 
Workingman's  Dinner    (1912). 

"But  the  right  is  more  precious  than 
peace  and  we  shall  fight  for  the  things 
(Continued  on  page   30) 
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And  now  we  come  to  yet  another,  a 
sixth,  reason  why  I  commend  this  Book 
to  you  as  the  very  Word  of  God,  and 
that  is  because  of  its  utter  inexhaust- 
ibility. 

Spurgeon  once  said,  "The  flowers  in 
God's  garden  bloom  not  only  double  but 
sevenfold  and  are  always  pouring  forth 
fresh  fragrance." 

The  Bible  is  like  a  perennial  spring; 
new  truth  is  always  gushing  from  its 
hidden  depths.  In  the  Dresden  gallery  of 
royal  gems  there  is  a  silver  egg,  and  when 
you  touch  a  spring  it  opens  and  discloses 
a  golden  chicken.  When  you  touch  the 
chicken  it  opens  and  discloses  a  magnifi- 
cent diamond  ring.  Just  so  it  is  with  the 
Bible.  The  more  you  study  it,  the  more 
you  touch  its  successive  springs,  and  as 
you  go  down  into  it  you  find  ever  in- 
creasing revelations  of  beauty  and  wonder 
richer  than  the  gems  that  any  royal  gal- 
lery ever  furnished. 

Some  books  are  fit  only  to  be 
tasted;  some  you  can  swallow  with 
a  gulp,  but  the  Bible  is  to  be 
chewed  and  digested.  Study  this 
Book,  gentlemen,  and  you'll  find 
its  one  great  fascination  to  be  that 
it  has  within  itself  heights  you 
can  never  reach  and  depths  you 
can  never  fathom.  It  is  a  book  you 
can  never  finish  with.  There  is 
scarcely  a  piece  of  it  that  can  be 
exhausted  with  a  single  explana- 
tion. 

If  man  had  made  this  book  it 
would  have  been  exhausted  long 
ago  and  laid  on  the  shelf  as  have 
all  other  century-worn  volumes 
that  have  come  only  from  the 
brain  and  heart  of  man.  Infidels 
have  written  books,  but  where  are 
they?  Where  is  Porphry?  Where  is 
Julian?  Fragments  only  are  left 
and  for  these,  it  has  been  truly 
said,  we  are  indebted  to  Christian 
criticism.  Where  is  Celsus,  and 
Hume,  and  Tom  Paine,  and  Vol- 
taire, and  Bolingbroke?  "It  re- 
quires a  world's  reprieve,"  as  some- 
one  has  put  it,   "to   bring   them 
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out   of   their  darkness." 

But  this  Book  has  endured;  it  has  stood 
in  history,  the  New  Testament  for  2,000 
years  and  the  Old  Testament  for  nearly 
4,000  years,  and  this  is  a  fact  with  which 
the   thoughtful   man  must  reckon. 

"The  indictments  lodged  against  the 
Bible  yesterday,"  as  Riley  says,  "are  all 
dead  issues  today."  The  Pentateuch  still 
outshines  all  twentieth  century  deliver- 
ances; the  Proverbs  still  hold  the  wisdom 
and  the  wit  of  the  ages;  the  Psalms  still 
provide  the  inspiration  of  all  soulful  songs, 
and  in  the  teachings  of  Jesus  the  world 
has  found  at  last  the  Himalayan  moun- 
tain peaks  of  justice  and  righteousness 
and  moral  perfection  in  general. 

Whittier  has  well  sung  in  his  "Mirian": 
"We  search  the  world  for  truth;  we  cull 

The  good,  the  pure,  the  beautiful 
From  graven  stone  and  written  scroll, 

From  all  old  flower-fields  of  the  soul; 
And,  weary  seekers  of  the  best, 

We  come  back  laden  from  our  quest, 
To  find  that  all  the  sages  said, 

Is  in   the  Book  our  mothers  read." 

One  of  the  most  learned  men  of  recent 
times  was  Charles  Elliott.  He  was  a  close 
and  life-long  student  of  the  Bible.  When 
in  his  seventy-seventh  year,  and  just  a 
month  before  he  died,  he  read  the  Old 
Testament  through,  the  last  of  scores  of 
times,  and  one  morning  when  his  daugh- 
ter asked  him   what   he  was  reading,  he 


What  Great  Men  Have  Said  About 
the  Bible 

Take  all  of  this  Book  upon  reason  that 
you  can  and  the  balance  on  faith,  and  you 
will  live  and  die  a  better  man. — Abraham 
Lincoln. 

The  Bible  is  the  Word  of  God,  with  all 
the  peculiarities  of  man,  and  all  the  au- 
thority of  God. — Professor  Murphy. 


said,  "I  am  reading  news."  Something 
new  and  fresh  every  time  you  pore  over 
its  pages! 

It  is  amusing  to  hear  these  infidels  talk 
about  the  Bible  being  worn  out,  emptied, 
effete.  Why,  there  were  28,000,000  of 
them  printed  last  year.  It  is  the  only  book 
with  which  the  publishing  companies  can 
never  get  overstocked. 

When  the  New  Testament  was  revised 
in  1881,  men  offered  $500.00  to  get  a 
copy  of  that  little  book  a  few  hours  in 
advance  of  its  publication,  and  on  the 
morning  it  was  published  the  streets  of 
New  York  City  were  blockaded  with 
scores  of  express  wagons  waiting  for  the 
copies  of  the  Book  which  these  infidels 
had  exploded  and  refuted  and  killed  and 
buried   so   many   years   before. 

The  longest  message  ever  telegraphed, 
a  message  containing  118,000  words,  was 
that  Book  from  the  first  of  Matthew  to 
the  last  of  Romans,  wired  all  the  way 
from  New  York  to  Chicago,  for  the  sake 
of  getting  it  there  a  few  hours  faster  than 
the  mails  could  carry  it,  so  it  might  ap- 
pear in  the  daily  newspapers.  An  exhaust- 
ed Book!  A  dead  Book!  They  wouldn't 
pay  for  telegraphing  from  one  station  to 
another  the  greatest  infidel  speech  ever 
made  on  this  side  of  perdition. 

Only  a  quarter  of  a  century  ago  out  in 
Peoria,  111.,  where  Bob  Ingersol  lived,  he 
told  the  people  there  that  in  twenty-five 
years  the  Bible  would  be  a  forgotten  book, 
and  that  the  church  would  be  a  played- 
out  institution.  Over  in  a  little  wooden 
church  on  a  side  street  was  a  humble 
Methodist  minister  of  the  itinerant  sort, 
and  Bob  referred  to  him  as  "the  half- 
starved  preacher,"  and  compared  his  own 
lucrative  law  practice  and  his 
°""" "♦:•      elegant   home  yonder  on   the  hill 

1  with  the  insignificant  salary  and 

2  the  humble  cottage  of  the  humble 

!  minister. 
The  next  Sunday  this  same  ob- 
scure minister  entered  his  pulpit 
and  said  he  would  do  a  little 
prophesying  himself,  and  he  said, 
"In  twenty-five  years  from  now, 
the  Methodist  church  of  Peoria 
will  be  one  of  the  most  influential 
institutions  in  this  city  and  will 
occupy  one  of  the  most  important 
corners  with  its  imposing  struc- 
ture; and  as  for  this  vaunting 
Goliath,  who  dares  to  defy  the 
armies  of  the  living  God,  he  will 
be  well-nigh  forgotten." 

And  now  the  quarter  of  a  cen- 
tury is  about  gone,  and  todav  the 
First  Methodist  church  of  Peoria 
has  one  of  the  finest  church  build- 
ings in  the  whole  state;  the  site 
where  Ingersol  had  his  law  office 
is  now  occupied  by  a  magnificent 
Young  Men's  Christian  Associa- 
tion building,  and  the  handsome 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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"Come  Unto  Me" 

India  has  many  boy  merchants,  and  for 
their  use,  as  they  journey,  the  charitable 
have  placed  rest  stones  along  the  roads. 
A  woman  missionary  once  passed  a  weary 
little  fellow  as  he  reclined  against  one  of 
these  stones,  and  quoted  to  him  the  words, 
"Come  unto  me  .  .  .  and  I  will  give  you 
rest."  The  lad  was  invited  to  the  mission 
school,  and  there  he  learned  to  love  Jesus. 
His  face  lighted  up  as  he  heard  the  verse 
beginning,  "The  Lord  is  my  rock."  "That 
is  better  than  any  rest  stone,"  he  said, 
"it  keeps  one  rested  all  the  time." 

The  Greatest  Refuge 

In  the  entrance  hall  of  the  home  for 
Armenian  refugee  children  on  the  top  of 
one  of  the  hills  near  Nazareth,  the  boy- 
hood home  of  Jesus,  there  hangs  a  motto 
that  is  burned  into  a  piece  of  olive  wood. 
Back  of  the  loaf  is  the  snowy  flour, 

And  back  of  the  flour  the  mill, 
And  back  of  the  mill  is  the  wheat  and 
the  shotcer, 

And  the  sun  and  the  Father's  will. 

— Maltbie  D.   Babcock. 

Reaction  to  Good  News 

In  1931  Helen  Keller,  "blind  worker 
for  the  blind,"  was  awarded  the  five 
thousand  dollar  Achievement  Prize,  which 
is  given  annually  by  the  Pictorial  Review 
to  a  woman  who  during  the  past  year 
had  made  some  unusual  contribution  to 
science,  art,  or  social  welfare. 

Always  enthusiastic,  and  unusually 
optimistic,  Miss  Keller  exclaimed:  "Just 
imagine  receiving  five  thousand  dollars 
during  this  depression!  It  could  not  have 
come  at  a  better  time.  The  last  two  years 
we  have  had  a  difficult  time  raising 
money  for  the  blind  and  the  deaf.  I  have 
been  worrying  a  great  deal  about  the  next 
winter  and  how  we  are  going  to  carry  on 
our  work.  I  am  sure  that  the  money  will 
act  as  a  lever  to  raise  all  we  shall  need  for 
the  work." 

A  True  Missionary 

The  heart  of  the  gospel  is  sacrifice,  and 
so  the  missionaries  who  show  the  spirit  of 
true  Christian  sacrifice  are  its  best  preach- 
ers in  mission  lands.  No  better  illustra- 
tion of  this  spirit  can  be  found  than  in 
the  letter  of  the  Presbyterian  missionary, 
Horace  Pitkin,  which  was  found  after  he 
was  shot  during  the  Boxer  uprising  in 
1900. 

The  Presbyterian  mission  was  first  at- 
tacked, the  buildings  were  set  on  fire, 
fathers    and    mothers    were    slaughtered 


before  the  very  eyes  of  their  children, 
who  in  turn  met  death  as  bravely  as  their 
parents.  Then  the  two  missionaries  from 
inland  China  shared  the  same  fate.  The 
American  Board  compound  was  attacked 
next. 

Mr.  Pitkin  was  shot  as  he  tried  to  de- 
fend the  two  women  of  the  mission.  While 
the  soldiers  were  digging  his  grave,  they 
found  a  note  addressed  to  Mrs.  Pitkin, 
who  was  in  America  because  of  the  pre- 
carious health  of  her  small  son.  It  read 
as  follows: 

My  dear  Wife:  The  end  has  come. 
The  Boxers  are  all  around  us.  No 
escape  is  possible.  This  is  my  last 
request.  Train  our  little  boy  Horace 
for  God's  service,  and  when  he  is 
twenty-five  years  old,  send  him  out 
here  to  take  up  the  work  I  must 
lay  down. 

Such  is  the  spirit  of  sacrifice  of  the 
true  missionary  of  God's  gospel. — Nor- 
man C.  Schlichter. 

Minding   His  Own  Business 

"Uncle  John  Vassar"  was  a  famous 
soul  winner  of  a  generation  past.  One 
day  he  found  himself  in  a  waiting  room 
of  a  railroad  station  alone  with  a  young 
woman  whose  husband  had  stepped  out 
for  a  while.  When  the  husband  returned, 
he  found  his  wife  weeping,  and  she  ex- 
plained that  the  old  man,  whom  he  had 
left  there  with  her,  had  talked  with  her 
about  things  she  had  not  thought  of  for  a 
long  time. 

"What  things?"  inquired  the  husband. 

"Oh,"  she  replied,  "he  talked  to  me 
about  God  and  about  sin  and  about  sal- 
vation  through   the  blood  of  Christ." 

"Well,"  said  the  husband,  "if  I  had 
been  here,  I  would  have  told  him  to  mind 
his  own  business." 

"My  dear,"  said  the  wife,  "if  you  had 
been  here,  you  would  have  known  that  he 
was  minding  his  own  business." 

In  His  Name 

For  years  a  man  in  a  manufacturing 
community  made  it  a  matter  of  duty  to 
visit  the  sick,  either  in  home  or  hospital. 
He  always  took  some  little  thing,  usually 
a  small  glass  of  guava  jelly  or  honey.  And 
he  always  had  a  word  or  two  of  prayer. 
Now  he  didn't  tell  God  that  Tommy  was 
sick  and  other  "news,"  for  He  already 
knew  the  details. 

Taking  Tommy's  hand  he  simply  told 
God  that  two  of  His  little  children  were 
coming  to  him  in  trouble  for  His  com- 
fort and  help.  That  was  all,  and  that  was 


enough.  Just  being  there  and  looking  up 
to  God  as  His  children  was  eloquent 
prayer. 

The  Highest  Achievement 

John  Wesley  once  inquired  of  a  trav- 
eling companion  who  had  offended  him, 
"Will  you  ask  my  pardon?"  "No,"  came 
the  abrupt  reply.  "Then,"  said  Wesley, 
"I  will  ask  yours."  The  companion's  heart 
was  touched  by  this  unexpected  magna- 
nimity and  he  pleaded  forgiveness.  An 
impending  break  in  friendship  was  thus 
surmounted.  It  is  an  incident  etching  in 
bold  relief  the  necessity  of  forgiveness 
and  the  feasability  of  it. 

Jesus  set  forgiveness  as  the  keystone 
in  the  arch  of  Kingdom  relationships — 
the  highest  achievement  in  the  realm  of 
grace.  Since  upon  it  depends  our  hope  of 
God's  mercy  toward  us,  it  behooves  us 
to  take  heed  to  our  contacts  with  our 
fellows  and  our  attitude  toward  them.  We 
dare  not  settle  down  to  a  life  of  discord 
until  we  have  done  all  to  bring  about  a 
reconciliation,  and  even  then  we  dare  not 
settle  down.  We  will  continue  to  pray 
that  the  circle  of  love  may  be  made  com- 
plete.— Publisher  Unknown. 

What  Will  People  Say? 

A  missionary  once  related  the  follow- 
ing: 

A  king's  son  was  a  prisoner,  who,  after 
several  years,  was  released  upon  condition 
that  he  permit  himself  to  be  led  at  the 
hour  of  noon  through  the  city. 

"Oh,"  said  the  young  man,  "how  will 
the  people  look?" 

"You  do  not  know  how  you  will  be 
led,"  answered  the  king. 

When  the  hour  arrived,  he  placed  in 
his  hands  a  vessel  filled  to  the  brim  with 
milk. 

"As  soon  as  you  spill  a  drop,  you  must 
die,"  said  he. 

Close  behind  the  young  man  walked 
the  executioner  with  dagger  in  hand,  to 
stab  him  as  soon  as  a  drop  fell  to  the 
earth. 

From  afar  the  people  had  come  together 
to  see  the  king's  son  upon  his  perilous 
journey.  Head  by  head  the  crowd  stood 
upon  the  streets.  All  the  windows  were 
crowded  and  some  even  climbed  upon  the 
roofs.  When  the  youth  had  passed  through 
the  terrible  ordeal,  the  king  stepped  up 
to  him  and  said: 

"Well,  what  kind  of  faces  did  the  peo- 
ple make?" 

"Oh,  king,"  answered  the  youth,  "I 
saw  no  one!  I  only  saw  my  life  in  my 
hands  and  death  behind  me." 

Let  us  be  like  this  youth!  Let  us  not 
look  around,  but  take  care  of  ourselves, 
for  we  carry  the  happiness  of  lives  ever 
with  us,  and  it  is  only  by  walking  very 
carefully  and  heeding  the  divine  voice 
that  says,  "This  is  the  way,  walk  ye  in 
it,"  that  we  can  safely  reach  the  goal 
which  is  eternal, — Unknown. 
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More  Than  His  Share 


Bonnie  Owen  was  a  farm  boy  in  the 
state  of  Vermont.  When  Abraham  Lin- 
coln sent  out  a  call  for  volunteer  soldiers 
to  help  put  down  the  rebellion,  called  the 
Civil  War,  Bcnnie  Owen  begged  permis- 
sion of  his  father  to  enlist.  After  much 
pleading  Farmer  Owen  gave  his  consent, 
and  Bcnnie  went  to  war.  With  him  went 
Jimmie  Carr,  a  neighbor's  son;  and  these 
two  homes  were  always  filled  with  anx- 
iety, fearing  some  evil  tidings  might  come 
that  one  or  both  of  these  boys  had  been 
killed  in  battle. 

One  morning  a  telegram  was  received 
by  Farmer  Owen,  and  this  is  how  it  read: 
"Private  Benjamin  Owen, — Regiment, 
Vermont  Volunteers,  was  found  asleep  at 
his  post  while  on  picket  duty  last  night. 
The  court  martial  has  sentenced  him  to 
be  shot  in  twenty-four  hours  as  the  of- 
fense occurred  at  a  critical  time." 

Mr.  Allen,  the  village  minister,  had 
heard  of  the  sad  news,  and  hurried  to  the 
home  of  the  Owen  family  to  give  them 
counsel  and  comfort. 

"I  thought,  Mr.  Allen,  when  I  gave 
my  Bennie  to  his  country,  that  not  a 
father  in  all  this  broad  land  made  so  pre- 
cious a  gift — no,  not  one.  The  dear  boy 
only  slept  a  minute,  just  one  little  min- 
ute, at  his  post;  I  know  that  was  all,  for 
Bennie  never  dozed  over  a  duty.  How 
prompt  and  reliable  he  was!  I  know  he 
only  fell  asleep  one  little  second;  he  was 
so  young,  and  not  strong,  that  boy  of 
mine!  Why,  he  was  as  tall  as  I  and  only 
eighteen!  and  now  they  shoot  him  be- 
cause he  was  found  asleep  when  doing 
sentinel  duty.  Twenty-four  hours,  the 
telegram  said — only  twenty-four  hours. 
Where  is  Bennie  now?" 

"We  will  hope  with  his  heavenly 
Father,"  said  Mr.  Allen,  soothingly. 

"Yes,  yes;  let  us  hope;  God  is  very 
merciful." 

"  'I  should  be  ashamed,  father,'  Bennie 
said,  'when  I  am  a  man,  to  think  I  never 
used  this  great  right  arm,'  and  he  held  it 
out  so  proudly  before  me — 'for  my  coun- 
try when  it  needed  it.  Palsy  it  rather  than 
keep  it  at  the  plow.' 

"  'Go,  then,  my  boy,'  I  said,  'and  God 
keep  you!'  God  has  kept  him,  I  think,  Mr. 
Allen!"  and  the  farmer  repeated  these 
last  words  slowly,  as  if,  in  spite  of  his 
reason,    his   heart    doubted    them. 

"Like  the  apple  of  his  eye,  Mr.  Owen; 
doubt  it  not." 

Blossom  sat  near  them  listening  with 
blanched  cheek.  She  had  not  shed  a  tear. 
Her  anxiety  had  been  so  concealed  that 
no  one  had  noticed  it.  She  had  occupied 
herself  mechanically  in  the  household 
cares.  Now  she  answered  a  gentle  tap  at 
the  kitchen  door,  opening  it  to  receive 
from   a   neighbor's  hand   a  letter.    "It  is 
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from  him,"  was  all  she  said. 

It  was  like  a  message  from  the  dead! 
Mr.  Owen  took  the  letter,  but  could  not 
break  the  envelope  on  account  of  his 
trembling  fingers,  and  held  it  toward  Mr. 
Allen  with  the  helplessness  of  a  child.  The 
minister  opened  it,  and  read  as  follows: 

"Dear  Father:  When  this  reaches  you 
I  shall  be  in  eternity.  At  first,  it  seemed 
awful  to  me,  but  I  have  thought  about 
it  so  much  now  that  it  has  no  terror.  They 
say  they  will  not  bind  me,  nor  blind  me; 
but  that  I  may  meet  my  death  like  a 
man.  I  thought,  father,  it  might  have 
been  on  the  battlefield,  for  my  country, 
and  that,  when  I  fell,  it  would  be  fight- 
ing gloriously;  but  to  be  shot  down  like 
a  dog  for  merely  betraying  it — to  die  for 
neglect  of  duty!  Oh!  father,  I  wonder 
the  very  thought  does  not  kill  me!  But  I 
shall  not  disgrace  you.  I  am  going  to 
write  you  ajl  about  it;  and  when  I  am 
gone,  you  may  tell  my  comrades.  I  cannot 
now. 

"You  know  I  promised  Jimmie  Carr's 
mother  I  would  look  after  her  boy,  and 
when  he  fell  sick,  I  did  all  I  could  for 
him.  He  was  not  strong  when  he  was 
ordered  back  into  the  ranks,  and  the  day 
before  that  night  I  carried  all  his  luggage, 
besides  my  own,  on  our  march.  Toward 
night  we  went  in  on  the  double-quick, 
and  though  the  luggage  began  to  feel  very 
heavy  everybody  else  was  tired  too;  and 
as  for  Jimmie,  if  I  had  not  lent  him  an 
arm  now  and  then  he  would  have  dropped 
by  the  way.  I  was  all  tired  out  when  we 
went  into  camp,  and  then  it  was  Jim- 
mie's  turn  to  be  sentry  and  I  would  take 
his  place;  but  I  was  too  tired,  father.  I 
could  not  have  kept  awake  if  a  gun  had 
been  pointed  at  my  head;  but  I  did  not 
know  it  until — well,  until  it  was  too 
late." 

"God  be  thanked!"  interrupted  Mr. 
Owen,  reverently.  "I  know  Bennie  was 
not  the  boy  to  sleep  carelessly  at  his 
post." 

"They  tell  me  today  that  I  have  a  short 
reprieve  given  to  me  by  circumstances — 
'time  to  write  to  you,'  our  good  colonel 
says.  Forgive  him,  father,  he  only  does 
his  duty;  he  would  gladly  save  me  if  he 
could;  and  do  not  lay  my  death  up  against 
Jimmie.  The  poor  boy  is  broken-hearted, 
and  does  nothing  but  beg  and  entreat 
them  to  let  him  die  in  my  stead. 

"I  can't  bear  to  think  of  mother  and 
Blossom.  Comfort  them,  father!  Tell 
them  I  die  as  a  brave  boy  should  and  that, 
when  the  war  is  over,  they  will  not  be 
ashamed  of  me,  as  they  must  be  now. 
God  help  me;  it  is  very  hard  to  bear! 
Good-bye,  father!  God  seems  near  and 
dear  to  me;  not  at  all  as  if  He  wished  me 
to  perish  forever,  but  as  if  He  felt  sorry 


for  His  poor,  sinful,  broken-hearted  child, 
and  would  take  me  to  be  with  Him  and 
my  Savior  in  a   better — better  life." 

A  deep  sigh  burst  from  Mr.  Owen's 
heart.  "Amen,"  he  said  solemnly.  "Amen." 

"Tonight,  in  the  early  twilight,  I  shall 
see  the  cows  all  coming  home  from  pas- 
ture and  precious  little  Blossom  standing 
on  the  back  step  waiting  for  me;  but  I 
shall  never  come!  God  bless  you  all.  For- 
give  your  poor  Bennie." 

Late  that  night  the  door  of  the  "back- 
stoop"  opened  softly  and  a  little  figure 
glided  out  and  down  the  foot-path  that 
led  to  the  road  by  the  mill.  She  seemed 
rather  flying  than  walking,  turning  her 
head  neither  to  the  right  nor  to  the  left, 
looking  only  now  and  then  to  heaven, 
and  folding  her  hands  as  if  in  prayer.  Two 
hours  later  the  same  young  girl  stood  at 
the  Mill  depot  watching  the  coming  of 
the  night  train;  and  the  conductor,  as  he 
reached  down  to  lift  her  into  the  car, 
wondered  at  the  tear-stained  face  that 
was  upturned  toward  the  dim  lantern  he 
held  in  his  hand.  A  few  questions  and 
ready  answers  told  him  all;  and  no  father 
could  have  cared  more  tenderly  for  his 
only  child  than  for  little  Blossom.  She 
was  on  her  way  to  Washington  to  ask 
President  Lincoln  for  her  brother's  life. 
She  had  stolen  away,  leaving  only  a  note 
to  tell  where  and  why  she  had  gone. 
She  had  brought  Bennie's  letter  with  her; 
no  good,  kind  heart  like  the  President's 
could  refuse  to  be  melted  by  it.  The  next 
morning  they  reached  New  York  and  the 
conductor  hurried  her  on  to  Washington. 
Every  minute  now  might  be  the  means 
of  saving  her  brother's  life.  And  so,  in  an 
incredibly  short  time,  Blossom  reached  the 
capital  and  hastened  immediately  to  the 
White  House. 

The  President  had  just  seated  himself 
to  his  morning's  task  of  overlooking  and 
signing  important  papers,  when,  without 
one  word  of  announcement,  the  door 
softly  opened  and  Blossom,  with  down- 
cast eyes  and  folded  hands,  stood  before 
him. 

"Well,  my  child,"  he  said,  in  his  pleas- 
ant, cheerful  tones,  "what  do  you  want, 
so  bright  and  early  in  the  morning?" 

"Bennie's  life,  please,  sir,"  faltered 
Blossom. 

"Bennie?   Who  is  Bennie?" 

"My  brother,  sir.  They  are  going  to 
shoot  him  for  sleeping  at  his  post." 

"Oh,  yes,"  and  Mr.  Lincoln  ran  his  eye 
over  the  papers  before  him,  "I  remember. 
It  was  a  fatal  sleep.  You  see,  child,  it  was 
a  time  of  special  danger.  Thousands  of 
lives  might  have  been  lost  for  his  culp- 
able  negligence." 

"So  my  father  said,  sir,"  replied  Blos- 
som, gravely,  "but  poor  Bennie  was  so 
tired,  sir,  and  Jimmie  so  weak.  He  did 
the  work  of  two,  and  it  was  Jimmie's 
night,  not  his;  but  Jimmie  was  too  tired, 
and  Bennie  never  thought  about  himself, 
(Continued  on  page  34) 
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More   About  Daily  Vacation  Bible  Schools 

contribution  toward  solving  a  great  prob-      homes;  what  are  you  doing  to  train  and 
lem  and  will  assist  in  molding  young  life.       save  the  little  ones? 


We  are  glad  to  introduce  to  you  Miss 
Ruby  Thompson,  who  is  in  Cleveland 
assisting  us  in  Daily  Vacation  Bible 
School  work.  If  you  would  like  to  have 
Miss  Thompson  for  a  Daily  Vacation 
Bible  School  in  your  church,  write  her 
in  care  of  the  Church  of  God  Publishing 
House,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Daily  Vacation  Bible  School 

The  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School  move- 
ment started  about  forty  years  ago,  when 
Robert  Boville  decided  that  it  would  be 
an  advantage  to  bring  idle  children,  idle 
churches,  and  idle  teachers  together  for 
a  period  of  Bible  study.  From  that  inspi- 
ration and  idea,  the  Daily  Vacation  Bible 
School  has  grown  into  a  movement  which 
is  now  supported  by  the  leading  denomi- 
nations and  in  which  each  aggressive 
church  is  interested.  Thousands  of  chil- 
dren attend  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School 
each  summer;  many  are  saved,  and  others 
are  strengthened  spiritually.  Sunday 
school  workers  who  have  not  taken  up 
this  work  should  do  so  at  once;  this  is  a 
great  opportunity  and  presents  a  great  re- 
sponsibility. 

NEED 

With  the  close  of  the  public  schools, 
more  than  2  5,000,000  children  of  Daily 
Vacation  Bible  School  age  are  sent  into 
the  summer  months  with  little  to  do,  but 
will  meet  a  multitude  of  opportunities 
to  get  into  mischief.  The  records  of  our 
juvenile  courts  reveal  a  great  need  in 
American  society.  Thousands  of  children 
have  no  religious  training  at  home;  the 
Church  must  act  to  save  them. 

It  is  the  purpose  of  the  Daily  Vacation 
Bible  School  to  provide  religious  training 
for  a  brief  period  during  the  summer 
months.    This    training    will    make    some 


The  need  is  great;  the  harvest  is  ripe; 
the  Church  must  extend  her  program. 

Even  the  Sunday  school  is  no  longer 
the  influential  agency  that  it  was  a  few 
years  ago  in  molding  character.  The  pub- 
lic school  teachers  in  New  England  were 
recently  asked  to  designate  the  institution 
which  wields  the  greatest  influence  on 
the  life  of  a  child.  They  turned  from  the 
home,  the  school,  and  the  Church,  and 
declared  that  it  is  the  movie. 

The  number  of  saloons  in  the  United 
States  increased  from  177,000  in  1920,  to 
422,000  in  1937.  The  number  of  Sunday 
schools  in  the  United  States  declined 
greatly  during  this  same  period.  Five  hun- 
dred thousand  less  children  are  in  Sunday 
school  now  than  six  years  ago.  More  than 
$7,000,000,000  are  spent  annually  on 
gambling  by  the  American  people,  and 
$5,000,000,000  are  spent  annually  for 
liquor.  More  than  4,75  0,000  have  volun- 
tarily joined  the  army  of  the  lawless  in 
the  United  States.  The  government  spends 
$15,000,000,000  annually  in  its  efforts 
to  curb  crime. 

The  need  of  religious  training  in  Amer- 
ica is  apparent.  The  need  must  be  met  by 
the  Church,  and  met  now  if  we  are  to 
survive.  Part  of  the  unevangelized  are 
living  in  your  community;  spiritual  illit- 
eracy abounds  in  Christian  America; 
children   are   being      reared      in      godless 


How  to  Conduct  A  Daily  Vacation 
Bible  School 

You  will  appreciate  our  new  book  for 
your  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School.  It  is 
filled    with    splendid    material. 

We  are  giving  you  here  the  Table  of 
Contents: 

Children's  Sermons 

Lesson  Outlines 

A  Series  of  Lessons  on  the  Lord's 
Prayer 

A  Series  of  Lessons  on  the  Beatitudes 

Illustrative    Stories 

Object  Lessons 

Character  Stories 

Scripture   for   Your   Contest 

Favorite  Songs  for  Children  (with 
notes ) 

Memory  Gems 

Patriotic  Meditations 

Prayers  for  Children 

Table  Graces  for  Children 

Memory  Gems 

Games  for  Children 

This  book  is  good  for  your  Junior  Y. 
P.  E.  and  should  be  in  every  home  where 
there  are  children.  Price  75c.  Order  from 
the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House, 
Cleveland,  Tenn. 


ADVANTAGES 

The  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School  has 
many  advantages.  Among  them  is  the 
fact  that  it  provides  two  weeks  of  intense 
Bible  study.  This  gives  the  student  as 
much  time  in  class  as  he  would  receive 
in  six  months  of  Sunday  school  work; 
with  this  program  our  teaching  time  is 
increased  at  least  fifty  per  cent.  Since  the 
Daily  Vacation  Bible  School  material  is 
presented  on  consecutive  days,  it  is  more 
effective;  it  gives  greater  opportunity 
for  review;  it  makes  possible  a  united  and 
an  evangelistic  program.  The  Daily  Vaca- 
tion Bible  School  is  not  a  substitute  for 
the  Sunday  school;  it  supplements  the 
Sunday  school  program,  and  thereby 
becomes  a  part  of  it. 

Those  who  have  labored  for  a  period  of 
years  in  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School  work 
estimate  that  about  twenty-five  per  cent 
of  the  students  come  from  homes  which 
have  not  been  touched  by  the  Sunday 
school.  This  is  a  church  extension  pro- 
gram; the  school  properly  conducted 
takes  the  church  to  the  community.  One 
church  reports  a  Daily  Vacation  Bible 
School  with  148  attending  in  a  village 
where  there  were  only  19  children  of 
school  age. 

Some  of  the  most  profitable  and  unique 
methods  are  used  in  the  Daily  Vacation 
Bible  School;  students  are  given  an  op- 
portunity to  take  part  in  the  work.  They 
have  worship  services,  periods  of  expres- 
sion, periods  for  handwork,  memory  drill, 
and  recreation.  Allowing  the  students  to 
participate  to  such  a  large  degree  in  the 
activities  of  the  school  has  a  decided  ad- 
vantage; they  see,  they  hear,  they  ex- 
press themselves  and  perform  various 
tasks  while  they  learn  of  the  way  of  sal- 
vation. One  declares  that  a  child  remem- 
bers ten  per  cent  of  what  he  hears,  fifty 
per  cent  of  what  he  sees,  seventy  per  cent 
of  what  he  says,  and  ninety  per  cent  of 
what  he  does.  It  is  the  aim  of  the  Daily 
Vacation  Bible  School  to  use  all  these 
methods  in  presenting  the  gospel. 
TIME 

In  most  communities  the  best  time  to 
have  a  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School  is  im- 
mediately following  the  close  of  the  pub- 
lic school  session.  At  this  time  the  children 
are  in  the  habit  of  going  to  school  and 
should  be  interested  in  the  project  before 
they  scatter  for  the  various  summer  ac- 
tivities. The  best  place  to  hold  the  school 
is  in  the  church,  but  sometimes  the  public 
schoolhouse  is  used.  In  either  case,  the 
children  should  be  led  to  realize  that  the 
Bible  school  is  part  of  a  religious  program 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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Dear  Young  People  of  the  Church  of 
God  throughout  the  world: 

Though  we  are  quite  isolated  from 
you  out  here,  filling  our  little  nook  in 
God's  great  vineyard,  we  feel  we  are  still 
a  part  of  you  and  we  feel  that  vital  tie 
which  "binds  our  hearts"  together  in 
Christ.  As  we  read  of  your  fine  accom- 
plishments in  your  various  fields  of  labor, 
our  hearts  swell  with  praise  to  God  and 
appreciation  for  you  and  your  untiring, 
selfishless  efforts  for  Him.  Your  lives  are 
an  inspiration  to  us  and  your  successes 
urge  us  to  attempt  bigger  things  for 
Christ   and   His  Church. 

Some  have  wanted  to  know  how  we 
spend  our  days  here  and  we  thought 
maybe  many  of  you  would  like  to  see  our 
general  timetable.  We  surely  have  no 
time  for  idleness  and  hardly  time  enough 
to  get  in  all  our  duties  and  certainly  not 
enough  time  to  do  all  we  would  like  to 
do. 

When  we  rise,  we  have  our  family 
worship  with  Sylvia  alone.  She  always 
prays  and  calls  the  names  of  each  of  her 
playmates,  friends,  etc.,  here  in  prayer 
for  God's  blessings.  She  also  prays  for  her 
grandparents  and  members  of  our  fam- 
ilies at  home  whose  names  she  has  learned. 
Sometimes  she  prays  a  long  time,  for  she 
doesn't  like  to  miss  anyone's  name.  Then 
she  goes  out  to  play  while  it  is  cool  and 
while  her  parents  each  enter  their  own 
secret  chamber  for  their  Bible  study,  de- 
votion and  quiet  time  before  God. 

Then  it  is  breakfast  time  between  7:30 
and  8:00  o'clock,  and,  praise  God,  we  all 
three  have  rigorous  appetites.  Soon  after 
breakfast  is  our  household  prayer  hour — 
about  8:30,  the  same  as  the  Publishing 
House  prayer  hour.  At  this  time  each 
morning  we  gather  with  the  Indians  of 
our  household  and  any  visitor  who  may 
happen  to  come  at  that  time.  We  have 
singing,  scripture  reading  and  comment 
and  concert  or  chain  prayers  as  the  Spirit 
leads.  After  this  good  season  of  prayer, 
we  all  separate  for  our  day's  duties.  Hoyle 
and  our  language  teacher  go  to  the 
Malayalam  class.  Sylvia  has  a  bath  and 
morning  sleep.  Mildred  and  her  Bible 
woman,  Mary,  like  this  time  for  house 
visitation  as  it  is  not  too  hot  then.  But 
just  after  noon  is  the  best  time  to  visit 
the  women,  for  they  have  a  rest  period 
between  their  noon  and  evening  meals,  so 
many  days  Mildred  visits  homes  from 
1:00  p.  m.  to  4:00  p.  m.  and  uses  the 
morning  for  Malayalam  study.  After  4:00 
p.  m.  the  women  will  be  busy  with  the 
preparation  of  their  evening  food  and  the 
men  will  be  returning  home  from  their 


work.  So  it  is  then  that  Hoyle  and  the 
workers  have  street  meetings  and  visit 
the  men  in  their  homes.  You  may  well 
think  this  is  a  very  simple  schedule,  but 
it  is  a  bare  skeleton.  Someone  has  said, 
"Missionary  life  is  one  of  interruptions." 
It  is  impossible  to  write  of  all  the  many 
visitors  that  come  for  various  reasons — 
beggars  of  all  descriptions,  to  whom  we 
try  to  give  some  Gospel,  workers  or 
members  from  the  various  outstations 
bringing  news  of  their  work,  requests  to 
go  pray  for  someone  who  is  sick,  and 
various  other  requests,  calls  for  meetings, 
etc.  Many  other  men,  women  and  chil- 
dren come  from  far  and  near  for  various 
or  no  reason  at  all.  When  we  ask,  "Why 
did  you  come?"  the  most  frequent  an- 
swers we  get  are,  "Oh,  just  simply"  and 
"To  see  you,"  which  indicates  that  the 
curiosity  of  a  white  face  has  brought 
them!  A  few  come  inquiring  of  the  good 
news  of  which  we  are  ambassadors,  but 
we  try  to  seize  every  opportunity  of  con- 
tacting all  these  people  to  give  them  some 
of   the   glad    tidings   we  bear. 

Wednesday  and  Saturday  evenings  we 
have  meeting  here  in  our  house.  Saturday 
is  a  full  day  with  women's  meeting,  beg- 
gars' meeting,  and  prayer  meeting.  Sun- 
day's schedule  varies,  but  we  always  have 
Sunday  school  about  7:00  a.  m.  then 
service  about  10:30  a.  m.,  no  evening 
service,  as  is  the  custom  here.  Usually  one 
of  us  stays  here  while  the  other  goes  to 
some  outstation  or  new  place  for  Sunday 
service.  These  are  our  regular  meetings 
here,  but  often  we  have  meetings  through 
the  week  at  other  places  and  Mildred 
usually  has  one  or  two  women's  meetings 
in  the  afternoons  out  at  different  places. 
Going  out  in  the  midday  heat  for  these 
meetings  is  not  easy,  but  since  that  is  the 
best  time  for  the  women,  Mildred  must 
go  then.  So  we  hope  you  will  remember 
her  in  prayer  for  strength  at  that  par- 
ticular time  and  for  this  necessary  service. 

Sylvia  always  wants  to  go  to  every 
meeting  and  whenever  possible  we  take 
her.  She  loves  to  sit  right  on  the  mat  with 
the  people  and  enters  into  the  singing  and 
prayer  very  naturally  and  earnestly.  These 
women  all  cover  their  heads  with  a  white 
cloth  while  in  meeting.  So  Sylvia  wants 
a  song  book,  Bible  and  cloth  for  her  head 
before  her  preparation  for  meeting  is 
complete.  The  people  love  her  dearly  and 
always  feel  sorry  when  we  do  not  bring 
her  to  their  various  places.  She  sings  their 
songs,  talks  their  language.  So  she  is  their 
little  native  missionary.  She  loves  these 
people  and  has  won  the  hearts  of  all,  even 
many  heathen  among  whom  she  has  dis- 


tributed tracts  and  gospel  portions.  We 
do  pray  she  will  be  a  mighty  instrument 
for  God  to  use  as  He  likes. 

Now  that  you  know  about  what  we 
are  doing  at  the  various  hours  of  the  day, 
we  hope  you  will  remember  us  more 
definitely  and  often  in  prayer.  There  is 
about  twelve  hours'  difference  in  our  time 
and  the  time  of  Cleveland.  When  it  is 
7:00  a.  m.  here  it  is  about  7:00  p.  m.  in 
Cleveland. 

We  wish  to  take  this  opportunity  to 
thank  each  of  you  who  sent  us  gifts  by 
Brother  and  Sister  Cook.  Everything  sent 
is  lovely  and  cheered  us  and  supplied  our 
needs.  May  God  richly  bless  all  of  you 
who  contributed  to  our  needs  and  happi- 
ness. 

Do  remember  us  faithfully  and  earnest- 
ly in  prayer.  We  are  relying  upon  you. — 
Your  coworkers  in  India,  Hoyle,  Mildred, 
and   Sylvia  Sue  Case. 


Excerpts  From  Sister  Camp's  Letter 

NOTE:  We  are  giving  you  excerpts 
of  a  letter  from  Sister  J.  B.  Camp,  of 
Kingston,  Jamaica,  B.  W.  I.,  to  Miss 
Ruby  Thompson. 

We  had  a  very  nice  convention,  also  a 
good  attendance  of  our  people  from  dif- 
ferent parts  of  the  island,  as  well  as  many 
outside  folks.  In  previous  years  they  have 
always  had  their  conventions  in  what 
was  then  their  local  church.  It  was  only 
large  enough  to  accommodate  the  mem- 
bers here  in  Kingston.  This  year  the 
meeting  was  held  in  a  nice  downtown 
building  and  a  number  of  prominent  peo- 
ple attended.  We  have  since  then  bought 
a  large  brick   church. 

We  experienced  some  heavy  earthquake 
shocks  too.  Very  many  places,  including 
our  house,  got  some  large  cracks  in 
them;  otherwise  there  was  no  severe  dam- 
age done.  They  have  had  some  terrible 
earthquakes  here.  The  last  one  was  in 
1907  when  this  whole  town  lay  in  ruins. 
When  we  had  the  shake  the  other  day, 
nearly  every  sinner  in  this  island  prayed. 
I  don't  think  there  are  any  buildings  here 
over  two  stories  high,  and  they  stand  a 
shake  pretty  good.  Brother  Camp  called 
me  and  said,  "Mamma,  this  is  sort  of  fun- 
ny, isn't  it?"  It  was  to  us  because  Jesus 
has  purchased  us  with  His  precious  blood 
and  we  don't  fear,  but  we  do  have  com- 
passion for  the  poor  souls  that  do  not 
know  Him.  They  were  very  much  fright- 
ened. 

This  has  been  the  hottest  winter  I've 
ever  spent.  The  only  reason  we  use  a  sheet 
is  to  ward  off  that  mosquito  that  got  out 
from  under  the  spray.  There  has  been  a 
night  or  two  that  we  could  use  a  blanket. 

We  have  lots  and  lots  of  fish.  They  al- 
so have  pork,  beef,  goat,  hams,  and  al- 
most anything  you  would  want;  but  we 
mostly  eat  fish  because  we  feel  it  is  more 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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Greetings  in  the  worthy  name  of  Jesus. 

Out  of  a  heart  overwhelmed  with  the 
joy  of  salvation  and  filled  with  the  pres- 
ence of  the  Holy  Spirit,  will  you,  Sister 
Harrison,  accept  a  small  but  sincere  bou- 
quet of  roses? 

We  praise  God  and  thank  you,  Sister 
Harrison,  for  the  Lighted  Pathway,  a  pa- 
per unexcelled.  We  have  been  privileged 
to  read  a  number  of  church  papers  pub- 
lished by  different  denominations,  but  we 
feel  safe  in  saying  that  the  Lighted  Path- 
way hasn't   even   been  equalled. 

To  our  memory  comes  the  words  of  a 
friend  who  said,  "There  is  one  thing  I 
like  about  the  Church  of  God,  she  gives 
her  young  people  a  chance."  "True,"  is 
the  emphatic  reply,  and  we  find  that 
these  opportunities  are  not  only  afforded 
in  Y.  P.  E.  services  but  in  the  Lighted 
Pathway  also.  The  Lighted  Pathway  is  the 
results  of  a  surrendered  life,  we  know,  for 
how  could  you  have  endured  the  tests  and 
trials  as  you  relate  in  your  "Mountain 
Peaks  of  Experience"  had  you  not  surren- 
dered wholly  to  God?  We  praise  God  for 
a  motherly  guide  like  you  and  pray  that 
He  will  continue  to  bless  you  and  use 
you  for  a  blessing  to  young  people.  Your 
articles  on  Class  Evangelism  are  enjoyable 
and  educational.  Praise  God. 

And,  again  we  praise  God.  This  time 
for  those  who  have  caught  the  vision  of  a 
Daily  Vacation  Bible  School.  For  sev- 
eral years  the  dire  need  has  been  felt  and 
especially  when  we  realized  that  our  com- 
mon schools  were  being  polluted  with  the 
theory  of  evolution.  Not  long  ago  an 
eight-year-old  child  returned  from  school 
and   said   to  his   mother,    "Mother,    Mrs. 

told  us  a  story  today  and  she  said 

we  sprang  from  jellyfish."  This  same 
teacher  once  refused  to  read  the  Bible 
during  the  opening  exercises,  saying  to 
the  children  that  she  didn't  see  any  sense 
in  reading  the  Bible  and  that  if  they 
wished  to  read  it  they  could  read  it  at 
home.  The  mother  was  moved  to  indig- 
nation, but  what  good  did  it  do?  It  is  for 
us  to  look  to  the  "hills  from,  whence 
cometh  our  strength"  and  be  determined 
to  win  the  children  for  Christ.  Practical 
handwork  and  visual-aid  lessons,  don't 
you  believe,  are  the  best  methods  to  be 
employed  in  bringing  the  gospel  story  to 
the  children,  as  they  leave  an  impression 
that  time  cannot  erase.  Praise  God,  praise 
God  for  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School. 

We  also  praise  God  for  the  good  work 
in  Pennsylvania.  We  have  been  gracious- 
ly blessed  with  a  fine  state  overseer, 
Brother  Paul  H.  Walker,  with  whom,  no 


doubt,  you  are  well  acquainted.  He  has 
shown  a  marked  interest  in  young  people 
and  the  part  they  are  playing  in  the 
Church  program.  Our  state  superintend- 
ent, too,  is  a  very  humble  man  and  our 
district  superintendents  are  worthy  of 
praise.  Oh,  I'm  sure  that  God  smiles  as 
He  sees  the  "teamwork"  in  the  state  of 
Pennsylvania.  We  hope,  by  the  help  of 
God,  to  carry  off  the  National  Banner. 
God  bless  you  and  keep  you  ever. — 
Yours  at  the  feet  of  the  Savior,  Viola  De 
Fino. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

You  always  say,  "Dear  Boys  and  Girls, 
God  bless  you,"  and  I  want  to  say,  "Dear 
Sister  Harrison,  may  God  bless  you  for 
the  wonderful  service  you  are  rendering 
to  the  young  people  of  today." 

I  certainly  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway,  for  I  find  food  for  my  soul  in 
its  teachings.  Your  sweet  messages  inspire 
me  to  greater  Christian  living. 

We  are  doing  all  we  can  for  our  Y.  P. 
E.  here.  I  am  the  president  and  want  to  be 
faithful  and  work  to  please  the  Lord. 

Holiness  is  being  fought  very  hard 
here  so  we  certainly  need  your  prayers  for 
our  church.  —  Miss  Bessie  Champion, 
Kings  Mountain,  N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
It  makes  more  boys  and  girls  interested 
in  Bible  School.  It  makes  me  happy  to 
know  how  many  are  becoming  interested 
in  learning  more  about  the  Bible. 

I  am  a  girl  12  years  of  age.  I  am  try- 
ing to  be  a  willing  worker  in  our  Bible 
School  in  Sullivan.  Pray  for  me  that  I  will 
hold  out  faithful  to  the  end. — Norma 
Landers,  Sullivan,  Ind. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  really  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway  and 
think  it  is  the  bejst  paper  I  have  ever  read. 
I  always  read  it  twice,  from  front  cover 
to  back,  and  then  I  lend  it  to  my  neigh- 
bors to  read.  I  also  give  some  to  my  sis- 
ter who  is  a  sinner  and  pray  that  they 
will  be  the  means  of  the  saving  of  her 
soul. 

We  have  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  at  No.  2 
church  and  thank  the  Lord  for  the  way 
He  stands  by  us.  Before  I  knew  anything 
about  the  Y.  P.  E.  the  Lord  put  this 
work  on  my  heart. 

We  thank  the  Lord  for  a  good  pastor 
and  wife.  They  are  a  great  help  to  us  in 
our  Y.  P.  E. 

Pray  for  me  that  I  will  stand  true. — 
Mrs.  Sallie  Kelley,  Walhalla,  S.  C. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  writing  you  a  few  lines  to  let 
you  know  that  I  have  read  the  Lighted 
Pathway  many  times.  I  really  enjoy  it 
very  much. 

I  also  love  to  attend  the  Y.  P.  E. 
where  the  power  of  God  is  felt  in  a  great 
way. 

I  am  a  young  man  twenty-seven  years 
of  age.  I  am  going  to  Fort  Eustis,  Va., 
and  I  do  want  the  young  people  to  pray 
for  me.  I  have  many  hard  battles  to 
fight  but  there  is  not  so  great  a  tempta- 
tion but  what  the  Lord  can  help  us  to  en- 
dure. I  am  a  soldier  in  the  army,  and  if 
there  are  any  young  people  who  would 
like  to  write  me,  it  would  certainly  en- 
courage my  heart,  and  make  me  feel  very 
happy;  and  I'll  gladly  reply. — E.  A.  Digs- 
by,  Camp  Stewart,  Ga. 

NOTE:  If  Brother  Digsby  has  already 
changed  his  address,  will  he  please  write 
us  giving  his  new  address. 

Dear  Mrs.  Harrison: 

I  have  been  thinking  so  long  about 
writing  you  a  letter  of  thanks  for  sending 
me  your  good  paper,  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. The  Lord  only  knows  how  I  enjoy 
reading  it.  Many  times  I  lay  it  over  my 
heart  and  thank  God  that  it  is  being  sent 
to  me. 

Will  you  thank  all  the  good  sisters  for 
their  letters  which  they  have  written  to 
me?  They  have  cheered  my  heart  and 
helped  me  not  to  feel  so  lonely  and  I 
would  like  to  answer  each  one  but  am 
unable  to  do  so.  We  have  a  good  home 
here  but  are  not  furnished  any  writing 
material.  All  of  you  please  continue  to 
pray  for  me  for  I  want  to  stay  close  to 
Jesus. 

Please  pray  that  my  oldest  boy  will 
come  to  see  me.  I  haven't  had  a  line  from 
him  in  over  four  years.  He  draws  a  good 
salary  each  month  and  has  plenty.  He  was 
once  the  grandest  boy  a  mother  ever  had 
but  all  at  once  he  stopped  writing  to  me. 
I  have  grieved  so  much  that  when  I  think 
of  him  I  almost  smother.  I  have  trusted 
and  prayed  every  day  that  God  will 
change  his  heart  and  send  him  to  see  me. 

Good-bye  to  all  you  good  and  wonder- 
ful people  of  God. — Mrs.  John  D.  Reid, 
c|o  Old  Folks  Home,  Tetersville,  Ky. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  thought  many  times  of  writing 
you  to  try  to  express  my  appreciation 
for  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  seems  like 
every  copy  gets  better.  It  certainly  has 
been  a  blessing  to  me.  It  also  helps  to  en- 
courage and  inspire  me  so  I  just  can't  help 
but  appreciate  it. 

I  praise  the  Lord  for  what  He  really 
means  to  me,  for  saving  me  from  a  life 
of  sin  and  showing  me  this  good  holiness 
way.  I  praise  the  Lord  for  His  Church.  I 
want  to  live  a  life  before  this  world  that 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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The  Heart  of  the  Rose 


BY  MABEL  A.  McKEE 


He  was  her  brother.  The  thoughts  gave 
her  the  same  thrill  this  morning  as  it  had 
given  her  on  a  morning  seventeen  years 
back,  when  the  old  family  doctor  had  laid 
a  tiny  bundle  in  her  arms  and  said, 
"You'll  have  to  be  his  sister  and  mother 
both,  Elizabeth." 

Her  twelve  years  then  hung  heavily 
on  her;  her  little  face,  stained  with  the 
marks  of  recent  tears,  took  on  a  warmer 
glow  as  she  touched  the  baby's  hand.  She 
had  unfolded  the  baby  blanket  and  slipped 
on  his  first  little  clothes.  As  she  dressed 
him  she  felt  a  sense  of  loss;  with  every 
fresh  garment  he  seemed  to  become  less  of 
an  angel  and  more  of  a  human  being.  The 
same  feeling  of  loss  was  now  in  her  heart 
as  she  folded  his  great  Indian  blankets, 
slipped  his  photographs  into  the  case  and 
filled  the  nooks  and  crevices  of  his  trunk 
with  "little  surprises"  to  drive  away  the 
first  bitter  longings  for  home.'  She  lifted 
a  thick  white  wool  sweater;  it  brought 
the  memory  of  a  little  soft  flannel  shirt. 
She  buried  her  face  in  its  folds  and  mur- 
mured in  a  tearful  voice,  "Why,  he  is  my 
man  brother  and  I  am  sending  him  from 
home  to  college." 

His  foot  sounded  on  the  stairway;  his 
clear  boyish  voice  called  "Beth,  where  are 
you?" 

Before  she  could  answer  he  entered  the 
room.  Throwing  several  bundles  onto  the 
bed,  he  gave  a  sigh  of  relief.  He  tugged 
impatiently  at  the  strings  as  he  explained, 
"These  are  some  things  the  girls  made  me. 
It's  great  to  be  going  away,  isn't  it?  Why 
I  feel  just  like  I  was  getting  out  of  a 
cage;  I  feel  like  I  was  going  to  fly.  Say, 
what  is  this,  anyway?" 

He  held  up  a  small  book,  shaped  to  re- 
semble the  bud  of  a  flower.  It  was  made 
of  white  water  color  paper  and  every  leaf 
was  fastened  to  the  other  leaves  by  small 
white  cords.  On  the  front  was  the  picture 
of  a  baby;  on  the  back  was  a  pair  of  black 
kid  doll  shoes. 

"Where  did  you  get  it?"  his  sister 
asked. 

"Rose  gave  it  to  me;  she  told  me  a  long 
time  ago  that  she  was  making  me  a  book 
of  memories;  that  I  was  to  open  just  one 
page  a  week.  That's  my  baby  picture  all 
right,  but  why  on  earth  has  she  put  those 
doll  slippers  on  the  back?  And  why  is  it 
shaped  in  this  funny  way?  What  makes 
girls  such  queer  creatures,  anyway, 
Beth?" 

She  laughed.  "I  guess,  Floyd,  if  this  is 
a  book  of  memories,  that  last  page  is  to 
picture  the  last  great  event  of  your  life — 
your  graduation  night.  Don't  you  remem- 
ber how  your  new  patent  leathers  pinched 
your  feet,  so  that  you  limped  across  the 
platform  after  your  diploma?  It  is  shaped 


like  a  rosebud,  for  it  is  like  that.  Every 
week  you  will  open  a  new  petal,  and  fin- 
ally, when  you  have  opened  them  all,  it 
will  be  a  full-blown  rose.  When  you  come 
back  Rose  will  have  unfolded  a  few  pet- 
als, too." 

"Well,  I  am  going  to  unfold  every  one 
of  these  right  now.  I  never  could  wait 
that  long  to  see  what  is  in  the  center.  Of 
course  I  have  a  vague  idea,  but  I  want 
to  be  sure.  So  in  two  minutes  we  will 
know  this  mystery." 

"No,"  she  said  firmly,  taking  the  book 
from  his  hand.  "What  would  the  book 
mean  to  you  then,  Floyd?  Every  particle 
of  the  pleasure — the  expectation — would 
be  gone.  It  took  Rose  a  long  time  to  make 
this  book  and  you  surely  would  not  de- 
stroy its  value  in  a  few  minutes.  She  even 
formed  every  leaf  like  a  petal,  so  that  it 
would  give  you  the  pleasure  of  watching 
it  unfold  like  a  real  rose.  It  is  just  a  sym- 
bol of  herself — a  little  bud  of  promise." 

"She's  great  to  think  of  that;  I  like  her. 
Oh,  'she  and  Dorothy  are  going  to  stop  a 
minute  tonight.  Dot  has  something  for 
me  and  I  want  them  to  see  some  of  my 
things.  But  I  do  want  to  open  this  book. 
I  guess  I  will  give  it  to  you  to  keep  until 
I'm  ready  to  shut  this  trunk,  so  it  won't 
be  such  a  temptation.  But  let's  eat  pret- 
ty soon;  I  am  simply  starved." 

At  the  supper  table  he  talked  incessant- 
ly of  his  departure.  One  moment  he 
wished  that  she  could  go  along;  the  next 
he  exulted  over  the  idea  of  being  in  a 
house  with  a  crowd  of  fellows.  While  he 
talked  a  boy  came  to  the  door  and  was 
dragged  in  by  a  ruthless  hand.  While  they 
ate  quantities  of  hot  waffles  they  talked 
of  the  "fellows  and  girls."  For  the  most 
part  they  talked  of  the  girls.  The  sister 
heard  new  phrases  — a  new  language;  he 
had  always  used  a  different  one  to  her. 
They  spoke  of  girls  as  "four  flushers,"  as 
"easies,"  as  "stiffs"  and  "stand-patters." 
Occasionally  Floyd  stopped  in  the  center 
of  a  remark  and  nodded  his  head  warn- 
ingly  toward  his  sister,  but  the  talkative 
John  rambled  on,  speaking  in  a  free  and 
easy  way  of  the  girls  he  had  grown  up 
with. 

During  the  last  year  Floyd  had  ceased 
to  talk  to  his  sister  about  his  girl  friends 
and  they  seldom  came  to  his  home.  In  her 
presence  his  comrades  talked  continually 
of  school;  but  if  she  was  busy  near  she 
could  hear  them  laughing  and  chatting 
in  tones  different  from  the  ones  they  used 
when  she  was  there.  She  had  tried  in  every 
way  she  could  to  attract  them  to  her 
home,  for  formerly  they  had  come  in 
great  crowds.  But  Floyd  did  not  seem  to 
want  them;  he  preferred  going  to  their 
homes.  At  times  she  wondered  if  she  had 


been  in  their  way  when  they  had  come. 

When  the  two  girls  came  she  greeted 
them  warmly;  they  had  belonged  to  the 
crowd  which  had  come  in  the  past  often 
for  cookies  and  for  help  in  long,  knotty 
problems.  Then,  thinking  they  might  not 
remain  if  she  were  present,  she  went  into 
the  next  room.  Through  the  open  door 
she  watched  them.  She  could  not  help 
watching;  she  had  been  deprived  of  all  her 
girlhood  and  now  she  wanted  to  enjoy 
theirs. 

Dorothy,  a  dimpled,  laughing  girl  with 
great  brown  eyes  and  masses  of  curls 
which  were  always  rumpled,  threw  her 
hat  into  a  chair  and  was  soon  seated  be- 
tween the  two  boys  showing  them  the 
posters  she  had  made  for  Floyd.  The  sis- 
ter saw  Floyd  move  very  close  to  the 
girl  and  lay  his  hand  on  her  shoulder  with 
a  caressing  movement;  she  caught  the 
glance  that  he  gave — a  glance  full  of 
bold  admiration  and  meaning.  Rose  stood 
near  the  table  watching  the  other  girl. 
In  her  eyes  was  a  look  of  longing,  and 
yet  it  was  mingled  fear.  The  three  on  the 
sofa  soon  drew  her  into  their  circle.  John 
was  open  in  his  admiration  of  both  girls; 
he  tried  to  distribute  his  caresses  with  an 
impartial  hand,  but  the  little  Rose  drew 
away  with  that  expression  of  dread  in  her 
eyes.  Floyd  was  not  so  bold;  he  lightly  laid 
his  hand  on  her  hand,  and  when  she  did 
not  resent  it  he  clasped  it  more  firmly. 
Her  face  flushed,  but  she  suffered  the 
hand  to  remain. 

Elizabeth  was  called  from  the  room  by 
some  visitors.  When  they  had  finally  gone 
she  came  back  to  her  former  seat.  She  saw 
a  new  brother,  a  different  one  from  the 
one  she  knew.  He  was  talking  in  a  bois- 
terous tone. 

"When  are  you  going  to  kiss  me  good- 
bye, Dot?"  he  asked. 

"Right  at  the  station,"  she  answered 
laughingly. 

"Honor  bright?"  he  asked. 

"Honor  bright,"  she  promised. 

"You  are  all  right,"  he  exclaimed. 
"Rose  is  too  bashful  for  that."  Then  he 
hinted,  "But  you  see  I  am  going  to  take 
her  home  tonight." 

Rose  colored  as  he  gave  her  a  signifi- 
cant look.  She  pushed  his  hand  from  her 
arm  and  walked  to  the  piano.  But  there 
was  a  wavering  uncertainty  in  her  face. 
He  had  been  her  comrade  so  long  and  she 
really  liked  him. 

The  watching  sister  made  a  quick  de- 
cision. When  the  girls  rose  to  go,  she  stood 
up  saying,  "Floyd,  I  want  you  and  John 
to  watch  the  house.  I  have  to  see  Rose's 
mother  tonight;  tomorrow  you  can  see 
the  girls  again." 

There   came   a   flush   of   annoyance   on 

the  boyish  face,  followed  by  one  of  anger. 

He  knew  his  sister  had  been  listening.  But 

he  was  still  too  loyal  to  criticise  her  to 

(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Tell  of  Jesus 

S.  D.  Weaver,  Jr.,  Kockmart,  Ga. 


Because  we  have  the  joys  and  fears, 
One  door  in  every  heart  is  closed. 


Oh!  I  love  to  tell  of  Jesus, 
How  He  died  for  you  and  me; 
How  His  blood  did  run  so  freely, 
Just  for  people  such  as  we. 

Yes,  I  know  that  God  did  love  us, 
For  just  look  at  the  gift  He  gave, 
That  it  might  bring  full  repentance, 
To  the-  lost  ones  on  life's  way. 

Sinner   friend,    why   don't    you   listen 
To  the  Master's   theme  today? 
Say  as  Jesus  said  one  evening, 
"Father,  help  me,  have  your  way." 

Yes,  you'll  love  to  tell  of  Jesus, 
How  He  saved  your  soul  one  day; 
And  you'll  sing  of  His  redemption, 
That  now  is  yours  along  life's  way. 

When  the  way  seems  dark  and  dreary, 
And  your  heart  is  sore  within, 
Just    remember    what    He    promised, 
"Lo,  I  am  with  you  to  the  end." 

And  in  the  end  of  life  on  earth,  friend, 
We'll  be  with  Him  on  those  shores, 
There   we'll    rest    from   every   trouble, 
And  there'll  be  no  heartaches  sore. 

A  Closed   Door 

Arta  Rose  Willing/jam 

In  every  heart,  one  door  is  closed, 
This  secret  chamber  sits  apart; 
The  key  is  kept  within  the  soul, 
A  door  is  closed  in  every  heart. 

Sweetest   memories   are   sometimes    there, 
Glad  moments  we  have  known, 
Some  ecstacies,  some  thoughts  still  rare, 
We  visit  these  alone. 

Sometimes    'tis   pain   locked   deep   within, 
And  so  we  close  the  door, 
The  time  we  walked  awhile  in  sin, 
The  heart  will  always  know. 

Sometimes  a  sorrow  comes,  too  deep, 
Strikes  laughter  from  the  heart,   and  so 
We  cannot  sing,  we  only  seek 
To  steal  away  and  close  the  door. 

And  life  with  all  its  joys  can  hurt, 
Life  can  be  cruel — some  call  it   fate, 
Too  deeply  crushed   and   once   alert — 
A  human  heart  can  break. 

Dark  shadows  fall  across  the  way, 
And  men  forget  that  kindly  words 
Are  best  to  say 
When  one  has  fallen,  and  regrets. 

Even  a  happiness  too  great  brings  tears, 
Life  gives  a  thorn  with  every  rose, 


This  Road  I  Travel 

Pauline   Ellis  and  Lucille   Bingham, 
Doddsiille,  Miss. 

It's   a   rugged   road — 

This  road  I  travel; 

And  I  have  to  go  alone, 

But  despite  the  weight  of  the  burden  I 

carry, 
This  road  will  lead  me  home. 

I'm   sometimes   weary 

Of  this  road  I  travel; 

Its   shadows  are  thick  and   dark, 

The  hills  are  steep  and  hard  to  climb, 

And  the  thorns  prick  my  aching  heart. 

I  have  often  wondered 

Just  why  I  must  journey 

Under  a  sky  that  is  never  blue; 

And  then  I  think  of  the  lowly  Nazarene, 

How  once  He  traveled  it,  too. 

I  know  not  when 
This  road  will  end, 
But  just  obey  until  my  day  is  done; 
I'll  meet  my  Savior  at  heaven's  door, 
And    hear    Him    say,    "My    servant,    well 
done." 


(Sung  to  the  tune  of  "America".) 

By  Julia  Parker 

Our  Father  God  to  Thee, 
Please  bless  the  Y.   P.  E., 
We  beg  and  pray. 
We  love  to  come  to  you, 
Because  we  know  you're  true, 
And  help  us  live  and  do 
Your  will  each  day. 

Chorus: 

My  blessed  comrades  the — 

Members  of  the  Y.   P.   E. 

To  all  we  sing. 

Long  may  our  band  be  bright 

For  every   Sunday  night, 

To  meet  and  do  what's  right — 

Great  God  our  King. 

We  want  our  mothers  dear 

To  come  meet  with  us  here 

To  do  our  part. 

And  fathers,   please  come,   too, 

We  feel  the  need  of  you 

To  help  us  go  straight  through 

To  Christ  our  Lord. 

We  want  to  lend   a  hand 
To  help  this  children's  band, 
We  know  we  can  do  right, 
And  bless  this  Sunday  night, 


If   all   will   do   their  might, 
And  trust  and  pray. 

Who  Was  It? 

Ardefte  Norton 

Who  was  it  who  died  on  calvary 
To  save  my  soul  from  sin? 
Who   suffered   nameless   agony 
To   make  me  pure   within? 

Who  was  it  gave  His  precious  life 
To   make  me   glad  and   whole, 
To  free  me  from  all  war  and  strife, 
And  save  my  poor  lost  soul? 

Who  went   away   to  prepare   a  home 
For  His  loved  and  His  own  in  the  sky, 
For  those  who  cross  dark  Jordan's  foam 
To  reach  it  by  and  by? 

'Twas  Jesus,  praise  be  to  His  name! 
Who  bore  the  cross  for  me. 
Ye  people,  spread  abroad  His  fame, 
O'er  land  and  over  sea! 

Soon    the    Lamb    will   come    to   take   His 

bride, 
To  the  city  of  gold  away. 
So  we  must  in  His  love  abide 
Till   that   eternal   day. 

Flowers  In  the  Sand 

Bruce  Cameron  Brown,  Jesup,  Ga. 

The  sun  of  time  is  setting 

Beyond  life's  desert  sand, 
And   many   a   beautiful   flower 

Has  withered  in   a   lovely  land. 

Oh!  may  we  help  revive  them, 

Though  they  with  care  be  bowed, 

A  word  of  love  may  bring  them 
From   under   the  darkest   land. 

Please  come  along  and  join  us, 

Let's  take  it  hand  in  hand, 
To  carry  refreshing  water  to 

Those  flowers  in  the  sand! 

Oh!  let  us  give  a  winning  smile, 

A  word  of  tender  love, 
And  help  some  withering  soul  to  reach 

That  happy  home  above. 

For  every  loving,  tender  word 

We  give  in  their  distressful  hour, 

Is  to  the  weakening  human  soul 
What  rain  is  to  a  withered  flower. 

Oh!  come,  dear  friend,  depend  on  God, 

And  take  a  braver  stand 
And  help  us  carry  water  to 

Those  flowers  in  the  sand! 

To  give  a  man  a  full  knowledge  of  true 
morality  I  should  need  to  send  him  to  no 
other  book  than  the  New  Testament. — 
John  Locke. 

All  human  discoveries  seem  to  be  made 
only  for  the  purpose  of  confirming  more 
and  more  strongly  the  truths  contained  in 
the  scriptures. — Sir  John  Herschel. 
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Teoch  Visually 

Truth's  Sure  Route  to  the  Heart 
A  child  remembers  10%  of  what  he 
hears  but  5  0%  of  what  he  sees!  Thus,  the 
manual  of  visual  teaching  adds  40% 
more  to  the  child's  store  of  Bible  knowl- 
edge  and  insures  greater  heart  response. 

WIN  THE  CHILD  NOW 

Use  These  Visual  Teaching  Materials 
"Life  of  Christ" 

Twenty  lessons  about  the  life  of  Christ, 
including  the  birth  of  Jesus,  parables, 
miracles,  trial  of  Jesus,  crucifixion  and 
resurrection.  Excellent  for  Bible  Clubs, 
Vacation  Schools,  Child  Evangelism.  Fig- 
ures, stories,  object  lessons  included. 
Complete  in  two  volumes,  $2.00;  each 
volume,   $1.00. 

Birth  of  Jesus 

A  splendid  new  way  of  telling  the  old, 
old  story.  Based  on  the  gospel  narrative 
of  Matthew  and  Luke.  Has  an  unusual 
object  lesson.  Complete  with  figures,  2  5c. 

Activity  Handu/ork  for  pupils  to  be 
used  with  the  Manual  of  Visible  Teaching 
—  10c. 

Ten  Commandments 

Thirteen  pictures  to  color  and  verse  to 
memorize.    1  Oc. 
Creation  and  Recreation  Color  Craft  Set 

Thirteen    pictures    with    scripture    for 
each  10c. 
Picture-Verse  Handwork  for  Little  Folks 

Just  the  kind  of  pictures  small  children 
want  for   coloring.    10c. 

Daily  Vacation  Bible  School  Card 

An  enrollment  and  attendance  card  in 
one.  Can  be  used  from  one  to  five  weeks, 
then  filed  for  future  use.  The  newest  for 
vacation  schools.  10c  per  dozen;  75c  per 
hundred. 

Salvation  Songs  for  Children,  by  Ruth 
P.    Overholtzer.    Price,    3  5c. 

This  book  has  one  hundred  beautiful 
songs  and  just  the  choruses  you  will  need 
for  your  Vacation  School. 

Another  book  is  Juvenile  Hosannas,  by 
R.  E.  Winsett.  It  will  also  be  good  for 
your  children's  work.  It  contains  65 
songs.  Price,  15c.  Send  50c  for  both  of 
them. 

Everybody  should  be  interested  in  the 
children,  so  why  not  take  up  an  offering 
in  your  church  and  send  for  all  the  ma- 
terial you  need. 
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"This   little   Book   I'd   rather   own, 

Than   all   the   gold   and  gems 

That  e'er  in  monarchs' 

coffers  shone, 

Than    all    their    diad 

.ms." 

Bible  Readings 

For  July 

Morning 

Evening 

July  1 

1  Chron.  24-2  5 

Ps.  119  tov.  24 

July  2 

1  Chron.  26-27 

Ps.  119  v.  25-28 

July  3 

1  Chron.  28-29 

Ps.  119  v.  49-72 

July  4 

2  Chron.     1-2 

Ps.  119  v.  73-96 

July  5 

2  Chron.     3-4 

Ps.  119  v.  97- 
120 

July  6 

2  Chron.     5-6 

Ps.  119  v.  121- 

144 

July  7 

2  Chron.     7-8 

Ps.  119  v.  145- 
176 

July  8 

2  Chron.    9-10 

Ps.  120-122 

July  9 

2  Chron.  11-13 

Ps.  123-126 

July  10 

2  Chron.  14-16 

Ps.  127-130 

July  11 

2  Chron.  17-18 

Ps.  131-134 

July  12 

2  Chron.  19-20 

Ps.  13  5 

July  13 

2  Chron.  21-23 

Ps.  136 

July  14 

2  Chron.  24-2  5 

Ps.  137-138 

July  15 

2  Chron.  26-28 

Ps.  139 

July  16 

2  Chron.  29-30 

Ps.  140-141 

July  17 

2  Chron.  31-32 

Ps.  142-143 

July  18 

2  Chron.  3  3-34 

Ps.  144-145 

July  19 

2  Chron.  3  5-36 

Ps.  146-147 

July  20 

Ezra   1-2 

Ps.  148-150 

July  21 

Ezra   3-4 

Pro v.    1 

July  22 

Ezra   5-6 

Prov.   2 

July  23 

Ezra  7-8 

Prov.   3 

July  24 

Ezra   9-10 

Prov.   4 

July  2  5 

Neh.    1-2 

Prov.    5 

July  26 

Neh.   3-4 

Prov.    6 

July  27 

Neh.    5-6 

Prov.   7 

July  28 

Neh.   7 

Prov.   8 

July  29 

Neh.   8-9 

Prov.   9 

July  3  0 

Neh.    10-11 

Prov.    10 

July  3  1 

Neh.    12-13 

Prov.    11 

Recommended  Books  For  Your 
Library 

For  Study 

Cruden's   Concordance.   Price    $2.00 
Smith's   Bible  Dictionary.   Price    $1.50 
How  to  Prepare  Sermons,  Evans.  Price 

$1.25 

2  5  00    Modem    Illustrations,     Hallock. 

Price  $1.00 


The  Chaos  of  Cults,  Van  Baalen.  Price 
$2.00 

History  of  the  Church  of  Cod,  E.  L. 
Simmons.   Price    $2.00 

Revelation  Expounded,  Finis  Jennings 
Dake.   Price    $1.00 

Fiction 

At  the  Crossroads,  Minnie  E.  Ludwig. 
Price   $1.00 

The  Girl   Who   Found    Herself,    Jack 
Lynn.  Price  5  0c 

Under    Whose    Wings,      Zenobia    Bird. 
Price   $1.50 

The  Return  of  the  Tide,  Zenobia  Bird. 
Price  $1.50 

In   the   Twinkling   of  An  Eye,  Sidney 
Watson.  Price  $1.25 

The  Mark  of  the  Beast,  Sidney  Wat- 
son.  Price    $1.25 


Lighted    Pathway   Rating 

Sold  for 

June  Total 

Alabama  .....                       1,162  8,523 

Arkansas                    276  1,915 

Arizona    98 

California         144  1,224 

Colorado--            36  148 

Delaware    84  474 

Foreign  3  59  3,195 

Florida   .....                2,229  18,814 

Georgia                      4,106  27,193 

Iowa  _____ 42  336 

Idaho    __              84  637 

Illinois                            --     5  37  5,2  5  6 

Indiana    .                    ______    144  1,3  5  8 

Kansas    132  778 

Kentucky  ..                        1,145  9,594 

Louisiana    289  2,273 

Maine  70  575 

Maryland    5  04  3,128 

Massachusetts  14  48 

Minnesota    5  6  442 

Michigan    308  2,319 

Mississippi    395  3,3  80 

Missouri    270  2,268 

Montana    98  672 

Nebraska    14  98 

New  Jersey  70  624 

New  Mexico 91  884 

North  Carolina  2,437  21,200 

New  York 14  98 

North  Dakota  ..    154  1,207 

Ohio  675  5,074 

Oklahoma    .                  _____    299  2,268 

Oregon  ___       56  328 

Pennsylvania    .            .....    705  5,329 

Rhode  Island  28  12  8 

South   Carolina        5,43  5  41,592 

South   Dakota    ..       129  1,126 

Tennessee  1,715  17,591 

Texas    992  6,102 

Virginia    775  5,895 

Washington   126  704 

Washington,  D.  C 28  126 

West   Virginia  1,028  8,796 

Wyoming 14  140 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


Tommy's  Hillside  Discovery 


ANNE  H.  SHARPLEY 


The  sun  was  slowly  sinking  in  the  west, 
as  with  reluctant  feet  Tommy  made  his 
way  along  the  dusty  highway.  He  was 
so  weary;  it  had  been  a  very  discouraging 
day  at  the  market.  He  had  practically 
given  his  vegetables  away,  and  had  been 
able  to  procure  only  five  loaves  of  bread 
and  two  fishes.  How  far  would  that  go 
to  satisfy  the  hunger  of  his  little  brothers 
and  sister?  And  mother  was  so  ill;  she 
needed  other  things  beside  to  make  her 
strong. 

His  beautiful  mother  was  growing 
weaker  daily  because  there  was  not  enough 
to  eat.  She  always  said  she  was  not  hun- 
gry, but  Tommy  knew  all  too  well  that 
she  was  just  pretending  so  there  would  be 
sufficient  for  the  children.  And  when 
he  could  not  eat  because  of  the  strange 
lump  in  his  throat,  she  cajoled  him  into 
eating,  explaining  that  he  had  to  keep 
strong  to  help  earn  the  bread. 

It  was  so  hard  to  get  along  after  fa- 
ther's sudden  death.  Then  mother's  health 
had  gone.  Oh  dear!  Whatever  could  he  do? 
How  he  wished  that  the  Messiah  would 
come  as  mother  had  read  to  them  that 
morning. 

He  was  suddenly  aroused  from  his  mor- 
bid thoughts  by  the  hum  of  a  multitude. 
He  was  instantly  alert  as  he  looked  ahead 
to  the  hillside  in  the  distance.  Why,  what 
could  be  going  on? 

Hailing  the  first  passerby,  he  inquired 
the  reason  for  the  great  multitude. 

Had  he  not  heard  that  the  Stranger, 
called  the  Nazarene,  was  in  town?  Now 
he  understood  the  strange  absence  of  the 
usual  market  crowd. 

Pushing  his  way  through  the  crowd,  his 
heart  was  throbbing  with  excitement.  At 
last  he  would  see  the  Stranger  from  Gali- 
lee. He  had  heard  so  many  stirring  tales 
concerning  this  man,  and  had  longed  to 
see  Him.  There  were  the  numerous  tales 
of  the  many  miracles  which  this  Stranger 
had  performed.  He  was  afraid  to  confess 
to  himself  his  secret  desire  for  his  mother. 
And  yet — if  only  the  Stranger  were  the 
Messiah!  His  heart  gave  a  leap  at  the 
thought. 

Supposing  He  was  the  Christ  that  many 
had  claimed  Him  to  be.  His  mother  would 
then  be  healed,  and  there  would  always  be 
plenty  to  eat. 

Lowering  his  head,  he  forced  his  way 
through  the  crowd.  At  times  he  thought 
he  would  be  compelled  to  crawl  on  his 
hands  and  knees.  Well,  if  necessary,  he 
would!  He  was  going  to  see  this  Stranger. 
Nothing  could  keep  him  back. 

Had  he  not  been  cumbered  with  his 
basket  of  bread  and  fish,  he  could  have 
got  through  with  less  difficulty.  Some- 
one   grabbed    his    basket,    and    told    him, 


angrily,  to  go  back  with  the  rest  of  the 
children. 

Tommy's  eyes  flashed  with  defiance. 
"Mother  calls  me  'her  man.'  "  With  a 
lurch,  he  regained  possession  of  his  bas- 
ket. He  did  not  dare  to  lose  that  bit. 

Now  he  could  not  move.  The  crowd 
was  standing  still.  He  dropped  to  his 
knees,  and  painfully  crawled  through  a 
labyrinth  of  legs.  At  times  he  thought  he 
must    surely   suffocate. 

A  feeling  of  desperation  began  to  take 
possession  of  him.  Would  he  never  emerge 
from  this  dark  maze?  Suddenly,  there 
was  light.  Drawing  a  deep  breath,  he 
scrambled  to  his  feet.  He  found,  to  his 
amazement,  that  he  had  emerged  into  an 
open  circle.  The  crowd  formed  an  im- 
passable wall.  He  looked  about  him,  and 
then  stopped  still.  In  the  center  of  the 
circle  sat  the  Stranger  surrounded  by  a 
group  of  men. 

The  Stranger  was  looking  at  Tommy. 
His  eyes  seemed  to  be  looking  into  the 
very  depths  of  his  heart.  Suddenly,  he 
wanted  to  cry,  but  the  man  smiled,  and 
something  sweet  filled  his  very  being.  He 
felt  happy  and  light.  What  could  it  be? 

The  Stranger  was  conversing  with  His 
men  companions.  Tommy  stood  still, 
hardly  daring  to  breathe  for  the  strange 
ecstasy  that  filled  his  heart. 

The  voice  reminded  him  of  the  soft 
murmur  of  the  streams  in  the  hills  where 
he  often  resorted  with  his  troubles. 

"Philip,  whence  shall  we  buy  bread 
that  these  may  eat?"  inquired  the  Stran- 
ger of  the  pleasant-faced  man  beside  him. 

"Two  hundred  pennyworth  of  bread  is 
not  sufficient  for  them,  that  every  one 
of  them  may  take  a  little,"  was  Philip's 
answer. 

Another  man  was  pointing  to  him. 
"There  is  a  lad  here  who  hath  five  barley 
loaves  and  two  small  fishes,  but  what  are 
they  among  so  many?" 

He  was  the  object  of  every  eye  now. 
How  did  they  know  what  he  had  in  his 
basket?  The  Stranger's  eyes  were  again 
upon  him,  and  he  found  himself  moving 
toward  Him.  It  was  all  he  had — and  they 
needed  it  so  at  home — but — Tommy  sud- 
denly wanted  the  Stranger  to  have  all  that 
he  had.  It  was  so  little.  He  wished  it  was 
more. 

The  Stranger  took  the  basket  from  his 
outstretched  hand,  thanking  him.  Then 
He  raised  His  hand  to  heaven  and  gave 
thanks.  Tommy's  heart  gave  a  leap  of 
ecstatic  joy  at  His  giving  of  thanks.  He 
knew  that  the  Stranger  was  pleased,  and 
a  great  desire  to  please  Him  filled  Tom- 
my's heart.  He  wished  always  to  please 
Him. 

Then  the  food  was  being  distributed 
among  the  people.  Tommy  gazed  in  awe 


at  the  baskets  of  bread  which  seemed  to 
be  constantly  full,  even  as  the  men  con- 
tinued to  pass  out  the  bread  to  seeming 
hundreds. 

Eventually,  it  dawned  on  Tommy  that 
he  was  alone  with  the  Stranger.  Timidly, 
he  tried  to  speak.  The  Stranger  looked  at 
Tommy,  with  a  gentle  smile  on  His  face. 
His  eyes  twinkled  with  pleasure  as  He 
asked,  "What  is  it  you  want  to  know, 
Tommy?" 

"Are — are  you  the  Messiah?"  stam- 
mered Tommy,  his  eyes  wide.  "Why,  how 
did  you  know  my  name?" 

"Tommy,  you  worked  hard  today  try- 
ing to  sell  your  vegetables,  didn't  you? 
You  did  not  get  enough  to  supply  your 
needs  at  home,  but  you  won't  have  to 
worry  any  more,  and  Tommy — your 
mother  will  meet  you  on  the  little  path 
near  your  home." 

It  was  dark  when  Tommy  started 
homeward.  He  hastened  his  pace  as  he 
remembered  his  hungry  brothers  and  sis- 
ter. His  mother  would  be  concerned  about 
his  delay.  The  basket  was  getting  heavy; 
it  was  full.  His  heart  almost  burst  at  the 
thought  of  their  supper — why — they  had 
never  had  so  much  since  their  father  had 
gone  so  suddenly.  Why,  the  thought  of 
his  father's  death  did  not  make  him  feel 
bad.  It  seemed  as  if  he  was  near  him. 

He  was  on  the  little  path  nearing  his 
home,  when  he  looked  up  and  there  com- 
ing toward  him  was  a  young  woman — 
who? — no!  it  could  not  be!  Then  he 
cried  out,  "Mother!"  and  was  in  her  arms, 
weeping  heartsearching  sobs.  "Mother! 
He  said  you  would  meet  me — on  the 
little  knoll.  It — is  He." 

"Tommy,    dear,   what   is   it?" 

When  the  deluge  had  finally  subsided 
so  he  could  explain,  haltingly,  he  told  his 
story,  then  added,  "He  did  not  answer 
my  question  directly,  but  now  I  know, 
and  oh,  Mother,  I'm  so  happy."  Another 
deluge  followed,  as  they  walked  to  the 
cottage. 

And  no  stranger  tale  did  his  mother 
disclose  of   the  day's  happenings. 

She  said  that  during  the  afternoon  she 
had  steadily  grown  worse,  then  a  terrible 
anxiety  possessed  her  as  she  thought,  per- 
haps, it  was  her  last.  What  would  become 
of  her  children?  In  her  anguish  of  soul 
she  cried  out  to  God  to  help  her.  She  fell 
asleep  and  dreamed  that  the  Stranger  who 
was  called  the  Nazarene  had  come  to 
town,  and  crowds  had  gathered  on  the 
hillside  to  hear  Him.  Tommy  was  there 
and  He  had  taken  the  basket  of  bread 
from  Tommy.  He  had  blessed  it,  and  giv- 
en it  out  to  the  crowd  which  was  sitting 
in  groups  about  Him.  He  turned  to  Tom- 
my and  said  He  was  pleased  with  him  and 
suddenly  while  talking  with  Tommy,  He 
was  looking  right  at  her  and  with  a  voice 
which  stirred  her  very  soul,  said,  "Arise 
from  your  bed,  and  go  to  meet  your  son 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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Contributions  by  Young  Writers 


A  Message  to  the  Parents  and 
Young   People 

Prov.    22:6,   "Train    it j>  a   child  in   tin 
way  he  should  go:  and  when  he  is  old,  In 


will  not  depart  from  it." 

As  we  look  around  about  the  world  to- 
day we  see  the  young  people  going  farther 
into  sin.  It  grieves  my  heart  to  think 
that  fathers  and  mothers  will  let  their 
children  go  as  they  go  today.  The  road 
houses  are  full  of  young  men  and  women 
drinking  and  dancing  their  way  straight 
to  hell.  Some  people  may  say  there  is  no 
harm  in  dancing,  but,  my  friends,  if  you 
could  open  the  door  to  hell  you  would 
hear  ninety-nine  out  of  every  one  hun- 
dred say,  "If  it  had  not  been  for  danc- 
ing I  wouldn't  be  here."  Also  the  saloons 
are  filled  with  young  men  and  even  girls 
drinking.  God  help  the  parents  to  train 
up  their  children  in  the  way  they  should 
go.  The  young  race  today  has  overthrown 
their  parents.  They  come  from  school  or 
work,  paint  up  like  some  clown  and  off 
to  some  dance,  coming  in  at  a  late  hour 
in  the  night.  They  get  back  in  time  to 
catch  a  few  hours'  sleep  and  in  the  morn- 
ing they  get  up  with  a  headache.  The 
mother  had  better  step  around  or  she  will 
get  a  bawling  out.  Father  better  not  get 
in  the  son's  way  or  look  out  for  a  fight. 
Shame  on  the  young  people  and  on  the 
parents  for  permitting   them   to  do  it. 

The  church  needs  an  old  time  revival 
to  stir  people  up  to  the  knowledge  of  the 
truth.  The  people  may  hear  the  gospel 
and  turn  it  away  time  after  time,  but  if 
we  give  them  the  truth  we  have  done  our 
part.  "The  wages  of  sin  is  death;  but  the 
gift  of  God  is  eternal  life." 

Father  and  mother,  train  up  your  child 
in  the  wayr  he  should  go,  for  there  is  sin 
on  every  hand  trying  to  drag  down  and 
damn  his  soul.  We  need  more  young  peo- 
ple to  work  for  God  and  save  this  nation 
from  going  down  into  a  devil's  hell. 

May  God  help  each  and  every  parent 
who  reads  this  message  to  train  his  chil- 
dren up  in  the  way  they  should  go  so 
that  when  they  are  old  they  will  not  de- 
part from  it. — Horace  Hill,  Plant  City, 
Fla. 

For  Ye  That  Labor 

Matt.  11:28-39,  "Come  unto  me,  all  ye 
that  labour  and  are  heavy  laden,  and  1 
will  give  yoii  rest.  Take  my  yoke  upon 
you,  and  learn  of  me;  for  I  am  meek  and 
lowly  in  heart:  and  ye  shall  find  rest  un- 
to your  souls.  For  my  yoke  is  easy,  and 
my  burden  is  light." 

The  word  "labor"  means  physical  or 
mental  toil  or  exertion;  to  exert  muscular 
strength;  use  mental  efforts.  This  lesson 


deals  with  those  who  are  spiritually  labor- 
ing and  burdened  with  sin  and  to  Chris- 
tians who  do  not  take  all  their  troubles 
and  burdens  to  the  Lord. 

The  first  thing,  the  main  thing,  to  be 
done  by  the  person  who  is  laboring  under 
burdens  which  are  seemingly  crushing 
him  down  and  are  more  than  he  can  bear 
is  to  come  unto  the  Lord.  If  you  are  that 
person,  you  must  yield  to  Christ  before 
He  can  help  you,  because  you  must  ask 
of  Him  and  be  willing  to  accept  His  help. 
Your  life  must  rest  in  His  hands;  you 
must  be  His  servant  if  He  is  to  be  your 
Master  and  rest  you  from  your  labors. 
Jesus  says,  "Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that 
labor  .  .  .  and  I  will  give  you  rest."  So  why 
continue  to  be  bowed  down  by  heavy, 
binding  burdens  and  sins  when  Christ  is 
making  such  a  wonderful,  delivering  of- 
fer. 

It  is  sad  but  true  that  many  people 
say,  or  seem  to  say,  "Why  should  I  go 
to  Jesus  with  my  burdens?  I  can  find 
contentment  in  places  of  amusements — 
movies,  dances,  and  other  pleasures.  They 
take  my  mind  off  my  troubles  for  a 
while;  therefore,  why  should  I  go  to 
Christ?"  Although  these  things  take  your 
mind  off  your  cares  for  a  short  while, 
they  do  not,  they  can  not,  take  them  out 
of  your  heart.  Why  not  trust  in  that 
which  will  remove,  not  only  the  burdens 
and  sins,  but  the  cause  of  them  out  of 
your  mind  and  out  of  your  heart  as  well? 

There  are  many  reasons,  good  reasons, 
why  we  should  come  to  Christ.  He  is 
meek  and  lowly  in  heart;  He  is  not  above 
listening  to  us  and  taking  our  burdens  as 
His  own.  He  is  gentle  and  understanding 
and  willing,  in  His  humbleness,  to  do 
everything  for  us  that  we  will  let  Him 
do.  His  yoke  is  easy;  all  we  have  to  do  is 
yield  to  Him  and  serve  Him  as  He  wants 
us  to.  He  will  not  ask  us  to  do  that  which 
we  cannot  do.  His  service  is  easy  and 
His  burden  is  light  if  you  are  only  willing 
to  trust  and  obey  Him. 

To  be  able  to  come  unto  the  Lord,  we 
must  first  learn  of  Him.  Learn  of  His 
saving  and  keeping  power;  His  love  and 
patience  in  caring  for  His  children  and 
for  sinners  also.  We  who  have  attended 
Sunday  school  and  church  regularly  have 
heard  enough  about  Jesus  to  know  that 
He  is  the  only  One  who  can  and  who 
will  give  peace  and  rest  from  labors, 
burdens,  and  sins.  But  hearing  of  Him  is 
not  enough;  we  must  learn  Him  and  be- 
come so  acquainted  with  Him  that  we 
trust  Him  fully  and  cast  ourselves  into 
His  protecting  arms  and  abide  there  for- 
ever. 

The  next  thing  to  do  to  come  unto  the 
Lord   is   to   take   His   yoke   upon   us.   His 


yoke  is  easy;  it  is  not  a  burden  to  serve 
Him.  Some  people  think  that  to  serve 
Christ  is  to  give  up  all  means  of  pleasure 
and  amusement  and  have  no  joy  and  hap- 
piness in  life;  that  you  just  sit  down  and 
pine  your  life  away  in  misery.  It  is  true 
that  we  give  up  the  means  of  worldly 
pleasure  and  entertainment;  but,  thank 
God,  we  receive  into  our  hearts  the  means 
of  all  true  joy  and  happiness.  When  we 
sincerely  take  the  yoke  of  Christ  upon 
us  and  really  learn  Him,  that  is  all  the 
joy  and  happiness  we  need  and  want.  It  is 
indeed  a  most  wonderful,  joyful  blessing 
to  have  the  love  and  peace  of  God  in  our 
heart  and  to  know  that  it  is  well  with 
our  soul.  Even  when  the  people  around 
you,  or  the  whole  world  seems  to  be 
headed  toward  certain  destruction,  you 
can  have  that  perfect  peace  of  God  with- 
in your  heart. 

If  you  will  only  come  unto  the  Lord 
with  your  heavy  load  of  cares  and  sins, 
and  follow  Him,  He  will  give  you  rest 
from  your  labors  and  rest  unto  your  soul. 
It  is  peace  and  rest  for  our  soul  that  we 
are  seeking  for;  so  why  not  seek  the 
giver   (Jesus)    of  this  rest  now? 

In  closing,  let  me  say,  "Take  your  bur- 
dens to  the  Lord  and  leave  them  there." 
— Pauline  Avery. 

Report   of   the    Sunday   School    and 

Y.  P.  E.  District  Convention  at 

Easton,   Maryland 

On  Saturday  evening,  May  10,  dele- 
gates from  the  churches  on  the  Easton 
district  met  at  Easton  for  our  first  Sun- 
day school  and  Y.  P.  E.  convention. 

We  praise  the  Lord  for  His  presence 
with  us  throughout  the  convention.  He 
was  there  to  bless  and  encourage  in  every 
effort  that  was  made  for  the  advance- 
ment of  each  of  these  departments  of  the 
Church.  The  purpose  of  our  conventions 
is  that  they  might  help  us  live  up  to  our 
state  slogan,  "Better  Sunday  schools  and 
Y.   P.  E's." 

Saturday  evening  was  devoted  to  the 
Y.  P.  E.  work.  After  songs  and  prayer, 
several  interesting  features  were  rendered 
by  the  Juniors.  As  all  repeated  together 
our  state  motto,  "We  are  laborers  together 
with  God,"  followed  with  singing  our 
national  Y.  P.  E.  theme  song,  "The  Vic- 
tory to  Win,"  we  were  encouraged  to 
work  until  the  last  battle  has  been  won 
and  the  great  victory  reached.  God  hon- 
ored us  as  all  stood  and  sang  "God  Bless 
America,"  and  as  Brother  Milligan  prayed, 
remembering  our  youth  in  the  training 
camps  for  the  defense  of  our  country. 

We  did  not  forget  a  place  for  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  as  we  feel  this  is  a 
great  blessing  to  the  Y.  P.  E.  Sister  Koshe- 
witz  spoke  in  behalf  of  the  paper.  Our 
goal  is  to  have  as  many  Pathways  coming 
to  the  state  each  month  as  there  are  mem- 
bers in  the  Church.  We  are  not  far  away 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


From  My  Scrapbook 


MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 


>—}— >—)—^— }—}—}—>—>—>— ^— >—>—>—>—>—>—}—)—)—>— ^—>—>— 


Daily   Prayer 

If  I  can  do  some  good  today, 
If  I  can  serve  along  life's  way, 
If    I   can   something    helpful   say — 
Lord,    show    me    how. 

If  I  can  right  a  human  wrong, 
If  I  can  help  to  make  one  strong, 
If  I  can  cheer  by  smile  or  song — 
Lord,    show    me    how. 

If   I   can   aid   one   in   distress, 
If  I  can  make  a  burden  less, 
If  I  can  spread  more  happiness — 
Lord,    show    me    how. 

If  I  can  do  a  kindly  deed, 
If  I  can  help  someone  in  need, 
If   I  can  sow  a  fruitful  seed — 
Lord,    show    me    how. 

If  I  can  feed  a  hungry  heart. 
If  I  can  give  a  better  start, 
If  I  can  fill  a  nobler  part- — 
Lord,    show    me    how. 


If  All  Who  Hate  Would  Love  Us 

If  all  who  hate  would   love  us, 

And  all  our  loves  were  true, 
The  stars  that  swing  above  us 

Would  brighten  in   the  blue. 
If  cruel  words  were  kisses, 

And  every  scowl  a  smile, 
A  better  world  than  this  is, 

Would  hardly  be  worth  while. 
If  purses  would  not  tighten 

To  meet  a  brother's  need, 
The  load  we  bear  would  lighten 

Above  the  grave  of  Greed. 

If   those   who  whine   would   whistle, 

And  those  who  languish  laugh, 
The  rose  would  rout  the  thistle 

The  grain  outrun   the   chaff. 
If  hearts  were  only  jolly, 

If  grieving  were  forgot, 
And  tears  of  melancholy 

Were  things  that  now  are  not; 
Then  love  would  kneel  to  duty, 

And  all  the  world  would  seem 
A  bridal  bower  of  beauty, 

A  dream  within  a  dream. 

If  men  would  cease  to  worry, 

And  women  cease  to  sigh, 
And  all   be  glad   to   bury 

Whatever  has  to  die; 
If  neighbor  spake   to   neighbor, 

As  love  demands  of  all 
The  rust  would  eat  the  sabre 

The  spear  stay  on  the  wall; 
Then   every   day   would   glisten 

And  every  eye  would  shine, 
And  God  would  pause  to  listen, 
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And  life  would  be  divine. 

— James  Newton  Matthews  in  Washing- 
ton Star. 


It  Is  Sweet  to  Know 

By  Roy  Bunten 

If  I  should  meet  my  Master  on  our  quiet 
village  street, 

In  overalls  and  apron    (as   a   carpenter 
might   be), 
Do  you  suppose  I'd  pass  Him  by — or  wor- 
ship at  His  feet? 

Would  there  be  some  strange  glory  that 
these  eyes  of  mine  could  see? 

I  wonder  what  I'd  think  of  Him — and 
what  He'd  think  of  me. 

If   I   should   see      my   Savior   sitting   at   a 
wayside  well, 

A    wilful,    sin-stained    woman — eager, 
wistful — standing  near, 
Would  I  delight   to  hear  His  words  life- 
giving,  as  they  fell; 

Or  would  I  scorn  to  know  the  thought 
of  any  one  so  queer, 

And    hurry    quickly    on    my    way — 
avoid  Him  with  a  sneer? 

Should  I  behold  the  Son  of  man,  dragged 

forth  to  die  in  shame, 
Derided,  cursed,  and  spat  on  by  a  mad, 

bloodthirsty    throng, 
Would  I  perceive  Him  as  my  King,  and 

praise  His  holy  name? 
Or  would  I,  too,  shout,  "Crucify!"  and 

jostle  Him  along, 
And  help  to  put  my  Lord  to  death,  and 

think   I   did   no   wrong? 

Speak  to  Us,  Lord 

Speak   to  us,   Lord,    until    our   hearts   are 
melted 
To   share    in    Thy    compassion    for    the 
lost; 
Till  our  souls  throb  with  burning  inter- 
cession 
That    they    shall    know    Thy       Name, 
whate'er  the  cost. 

Speak   to  us,   Lord,   till,    shamed   by   Thy 
great   giving, 
Our  hands  unclasp  to  set  our  treasures 
free; 
Our  wills,  our  love,  our  dear  ones,  our 
possessions 
All   gladly   yielded,   gracious    Lord,    to 
Thee. 

Speak,  Lord,  that  lives  still  spent  in  ease 
and  pleasure 
May  pause  to  hear  the  lost  world's  cry- 
ing need, 
Till  rising  up  in  utter  self-surrender 


They  may  go  forth  some  hungry  hearts 
to  feed. 

Speak,  Thou  Thyself,  for  only  as  THOU 
speakest 
Shall  love  be  stirred     into     vehement 
flame, 
Higher   than   thought   and   deeper      than 
emotion 
Must  be  the  call  of  those  who  preach 
Thy  name. 

Speak,  Lord,  that  those  who  gladly  have 
obeyed  Thee 
May  feel  afresh  the     urge  that  drove 
them  forth, 
And  yield  themselves  anew  to  loyal  serv- 
ice, 
That    lips   and   lives      may      tell      Thy 
matchless  worth. 

— I.  M.  Fordbam,  in  ''Regions  Beyond." 

Leave  All  Your  Cares  With  Jesus 

"Casting  all  your  care  upon  him,  for  he 
caret h  for  you."  (1  Peter  5:7). 

There's  never  a  day  so  dreary, 
But  Jesus  your  heart  can  cheer; 

There's  never  a  sky  so  cloudy 
But  Jesus  can  make  it  clear. 

There's  never  a  night  of  anguish 
So  long  but  its  morning  breaks, 

And  lends  to  the  patient  sufferer, 
A  hope  that  fresh  courage  wakes. 

There's  never  a  night  of  watching 
But  Jesus  rewards  with  light; 

He  holdeth  mine  eyelids  waking 
With    glimpses   of    glory   bright. 

There's  never  an  hour  more  lonely 
Than  Christ  in  the  garden  knew; 

There's  never  a  cup  so  bitter 
As  Jesus  once  drank  for  you. 

There's  never  a  cross  so  heavy 
As  that  which  the  Savior  bare; 

There's  never  a  weight  too  grievous 
For  Jesus  with  you  to  share. 

There's  never  a  grief  nor  heartache 

But  Jesus  felt  here  below; 
There's  never  a  wound   so  cruel 

But   Christ   doth  a   cordial   know. 

Get  a  Transfer 

If  you  are  on  the  Gloomy  Line, 

Get  a  transfer. 
If  you're  inclined   to  fret   and  pine, 

Get  a  transfer. 
Get  off  the  track  of  doubt  and  gloom, 
Get      on      the      Sunshine      track — there's 
room — 

Get  a  transfer. 

If  you're  on   the  Worry  Train, 

Get  a  transfer. 
You  must  not  stay  there  and  complain, 

Get  a  transfer. 
The  Cheerful  Cars  are  passing  through, 
And  there's  lots  of  room  for  you, 
(Continued  on  page  20) 
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The  Rock  Hill,  S.  C,  Church  of  God  ladies  trio,  Ruby  Deese,  Julia  Turner,  and  Josephine  Wloiteside. 
These  young  ladies  are  doing  a  great  work  in  the  Y.  P.  E.  and  other  departments  of  the  church. — Rev. 
C.  M.  Jenkerson,  pastor. 


Y.  P.  E.  GROUP,  MONTGOMERY,  ALABAMA 

This  is  a  group  of  Y.  P.  E.  members  of  Montgomery,  Ala. 

First  row,  left  to  right:  Clarence  Jenkins,  group  captain  of  "red  side,"  Janis 
Gner,  president,  Kyle  Livingston,  group  captain  of  "blue  side,"  and  pastor's  wife, 
Mrs.  W.  E.  Dowdy,  secretary  and  treasurer. 

Second  row:  Pastor,  Rev.  W.  E.  Dowdy,  and  three  musicians. 

When  Brother  Dowdy  came  here,  two  and  a  half  years  ago,  we  didn't  have  a 
Y.  P.  E.  and  only  a  small  Sunday  school.  Now  we  have  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday 


school  and  it  is  still  growing. 

We  owed  $5  00.00  on  our  church  and 
now  we  have  it  paid  for  and  the  church 
painted.  We  are  planning  to  remodel  the 
church  and  build  Sunday  school  rooms. 

The  Y.  P.  E.  has  bought  a  parsonage 
and  chairs  for  the  stage. 

The  pastor  takes  his  car  and  delivers 
dry  cleaning,  and  gives  all  above  his  car 
expenses  on  the  church.  We  praise  God 
for  a  man  like  Brother  Dowdy. 

We  also  praise  God  for  our  faithful 
Sunday  school  and  Y.  P.  E.  superintend- 
ent, Brother  T.  G.  Pearson.  We  feel  he 
has  his  heart  in  the  work. 

Come  on,  Alabama  Y.  P.  E's  and  Sun- 
day schools,  let  us  help  him  put  the  state 
over  one  hundred  per  cent. — Janis  Grier, 
Boylston,  Ala. 

From   My   Scrapbook 

(Continued  from  page   19) 
Get  a  transfer. 

If  you're  on  the  Grouchy  Track, 

Get  a  transfer. 
Just  take  a  Happy  Special  back, 

Get  a  transfer. 
Jump  on  the  train  and  pull  the  rope, 
That  lands  you  at  the  station  Hope — 

Get  a  transfer. 

— Unknown. 

The  Bible  is  the  treasure  of  the  poor, 
the  solace  of  the  sick,  and  the  support 
of  the  dying. — Robert  Hall. 


[Page  20] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


^      tBible  Wessons     jf 


PROGRAM  OUTLINE 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo 
ments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service   which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too .  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  '.o  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
•re  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let   us   bear   this  in    mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son   Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
unless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
It  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians who  can  always  be  depended  on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
they  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come   to   the   altar  of   prayer   and   accept   Christ. 

The   Need  of  Our  Nation 

Alda  B.   Rankin  McLendon 

2  Chron.  7:13,  14 

Thoughts  For  the  Leader 

We,  as  an  entire  nation,  are  living  in 
a  very  crucial  hour.  People  on  every  hand 
are  wondering  what  the  next  day  or  even 
hour  may  bring  forth.  It  seems  the  very 
foundation  is  shaking  beneath  us  because 
of  the  trouble  and  distress  all  about  us. 
We  are  living  in  a  day  when  the  main 
headlines  of  our  newspapers  and  the  lead- 
ing news  that  comes  over  our  radio  is 
about  war.  No  wonder  men's  hearts  are 
failing  them  as  they  look  about  them  and 
seem  to  see  nothing  but  trouble  ahead. 
Yes,  these  are  truly  dark  days  we  are  pass- 
ing through  but  I  wonder  if  we  cannot 
find  some  ray  of  light  shining  through 
the  darkness,  if  we  will  only  seek  dili- 
gently enough  to  find  it.  There  is  only 
one  place  we  can  go  to  behold  this  ray  of 
light  and  that  place  is  to  the  Word  of 
God.  So  let  us,  in  this  lesson,  search  the 
scriptures  that  we  may  redeem  the  time, 
for  the  days  are  evil.  Eph.  5:16. 
Needs  An  Awakening 

We,  as  a  nation,  need  to  be  awakened 
to  the  fact  that  it  is  "not  by  might,  nor 
by  power,  but  by  my  spirit,  saith  the 
Lord,"  Zech.  4:6.  Not  that  we  do  not 
need  a  well-trained  army  and  navy  and 


various  forms  of  armaments,  but  we  do 
need  to  realize  that  these  alone  will  not 
make  our  nation  safe.  Unless  these  are 
guided  by  the  hand  of  God  they  will  cer- 
tainly fail.  If  we  will  but  study  the  Scrip- 
ture and  the  history  of  our  own  times, 
we  shall  find  that  those  who  possessed  the 
greatest  armies  and  supplies  with  which 
to  wage  a  successful  warfare,  but  turned 
their  back  on  God,  have  been  defeated. 
They  may  have  had  stunning  success  for 
awhile  but  they  in  the  end  have  suffered 
defeat.  Our  nation  as  yet  is  not  engaged 
in  actual  warfare,  and  how  earnestly  we 
desire  that  it  shall  not  be  necessary  for 
our  nation  to  take  up  arms.  Nevertheless, 
how  needful  it  is  that  we,  as  a  nation, 
be  awakened  before  it  is  too  late  and 
look  to  God,  the  only  one  who  is  able  to 
deliver  us  and  save  us  from  the  horrors  of 
another  war. 

Needs  a  Revival 

We  are  living  in  a  day  when  our  na- 
tion needs  a  real  old  time,  Spirit-filled 
revival.  It  seems  there  was  never  a  time 
when  people  were  so  pleasure  mad.  Peo- 
ple who  claim  to  be  Christians  are  run- 
ning after  the  world,  seeking  its  pleas- 
ures and  applauses,  never  taking  time  to 
read  the  Bible  or  pray,  when  we  are  plain- 
ly told  in  His  Word,  "Love  not  the  world, 
neither  the  things  that  are  in  the  world. 
If  any  man  love  the  world,  the  love  of  the 
Father  is  not  in  him,"   1   John  2:15. 

There  are  those  who  say  they  do  not 
have  time  to  read  the  Bible,  but  they 
find  time  for  other  things  and  the  Bible 
says,  "take  time  to  be  holy."  How  true 
that  scripture  is  that  we  take  time;  for 
if  we  wait  for  a  convenient  time,  it 
never  seems  to  come  and  we  find  our- 
selves rushing  through  the  day  with  not  a 
moment  spent  in  refreshing  our  spiritual 
life.  I  wonder  how  long  our  physical  life 
would  continue,  if  we  should  treat  it  as 
we  do  our  spiritual  life.  Yes,  we  are  truly 
living  in  a  fast  age,  one  that  will  sweep 
us  off  our  feet  unless  we  are  careful  to 
watch  and  pray.  We  are  going  to  have  to 
take  time  to  die  and  how  needful  it  is 
that  we  take  time  to  live.  We  hear  so 
much  said  about  being  ready  to  die  for 
our  country,  but  it  seems  the  greatest 
need  we  have  today  is  that  we  be  ready 
to  live  for  our  country,  for  if  we  are  truly 
prepared  to  live  for  our  country  we  will 
be  ready  to  die  for  it.  The  only  way  to  be 
prepared  to  live  for  our  country  is  to 
have  Jesus  Christ  enthroned  within.  God 
grant  that  we  may  have  such  a  revival 
within  our  nation  that  we,  as  a  nation, 
may  be  prepared  to  live.  "Righteousness 
exalteth  a  nation:  but  sin  is  a  reproach 
to  any  people,"  Prov.  14:34. 


Our   Nation   Needs  God 

We  hear  so  much  today  about  the  need 
of  our  nation.  Some  say  we  need  one  thing 
and  others  will  disagree  and  say  we  need 
something  else,  but  after  all  we  could 
sum  it  all  up  by  saying  we  need  God.  In 
Psa.  34:9,  we  are  told  that  there  is  no 
want  to  them  that  fear  the  Lord.  It  seems 
that  we  as  a  nation  are  fearing  man  rather 
than  God.  We  seek  the  applauses  of  man 
many  times  rather  than  God  and  are  fear- 
ful of  what  man  may  say  or  do  rather 
than  fearing  God. 

It  seems  the  scripture  for  our  lesson  is 
the  great  need  of  our  nation  today  which 
is  found  in  2  Chron.  7:13,  14.  In  this 
scripture  the  Lord  appeared  unto  Solo- 
mon and  said,  "If  I  shut  up  heaven  that 
there  be  no  rain,  or  if  I  command  the  lo- 
custs to  devour  the  land,  or  if  I  send 
pestilence  among  my  people;  If  my  peo- 
ple, which  are  called  by  my  name,  shall 
humble  themselves,  and  pray,  and  seek 
my  face,  and  turn  from  their  wicked 
ways;  then  will  I  hear  from  heaven,  and 
will  forgive  their  sin,  and  will  heal  their 
land." 

We  truly  need  God  in  this  nation  but 
we  must  turn  to  God  if  we  desire  His 
blessings.  God  has  given  His  Holy  Spirit 
to  draw  us  unto  Him  but  He  does  not 
force  us  as  an  individual  or  as  a  nation  to 
accept  Him.  He  tells  us  to  choose  whom 
we  shall  serve.  How  richly  God  does  bless 
an  individual  or  a  nation  that  chooses  to 
serve  Him!  This  nation  was  founded  as 
a  place  to  worship  God  and  I  truly  be- 
lieve God  wishes  it  to  remain  such  a  na- 
tion, but  we  must  be  a  humble  nation  and 
honor  Him  if  we  wish  to  continue  to  be 
such  a  nation. 

Let  us,  who  know  the  Lord,  unite  our 
prayers  in  asking  God  to  pour  out  His 
Spirit  upon  us,  as  a  nation,  that  we  will 
see  a  mighty  revival  sweep  over  it, 
and  that  it  will  not  be  necessary  for 
our  nation  to  be  drawn  into  this  war, 
but  that  our  land  instead  may  be  healed. 
God  forbid  that  we  should  fail  Him  in 
this  crucial  hour.  Things  may  look  dark, 
but  remember,  prayer  changes  things  and 
"Jesus  Christ  is  the  same  yesterday,  today, 
and  for  ever,"  Heb.    13:8. 

What  Does  Our  Church  Ask  of  Us? 

Scripture  Lesson:   Rom.   12:1-8 

The  first  thing  our  church  asks  of  us 
is  that  we  obey  our  scripture  lesson.  When 
we  do  this  we  will  be  all  our  church  asks 
of  us. 

The  church  asks  that  we  act  as  mem- 
bers of  a  body,  not  as  self-willed  individ- 
uals. We  must  learn  to  act  "in  Christ," 
that  is,  under  His  influence,  act  as  He 
would  act  if  He  were  here.  It  would  be 
good  to  always  ask  ourselves  the  question, 
"What  would  Jesus  do?"  The  church 
wants  to  use  whatever  gift  we  have; 
speaking,    praying,    writing,    drawing    or 
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even  washing  dishes  or  clothes.  Somebody 
must  do  these  things.  And  they  are  just 
as  great  and  as  honorable  as  the  work  of 
the  greatest  evangelist  in  the  world,  if 
that  is  what  God  has  called  you  to  do. 
God  may  have  called  you  to  wash  and 
cook  for  the  evangelist  while  he  or  she 
studies  to  be  able  to  give  out  the  Word. 
What  would  become  of  that  evangelist  if 
there  were  no  one  to  provide  these  things? 
But  you  who  do  these  things  will  get  the 
same  reward,  if  you  do  it  cheerfully  as 
unto  the  Lord  and  for  your  church. 
The  Church  Asks  Cheerfulness,  Good  Will 
and  Kindness 
Yes,  this  is  perhaps  the  greatest  need  of 
the  church.  God  is  looking  for  cheerful 
souls  who  will  drive  away  discouragement 
from  the  Church.  One  discouraged  soul 
can  discourage  everybody  else  in  a  church 
in  a  very  short  time.  If  we  are  to  be  what 
our  church  expects  of  us  we  must  keep 
cheery  and  happy  and  hopeful,  remem- 
bering every  cloud  has  a  silver  lining.  The 
church  would  be  better  off  without  the 
man  or  woman  who  can  never  see  the 
bright  side  of  anything. 

Kindness    and    Friendliness 

Kindness  and  friendliness  is  another 
thing  the  church  needs.  This  is  the  only 
way  to  let  your  light  shine.  The  world 
can  almost  look  at  your  face  and  tell 
whether  the  light  of  Jesus  is  there.  People 
can  look  at  you  and  tell  whether  or  not 
you  have  the  victory.  We  are  living 
epistles  read  and  known  of  all  men.  Our 
church  asks  of  us  to  be  worthy  to  be 
read. 

The   Church  Asks   For  Our  Attendance 

Yes,  the  church  asks  for  our  attend- 
ance. Empty  pews  are  poor  witnesses  for 
Christ.  There  is  nothing  so  discouraging 
as  an  empty  house  for  the  pastor,  and  you 
may  not  be  able  to  preach  or  sing  in  a 
great  way  but  just  a  filled  pew  will  have 
its  reward.  Let  me  tell  you  a  story  of  an 
old  woman  who  had  been  a  faithful  at- 
tendant at  her  church  services  for  years, 
never  missing  a  service  only  in  sickness 
arid  she  had  been  sick  very  little.  There 
was  an  infidel  in  that  community  and 
this  old  lady  passed  by  his  house  each 
Sabbath  on  her  way  to  church.  A  revival 
began  in  that  church  with  a  great  evan- 
gelist in  charge.  The  infidel  attended. 
One  night  after  a  great  sermon  the  infi- 
del walked  down  the  aisle  arid  gave  his 
heart  to  God.  Everybody  was  so  happy 
that  he  had  made  the  step.  After  the 
service  they  rushed  up  and  shook  hands 
with  the  new  convert  and  the  preacher 
asked  him,  "What  did  I  say  in  my  sermon 
that  convicted  you?"  "Nothing  in  your 
sermon  convicted  me,  it  was  the  faith- 
fulness of  that  old  woman  who  has  been 
passing  my  house  all  these  years.  I 
thought  there  must  be  something  in  this 
religion  to  make  any  one  so  faithful."  So 
dear  ones,  if  you  feel  that  God  missed  you 
when  He  distributed  the  talents,  remem- 


ber it  is  a  great  thing  to  just  be  faithful 
and  fill  your  pew  in  the  church. 

The   Church   Asks   For  Our   Financial 
Support 

The  church  must  close  without  our  fi- 
nancial support.  The  cattle  on  a  thousand 
hill  sbelong  to  God,  but  these  cattle  must 
be  sold  and  the  money  passed  through 
our  hands  before  it  can  do  the  church  any 
good.  God  could  turn  the  whole  world 
into  gold  and  tell  us  to  help  ourselves  but 
that  is  not  His  plan.  God's  plan  for  us  is 
for  us  to  sacrifice  and  give  as  He  prospers 
us  for  the  support  of  the  church.  God 
never  did  say  He  would  just  hand  over 
to  us  all  that  we  need  without  our  work- 
ing for  it.  He  could  do  it  but  it  isn't 
His  plan.  So  let's  study  hard  how  we  can 
work  a  little  to  support  our  church. 
There  are  many  legitimate  ways  of  earn- 
ing money  for  God.  You  have  read  about 
our  penny  a  day  plan,  I  presume.  We 
want  you  to  begin  now  to  think  about 
raising  a  penny  a  day.  It  is  said  that 
money  talks,  but  as  a  usual  thing  in 
church  life  it  only  whispers.  Let  us  make 
it  talk  for  the  next  few  months.  Directly 
we  will  get  in  such  a  habit  of  working 
and  giving  that  it  will  really  talk,  and 
this  is  what  it  will  say,  Debts  paid,  many 
new  home  mission  stations  established  and 
for  foreign  missionaries  on  the  field,  our 
own  local  church  full  and  running  over 
with  souls  that  have  given  their  hearts  to 
God,  for  He  said,  Bring  all  your  tithes 
into  the  storehouse  and  I  will  pour  you 
out  a  blessing  that  there  will  not  be  room 
enough  to  contain.  This  means  a  tithe  of 
time,  and  every  other  gift  God  has  given 
us.  Some  people  only  use  this  in  a  finan- 
cial way  but  it  means  all  we  have. 

The    Church    Needs   Our    Labor 

A  church  with  a  lot  of  lazy  Christians 
who  always  have  an  excuse  when  asked 
to  do  something  or  who  say,  "I  can't," 
is  in  a  deplorable  condition.  It  is  a  sin  to 
take  the  vows  of  the  church  and  pretend 
to  be  a  member  in  good  standing  and 
not  put  your  shoulder  to  the  wheel  and 
help  to  roll  the  church  on  to  victory.  If 
all  the  church  would  take  hold  and  roll 
at  the  same  time  and  in  the  same  direc- 
tion, soon  the  darkness  of  this  old  world 
would  be  dispelled  and  the  light  of  Jesus 
would  shine  forth  to  the  uttermost  parts 
of  the  earth.  The  pastor  is  your  leader. 
And  the  only  way  to  do  this  is  to  say, 
"Pastor,  which  way  are  you  going?"  and 
go  along  with  him  and  pull  in  the  same 
direction.  A  hundred  young  people  could 
lighten  the  burden  of  the  pastor  in  this 
way.  In  other  words,  whatever  the  pastor 
suggests  for  you  to  do,  join  in  with  him 
and  help  pull   the  load. 

A   Cluster   of   Quotations   to   be    Used   As   a 
Foundation  For  Your  Talks 

The  church  demands  reverence  in  its 
worship  service.  Whispering  and  gossip 
distract   and   spoil   the   service.   Learn   to 


be  quiet. — A.  W.  Moore. 

A  deeper  consecration  of  officers  and 
members  is  needed,  more  daily  prayer, 
more  intimate  contact  with  the  living 
Christ,  and  more  religion  in  the  home. 
Evangelism  should  be  organized  in  the 
church.  Jt  is  quite  possible  to  organize  in 
groups  of  three  or  four  for  visitation 
evangelism.  This  brings  new  workers  into 
the  field  and  gives  a  fine  training. — Wal- 
lace. 

The  church  needs  a  generation  of 
trained  workers.  We  are  inefficient  be- 
cause Sunday  school  teachers  and  practi- 
cally all  other  workers  are  untrained.  We 
need  more  study  and  preparation. — 
Archibald. 

Traits  of  a  Christian  Man 

Ora  Mae  Ruff 
Thoughts   For   the    Leader 

A  Christian  needs  to  be  purged  of  all 
good  works.  1  Cor.  5:7;  2  Tim.  2:21;  2 
Pet.  1:9. 

When  our  lives  are  purged  of  sins  we 
are  a  new  creature  through  Jesus  Christ 
and  should  walk  in  newness  of  life,  not  to 
dishonor  but  unto  honor. 

Another  scripture  tells  us  to  "Let  not 

our  good  be  evil  spoken  of."  We  should 

be  careful  how  we  conduct  our  lives  as 

we   are   representatives   of   Jesus   Christ. 

Courage 

Deut.  31:6 

Courage  is  that  quality  that,  if  one 
possesses  it,  will  enable  him  to  encounter 
danger  and  difficulty  with  firmness  or 
without   fear. 

There  is  no  demand  in  God's  army  for 
cowards,  fearful,  faint-hearted  weaklings, 
or  for  lazy,  slothful,  careless,  indifferent 
folk.  Oh!  what  a  demand  we  have  for 
people  of  courage — the  courage  that  gives 
one  firmness  of  purpose,  firmness  of  mind 
and  firmness  of  effort. 

It  is  said  the  devil  places  a  tremendous 
price  on  "discouragement"  because  he  can 
effectively  use  one  whom  he  gets  dis- 
couraged. Well,  God  places  none  the  less 
value  on  courage  because  of  the  profit- 
able way  He  can  use  one  of  courage. 
Many  times  the  Bible  admonishes  us  to  be 
of  good  courage  and  to  be  strong  in  the 
Lord. 

If  we  are  lacking  in  courage,  that  is  a 
sign  we  need  more  of  God.  At  one  time 
Peter  quailed  before  the  question  of  a 
mere  maiden,  but  behold  him  on  the  day 
of  Pentecost  with  a  message  that  pricked 
the  hearts  of  many. 

Luther  is  an  outstanding  example  of 
courage.  Does  not  his  quality  of  firm- 
ness impress  and  inspire  you?  The  cour- 
age he  must  have  possessed  to  step  out 
and  defy  the  corruptness  of  papacy  of  his 
day  and  declare  his  faith  in  God,  firm, 
staunch  and  true  to  his  belief  in  God.  The 
word  came  to  Joshua:  "Be  strong  and  of 
good  courage,"  Josh.  1:6,  and  do  we  need 
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any  the  less  courage  today?  I  say,  "No," 
but  we  need,  if  possible,  a  double  portion 
of  God-given  courage  to  enable  us  to 
cope  with  the  crisis  which  we  are  facing 
today. 

Skill 
Dan.   1:17 

Skill:  knowledge  of  expertness  in;  or 
practical  ability.  God's  people  should  be  a 
people  who  know  how  to  do  things.  Je- 
sus was  teaching  a  great  example  of  skill 
when  He  sent  His  followers  out  and  told 
them  to  be  as  wise  as  serpents  and  as 
harmless  as  doves.  He  also  said,  "Cast  not 
your  pearls  before  swine."  Jesus  set  an 
example  of  skill  or  tact  when  He  asked 
a  drink  of  water  of  the  woman  at  the 
well.  He  knew  just  how  to  approach  her. 
She  was  astonished  at  Him,  but  He  sent 
the  great  message  of  salvation  to  her 
heart. 

James  said,  "If  any  of  you  lack  wis- 
dom, let  him  ask  of  God,  that  giveth  to 
all  men  liberally,  and  upbraideth  not;  and 
it  shall  be  given." 

Enthusiasm 

How  we  need  spiritual  enthusiasm. 
Most,  if  not  all,  religious  leaders  of  the 
past  who  have  proven  the  greatest  suc- 
cess have  been  enthusiastic  and  zealous 
over  the  blessings  of  the  Lord.  We  should 
each  possess  an  enthusiastic  spirit.  It  will 
prove  an  asset  to  any  people.  I  attribute 
the  marvelous  success  of  the  Church,  in 
the  last  few  years,  largely  to  the  enthu- 
siastic spirit  that  ever  seems  to  be  domi- 
nating our  leaders.  You  can't  buy  en- 
thusiasm at  the  ten  cent  store,  but  it  is 
free,  free.  God  wants  His  people  to  be  a 
zealous  people. 

Faith 

Faith  is  firm  belief  or  trust  in  a  per- 
son, thing  or  doctrine.  Faith  is  the  one 
controlling  feature  of  our  Christian  ex- 
istence. It  is  a  pilot  that  will  lead  us 
through  any  storm. 

Faith  in  God  is  to  be  desired  more  than 
anything  in  the  world.  Faith  will  not 
stagger  at  the  promises  of  God.  Faith  ac- 
cepts what  God  says  at  all  times,  under 
any  condition  or  circumstance.  Ah!  for 
people  who  have  the  proper  faith  in  God. 
Listen,  the  fishermen  will  laboriously 
cast  their  nets  with  just  the  mere  pos- 
sibility that  fish  will  come  that  way.  How 
desperately  will  men  dive  into  the  sea 
with  expectation  of  finding  pearls  in  oys- 
ter shells,  encountering  fierce  monsters 
of  the  sea  with  uncertain  hope  of  being 
enriched.  Why  can't  we  draw  nigh  to 
God  when  the  outlook  is  so  much  bright- 
er? 

The  strong  rope  of  our  fastened  anchor 
is  the  promises  of  Him  who  is  eternal 
verity.  We  can  cast  ourselves  at  His  feet, 
follow  in  calm  assurance  whithersoever 
He  leadeth,  with  confident  belief  that  Lie 
will  lead  us  into  His  eternal  kingdom. 


God's  Perfect  Love 

Pauline  Weaver 
Scripture  lesson:    1  Cor.   13:1-7. 
Thoughts  For  the  Leader 

We  find  in  the  first  four  verses  of  this 
chapter,  that,  even  though  we  have  ev- 
erything else:  all  manners  of  faith, 
tongues,  prophecying,  goodness  and  all, 
we  are  not  worth  while  unless  we  have 
love.  I've  been  feeling,  since  the  other 
day  when  I  accidently  turned  to  this 
chapter,  that  perhaps  we  need  to  attach 
more  importance  and  not  lose  our  first 
love.  I  don't  believe  we  really  stop  to 
think  what  love  is.  People  declare  they 
love,  but  do  they  stop  and  realize  what 
love  is  and  do  they  love  the  Church  and 
its  members  as  they  should?  Do  we  really 
have  God's  perfect  love? 

Charity    Suffereth    Long,    and    Is    Kind 

Just  how  kind  are  we?  Just  how  much 
do  we  suffer  before  we  rebel?  We  do  say 
many  unkind  things,  little  things  with- 
out thinking,  that  hurt  our  friends,  and 
that  is  just  one  thing  which  shows  that 
we  do  not  have  perfect  love.  If  we  had 
perfect  love  we  would  never  be  unkind, 
not  even  by  the  slightest  word  or  act,  and 
we  would  not  be  so  quick  to  criticize 
about  what  people  do  to  us.  We  are  sup- 
posed to  suffer  long,  and  be  kind. 
Charity  Envieth  Not;  Charity  Vaunteth  Not 
Itself,  Is  Not  Puffed   Up 

How  easy  it  sometimes  is  to  slightly 
envy  our  brother's  or  sister's  talent.  Have 
you  ever  found  yourself  slightly  envious 
when  you  saw  your  friend  so  friendly  and 
sweet  that  every  one  liked  him,  while  you 
didn't  seem  to  be  half  so  popular?  Or 
have  you  ever  been  slightly  envious  when 
someone  sang,  read  or  did  other  things 
better  than  you?  I  sometimes  think  that 
the  reason  we  have  so  little  is  because  it 
would  take  so  little  to  cause  us  -to  be 
proud,  vaunted  or  puffed  up.  Maybe  if 
we  would  just  be  more  humble,  Jesus 
would  allow  us  to  have  more  worldly 
goods.  In  other  words,  let  us  have  more 
perfect  love,  envy  not,  and  be  not  proud. 
Seeketh  Not  Her  Own,  Is  Not  Easily 
Provoked 

How  often  we  feel  we  do  not  get 
what  we  deserve,  the  praise,  the  honor, 
the  blessings,  etc.  But  this  is  just  an- 
other proof  that  we  do  not  have  enough 
of  God's  perfect  love;  for  if  we  did,  we 
would  not  even  seek  our  own!  And  some- 
times we  get  angry,  or  provoked.  Perhaps 
someone  says  something  that  we  take  en- 
tirely different  from  the  way  it  was 
meant.  Oh,  that  we  had  more  of  God's 
perfect  love;  be  less  easy  to  get  provoked, 
and  expect  less  from  the  world. 
Thinketh  No  Evil 

How  easy  it  is  to  think  something  evil 
about  someone — very  often  our  own  dear 
church  members.  We  think  they  do  things 
they  shouldn't,  we  think  they  say  things 
they  shouldn't,  we  think,  we  think.  This 
proves  our  lack  of  perfect  love;   but  we 


don't  stop  at  that.  After  thinking  evil, 
don't  we  sometimes  put  our  evil  thoughts 
into  words  and  pass  them  on  to  a  "tell- 
tale" tongue? 

Beareth  All  Things,  Believeth  All  Things, 
Hopeth  All  Things,  Endureth  All  Things 
Surely  if  nothing  else  proved  that  love 
was  the  greatest  thing  in  the  world  this 
verse  in  the  Bible  would!  It  is  so  awfully 
hard  sometimes  to  believe  good  things, 
hope  for  good  things,  no  matter  what  the 
outlook,  and  then  bear  and  endure  all 
things. 

As  I  write  this  my  heart  says,  "God 
give  us  more  of  your  perfect  love,  the 
kind  that  will  help  us  to  believe  and  hope, 
even  though  it  seems  the  devil  will  win — 
help  us  to  believe  God  will  bless,  to  be- 
lieve He'll  answer  prayer.  Help  us  to  en- 
dure, to  bear  all  things.  Oh,  how  we  do 
need  God's  perfect  love.  Let's  not  lose  our 
"first  love,"  let's  acknowledge  our  faults 
along  these  lines  and  beg  God  to  fill  us 
with  the  greatest  thing  in  all  the  world — 
"charity." 

TOMMY'S    HILLSIDE    DISCOVERY 

(Continued  from  page   17) 

Tommy,  for  he  gave  me  his  all.  Here- 
after, I  shall  supply  your  needs." 

The  stillness  in  the  room  could  be  felt 
even  by  the  little  children.  A  holy  hush 
was  on  them,  for  truly  these  were  strange 
things  which  had  taken  place  in  their 
lives  that  day. 

Softly  one  by  one  they  slipped  to  their 
knees,  as  with  thanksgiving  they  wor- 
shipped, for  they  had  found  their  Messiah 
through  Tommy's  discovery  that  day. 

More  About  Daily    Vacation    Bible 
Schools 

(Continued  from  page  1 1  ) 
which  is  definitely  connected  with  the 
church  and  the  church  work.  Much  at- 
tention should  be  given  to  advertising  the 
school;  calling  from  house  to  house  is  a 
splendid  way  to  awaken  an  interest.  To 
properly  do  this,  those  in  charge  should 
begin  early  in  the  season  and  give  ample 
time  and  attention  to  this  matter. 
ORGANIZATION 

The  school  should  be  carried  on  under 
the  auspices  of  the  Sunday  school  and  un- 
der the  direction  of  the  Sunday  school 
Board.  In  preparing  for  the  work,  the 
Sunday  School  Board  should  appoint  an 
efficient  director  who  is  to  be  held  re- 
sponsible for  supervising  the  entire  school. 
In  larger  schools  a  superintendent  should 
be  appointed  for  each  department,  but  in 
smaller  schools  a  teacher  in  each  depart- 
ment is  all   that  is  necessary. 

This  corps  of  workers  should  hold 
council  meetings  during  the  weeks,  which 
precede  the  opening  of  the  school,  in  order 
to  prepare  themselves  for  the  task  which 
is  before  them.  During  the  school  session, 
they  should  have  frequent  meetings  in  or- 


JULY,  1941 


[Page  23] 


der   to   plan   their   work   and   to   consider 
various    problems    which    arise. 

The  teachers  should  be  provided  with 
textbooks  several  days  before  the  open- 
ing of  the  school;  it  will  be  necessary  for 
them  to  go  over  the  material  very  care- 
fully, decide  what  points  they  want  to 
emphasize,  and  make  ample  preparation 
for  their  class  work. 

PROGRAM 

Most  schools  have  only  a  morning  ses- 
sion, beginning  about  9:00  o'clock  and 
continuing  until  12:00.  Some  schools  have 
both  morning  and  afternoon  sessions; 
where  this  is  done  the  schools  usually 
continue  for  only  one  week. 

Each  session  should  open  with  a  wor- 
ship period  which  consists  of  songs, 
prayer,  Bible  stories,  memory  work,  and 
other  items  which  the  director  may  in- 
clude. 

In  the  smaller  school  the  entire  group 
of  students  usually  meet  in  one  audito- 
rium. In  the  larger  schools  various  groups 
hold  their  worship  periods  separately. 
There  is  a  decided  advantage  in  this  plan 
for  it  gives  opportunity  to  adapt  the  pro- 
gram to  the  various  ages. 

Following  the  worship  period,  the  stu- 
dents are  taken  to  their  classrooms  where 
they  work  under  the  direction  of  the 
teacher  until  time  for  the  recreation  peri- 
od. All  material  and  programs  for  the 
school  are  provided  in  the  prepared  books. 
The  recreation  period  should  be  well  su- 
pervised and  made  a  definite  part  of  a  re- 
ligious program.  Appropriate  games 
should  be  selected  by  the  director,  and  the 
children  should  be  led  to  see  that  their 
play  life  as  also  their  study  and  other  ac- 
tivities may  be  Christian  in  spirit. 

Following  the  recess,  the  students  are 
again  taken  to  the  classrooms  for  in- 
struction until  the  noon  hour.  The  teach- 
ers should  vary  their  methods  as  much 
as  possible,  but  always  move  towards  the 
goal  of  the  school  which  is  to  present 
Bible  truths. 

The  program  must  be  evangelistic 
throughout.  Some  schools  close  their  ses- 
sion each  day  with  a  worship  period  which 
is  given  entirely  to  evangelism.  Other 
schools  weave  this  element  into  their 
morning  program,  or  perhaps  have  one  or 
two  evangelistic  services  near  the  close  of 
the  school  session. 

Many  schools  give  a  public  program  on 
the  closing  day;  some  select  an  evening 
near  the  close  of  the  session;  some  give  a 
program  in  Sunday  school  after  the  Daily 
Vacation  Bible  School  has  closed;  others 
do  not  have  a  public  program.  The  public 
program  gives  opportunity  to  invite  the 
parents  to  a  meeting,  and  sometimes  en- 
ables the  church  to  make  contacts  with 
adults  which  it  would  not  otherwise 
make.  The  public  program  usually  con- 
sists of  songs,  recitations,  but  chiefly  the 
reciting  of  Bible  verses  or  chapters  which 


have  been  memorized  during  the  session. 
Children  are  often  allowed  to  tell  Bible 
stories,  or  give  Bible   readings. 

The  public  program  has  several  ad- 
vantages and  should  be  held  if  it  is  at  all 
possible.  When  a  public  program  is  ar- 
ranged, it  should  be  made  one  of  the  im- 
portant events  of  the  school.  A  certain 
portion  of  the  school  work  should  be  car- 
ried out  with  the  program  in  mind.  The 
coming  program  should  be  held  before  the 
students  continually  as  an  incentive  to  do 
good  work. — The  Wesleytm  Methodist. 


Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
days  God  will  lead  her  out  into  a  large 
place  of  service  for  Him.  There  are  many 
who  have  said  "yes"  to  God  and  who  are 
bearing  the  cross,  but  so  many  more  who 
are  taking  the  way  of  the  world.  How  sad 
that  those  who  will  not  bear  the  cross 
cannot  wear  a  crown.  I  have  heard  it  said 
that  there  will  be  people  in  heaven  with 
no  crown,  some  with  just  plain  crowns, 
and  then  others  with  bright  stars  in  their 
crowns,  according  to  the  souls  they  win 
for  Christ.  Whether  this  is  true  or  not,  I 
do  not  know,  but  if  we  win  souls  for 
Christ  we  must  surely  bear  the  cross  and 
be  willing  to  lose  our  lives  for  His  sake. 

A  storm  swept  the  ocean  just  off  the 
coast  of  Scotland.  Far  out  in  the  black 
trough  of  the  angry  waters  a  ship  had 
gone  to  pieces.  The  lifeboat  put  out  from 
shore  in  the  face  of  what  seemed  almost 
certain  disaster,  but  it  came  back  with  all 
the  ship's  crew  except  one.  To  have  tak- 
en another  in  would  have  meant  the  sink- 
ing of  the  boat.  As  they  came  to  the 
shore,  the  leader  said,  "There's  another 
man!  We  need  volunteers  for  his  rescue. 
These  men  are  exhausted." 

Among  those  stepping  forward  was  a 
fine  looking  young  Scotchman  in  the 
very  prime  of  his  life.  His  white-haired 
mother  came  and  put  her  arms  about  him 
and  said,  "Don't  go,  John;  years  ago  your 
father  perished  in  the  storm  at  sea.  You 
know  that  just  last  year  your  brother 
William  went  to  sea  and  never  came 
back,  and  I  guess  he,  too,  must  have 
gone  down.  John,  you  are  the  only  one 
left,  and  if  you  should  perish,  what  would 
I  do?  Don't  go,  John;  your  mother  begs 
you  to  stay." 

He  took  her  arms  from  about  his  neck 
and  said,  "Mother,  I  must  go;  a  man  is 
in  peril  and  I  would  feel  like  a  coward  not 
to  go.  God  will  take  care  of  us."  He 
printed  a  kiss  on  her  cheek  and  sprang  in- 
to the  boat.  Every  minute  the  fury  of  the 
storm  increased.  The  elements  seemed  to 
vie  with  each  other  to  see  which  one 
could  do  the  worst.  Down  into  the 
trough  and  up  over  the  waves  they  went. 
An  hour  they  were  gone,  and  finally  in 
dim  outline  they  were  seen  beating  their 
way  back.  As  they  came  within  hailing 
distance,   someone   from   the   shore   cried, 


"Have  you  found  the  man?"  and  stand- 
ing in  the  bow  of  the  boat,  John  shouted 
back,  "Yes,  we've  saved  him,  and  tell  my 
dear  old  mother  it's  brother  William!" 

Like  the  mother  of  this  young  man, 
there  are  thousands  standing  ready  to  hin- 
der those  who  are  yielding  their  lives  to 
the  Master's  service.  They  are  saying, 
"Don't  go,  son;  don't  go,  daughter;  the 
way  of  the  cross  is  hard.  The  waves  run 
high."  There  are  many  brother  Williams. 
Will  you  listen  to  the  voices  of  those 
around  you,  or  will  you  say,  "Turn  me 
loose;  I  must  go.  I  would  feel  like  a  cow- 
ard to  stay  at  home  while  souls  are  in 
peril"? 

Some  of  these  days  your  country  will 
call  for  you.  When  Uncle  Sam  calls,  you 
will  have  to  turn  loose  mother,  father,  sis- 
ter, brother,  sweetheart,  all  you  hold  dear. 
It  will  not  be  a  question  of  choice.  You 
will  not  need  to  wonder  whether  you 
should  go  or  not.  You  will  just  go.  The 
Lord  has  not  said  you  have  to  take  up 
your  cross  and  follow  Him.  He  just  says 
"If  any  man  will  come  after  me,  let  him 
.   .   .   take  up  his  cross,  and  follow  me." 

How  precious  of  Him  that  He  does  not 
compel  you  to  go  with  Him.  He  wants 
willing  workers.  He  must  have  that  kind 
or  none.  He  is  no  respecter  of  persons. 
The  lame,  the  blind,  the  flat-footed,  the 
old,  the  young,  the  rich,  the  poor,  the 
high,  the  low  are  all  welcome  in  His  great 
army.  Uncle  Sam  promises  you  nothing 
when  you  enter  His  army.  He  thrusts 
you  out  into  the  battle.  He  cannot  prom- 
ise you  that  you  will  come  back  alive. 
You  may  or  may  not.  But  our  Christ 
promises  joy  and  peace  in  the  conflicts 
of  life,  and  a  beautiful  home  in  heaven 
when  the  battle  is  over. 

The  Heart  of  the  Rose 

(Continued  from  page  14) 
John,  who,  when  they  were  alone,  openly- 
denounced  her  for  meddling. 

When  she  returned  Floyd  was  alone. 
He  sat  sulky  and  silent.  She  busied  her- 
self with  the  household  cares  of  a  few 
minutes.  Soon  she  went  over  to  the  lounge 
and  sat  down  beside  him.  She  put  her  arm 
around  him  and  kissed  his  forehead. 
"Let's  don't  be  angry." 

"Why  did  you  do  it?"  he  asked.  "I 
know  you  heard  what  I  said  to  Rose,  but 
what  is  she  to  you?" 

"A  great  deal,"  she  responded,  "but  not 
so  much  as  the  boy  I  love  so  dearly — the 
boy  I  have  been  a  mother  to,  and  yet  I 
haven't  been  a  true  mother,  for  I  never 
have  talked  to  you  of  these  things  be- 
cause they  were  hard.  You  see  I  have 
failed  in  my  duty." 

Instantly  he  was  all  tenderness.  He 
drew  her  d°wn  into  his  boyish  long  arms 
and  laid  his  head  against  hers.  "You  have 
not  failed  in  anything,  you  darling!"  he 
cried.  "But  it  wouldn't  hurt  me.  I'm  a 
man.  All  the  fellows  do  that  way." 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


"How  do  you   know?" 

"They  tell  about  it.  We  don't  all  talk 
about  it  in  a  crowd,  but  just  when  we 
are  together,  like  John  and  me." 

"Does  John  treat  Rose  that  way?" 

The  boy  grew  warm  in  a  minute. 
"He'd  better  not;  he  went  too  far  to  suit 
me  tonight." 

"Why  did  he?"  she  asked  quietly. 
"You  were  rather  free  toward  Dorothy." 

"Dorothy  is  different;  she's  a — she's 
— well  she's  a  jolly  good  fellow,  but 
Rose — well,  I  like  Rose,  and  every  fel- 
low better  keep  his  hands  off  her.  I  don't 
want  a  girl  all  the  fellows  can  love;  but 
I'm  different.  Those  things  don't  hurt  a 
fellow;  he's  coarser  and — well,  it's  ex- 
pected of  him." 

"But  they  do  hurt  you,"  she  said.  "The 
little  book  of  memories  that  Rose  gave 
you  this  afternoon  told  a  story  of  its 
own.  I  am  going  to  tell  you  this  story." 

He  looked  away  into  the  distance,  and 
she  began. 

"Once  there  was  a  man  who  went  into 
a  garden.  All  around  him  were  beauti- 
ful roses  of  all  colors.  But  he  chose  a  lit- 
tle white  bud  for  his.  He  chose  it  because 
it  was  pure  and  white,  but  most  of  all  be- 
cause it  was  closed.  No  other  person  could 
see  into  its  heart.  While  he  was  waiting 
for  it  to  unfold  he  walked  around  to  en- 
joy the  other  flowers.  He  studied  their 
coloring  and  he  breathed  their  perfume. 
For  a  long  time  he  enjoyed  this;  then  he 
wanted  to  get  nearer  to  these  roses,  to 
handle  them.  Other  travelers  were  hand- 
ling them  and  they  seemed  to  enjoy  them- 
selves more  than  he  did.  So  he  touched  one 
rather  timidly;  others  he  was  not  so  care- 
ful with.  At  last  he  grew  tired  and  wan- 
dered back  to  his  own  rosebud,  and  lo! 
it  had  opened.  It  stood  the  whitest  and 
most  fragrant  rose  in  the  garden,  and  its 
heart  was  the  dewiest  and  most  tender. 
But  he  remembered  the  crimson  rose  and 
it  seemed  too  white.  Then  he  could  not 
detect  its  fragrance,  for  he  had  killed 
his  sense  of  smell  by  his  abuse  with  other 
roses,  some  of  which  stood  as  high  and 
beautiful  as  before,  but  others  were  left 
bruised  and  broken  by  his  ruthless  desire 
to  please,  yes,  to  indulge  himself.  As  he 
plucked  his  own  rose,  he  was  aware  of 
no  sense  of  joy  over  it,  except  from  pride, 
for  many  travelers  cast  him  envious 
glances.  But  he  could  not  see  its  unusual 
beauty;  he  could  not  get  the  fragrance 
from  its  heart,  because  his  sense  of  sight 
had  been  dulled  by  the  brilliance  of  the 
other  flowers  and  his  sense  of  smell  by 
their  odor. 

"Nor  did  he  think  of  the  little  buds  in 
the  garden  that  he  had  touched  and  then 
left.  They  would  perhaps  open,  but  the 
petals  he  had  touched  would  always  be 
brown  and  torn.  The  passers-by  might 
not  see  them  when  the  flowers  had  opened 
and  revealed  their  hearts,  but  the  men 
who    had    plucked    them    would — not    at 


once,  but  when  they  had  become  less  en- 
tranced and  were  seeking  for  defects. 
Then  perhaps  they  would  throw  the  roses 
away.  But  the  man  who  had  the  perfect 
rose — the  one  which  was  perfect  because 
it  had  been  well  protected — did  not  know 
of  the  havoc  he  had  wrought.  He  was  too 
much  interested  in  wondering  why  he 
did  not  enjoy  his  rose,  why  it  seemed  so 
commonplace  and  really  tiresome.  He  did 
not  know  that  it  was  he  who  had  become 
unable  to  appreciate  it,  through  his  own 
indulgence  begun  in  an  idle  moment, 
while  he  had  waited  for  his  flower  to 
blossom." 

She  paused  to  look  into  his  face.  He 
was  listening.  Then  she  went  on: 

"You  say  you  are  a  man;  you  have  only 
thought  of  one  side;  you  have  only 
wanted  the  perfect  rose.  You  may  get 
one,  but  if  you  do  it  will  be  one  which 
has  been  carefully  guarded.  You  are  not 
intending  to  break  or  bruise  the  other 
roses;  you  are  just  going  to  handle  them 
because  the  other  boys  do.  You  will  en- 
joy their  fragrance,  but  you  will  leave 
wounded  petals.  Then  after  a  time  if  you 
travel  far  enough  into  the  garden,  you 
will  grow  indifferent  to  the  havoc  you 
are  doing  and  will  carelessly  crush  the 
flowers.  You  may  grow  so  cruel  that  you 
will  enjoy  it.  There  are  men  who  do,  and 
they  started  as  free  from  intention 
to  harm  as  you  were  tonight.  You  ca- 
ressed Dorothy,  John  caressed  her.  The 
next  boy  who  comes  along  will  find  it 
easier  to  be  free  with  her  and  unless  there 
is  someone  who  cares  enough  to  guard  her 
she  will  be  torn  from  the  stem  before  she 
has  blossomed.  If  you  had  kissed  Rose  to- 
night it  would  have  been  easy  for  you  to 
kiss  her  again.  You  haven't  yet,  have 
you?" 

He  shook  his  head. 

"I  am  so  glad,"  she  continued.  "It  will 
be  so  much  better  for  her.  If  she  permits 
you  these  familiarities  she  will  permit 
others  the  same  ones.  She  may  soon  be- 
come as  reckless  as  Dorothy,  and  then  we 
dare  not  think  of  the  future.  You  can  see 
now  what  a  wonderful  flower  she  prom- 
ises to  make.  She  is  a  perfect  little  bud. 
Would  you  not  hate  to  think  that  you 
were  spoiling   the  promise  of  that   bud?" 

"Forgive    me   for   being    so   cross,"    he 


"Yes,  dear,"  and  she  kissed  his  lips, 
"but  we  are  going  to  look  at  your  side 
now.  God  made  you  so  that  you  have  cer- 
tain control.  Many  men  will  say  they  are 
only  to  be  satisfied,  but  we  know  better. 
This  first  kiss  you  give  to  a  girl  thrills 
you — really  it  is  one  of  the  greatest  min- 
utes of  your  life.  The  next  girl  you  kiss 
seems  less  of  a  pleasure.  Then  after  a 
while  it  becomes  a  mere  habit;  it  loses  all 
sense  of  enjoyment — the  holiness  has  long 
since  been  done  away  with.  Stronger  de- 
sires than  kissing  arise  and  soon  you  are 
not  the  man  God  intended  you  to  be.  You 


will  have  a  low  idea  of  women.  Even  your 
wife,  if  you  get  the  sweetest  and  purest 
in  the  world,  will  not  seem  so  to  you. 
Marriage  will  not  be  a  sacred  fulfillment; 
it    will    be   a   commonplace  event." 

His  arms  had  tightened  around  her, 
but  he  was  silent. 

"And,"  she  continued,  "your  future 
career  as  a  man  will  be  touched.  You  can- 
not think  clearly  or  act  quickly  when  any 
of  the  senses  of  your  body  have  been  im- 
paired. Lust  kills  ambition,  ability  and 
power.  I  do  not  mean  that  every  boy  who 
starts  in  this  way  has  the  same  fatal  end- 
ing, but  a  great  many  do.  There  is  the 
halfway  place  where  many  stop;  yet  you 
will  find  they  are  not  real  men.  It  will 
be  so  much  holier  and  better  to  stay  at  the 
beginning." 

She  sat  silent,  waiting  for  him  to  speak. 
At  last  he  did.  "Of  course,  Beth,  I 
wouldn't  want  to  go  even  half  way,  now; 
I  wouldn't  even  want  to  touch" —  a  ten- 
der smile  played  around  his  lips — "any 
roses  but  one.  But  I  cannot  see  yet  why 
I  can't  let  her  know  that  I  care  for  her; 
I  will  be  constant.  I  want  to  like  her  and 
I  want  her  to  like  me." 

She  drew  a  sharp  breath.  "You  mean 
you  will  crush  the  petals  of  your  own 
rose,  and  then  enjoy  the  heart  when  it  is 
opened.  When  you  come  back  you  may 
not  even  want  to  see  that  heart;  you  are 
just  a  boy.  If  you  do,  there  will  be  times 
when  you  will  see  those  crushed  petals  and 
be  sorry.  You  may  blame  yourself,  but 
you  will  probably  blame  Rose.  You  may- 
grow  so  discontented  that  you  will  blame 
another  man.  If  you  know  she  allowed 
you  these  caresses,  these  little  familiarities, 
you  will  think  she  would  allow  others." 

He  spoke  with  pride.  "I  know  Rose." 

"We  will  look  at  it  from  her  side. 
After  she  realizes  those  petals  have  been 
crushed  by  you  she  may  be  afraid  of  the 
future.  She  may  be  afraid  that  you  have 
wandered  far  into  the  garden  and  come 
back  to  her  a  worn-out  traveler.  She  may 
be  afraid  that  you  will  not  appreciate  her 
and  that  you  will  not  deal  rightly  with 
her." 

He  laughed.  "I  am  not  afraid  of  that." 

"Other  girls  just  as  constant  in  their 
friendship  as  Rose  have  felt  that  way," 
she  said  in  a  low  voice. 

"What  do  you  mean?"  he  asked. 

"My  dear  boy,  I  have  a  few  wilted 
petals  and  I  know  how  they  feel.  You 
see,  I  was  like  you  are.  There  was  no  one 
to  guard  me  and  I  did  just  what  any  girl 
will  do  who  does  not  think.  But  I  real- 
ized in  time  to  save  myself  from  only  a 
few  brown  ones,  and  I  want  to  save  every 
girl  I  can.  We  were  young  and  thought 
we  knew  our  hearts.  My  how  they 
changed!  But  they  couldn't  change  those 
bruised   petals." 

He  gave  a  hurt  cry,  but  he  saw  a  face 
free  from  suffering.  It  held  only  love  for 
him. 
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"Floyd,  1  want  to  give  the  world  a 
noble  man.  That  is  the  dearest  wish  of  ev- 
ery woman.  I  want  to  give  some  woman  a 
pure  husband;  and  oh,  my  darling  boy, 
I  want  to  give  you  life  in  its  best  and  pur- 
est forms.  I  put  the  first  little  garment 
on  your  little  body;  I  changed  you  from 
a  little  angel  to  a  human  being,  and  I 
must  care  for  that  human  being." 
"You  angel!"  he  murmured. 
She  lifted  his  chin  and  looked  into  his 
clear  eyes. 

"I  promise,"  he  said  in  a  low  tone. 
"It  will  not  be  easy,  dear.  You  will 
have  to  refuse  to  listen  to  other  boys,  you 
will  have  to  read  only  good  books  and  you 
will  have  to  think  pure  thoughts.  Rose's 
little  book  will  help  you.  You  can  see  the 
baby  that  I  am  trying  to  keep  pure  and 
help  me  do  it;  you  can  see  those  doll  shoes, 
and  remember  how  you  suffered  on  the 
night  you  wanted  to  be  happy,  because 
you  wanted  to  do  as  the  fellows  did. 
You  were  so  anxious  to  know  what  was 
in  the  heart  of  the  rose  book.  I  do  not 
know,  but  she  did  tell  me  this.  On  the 
second  petal — and  you  must  look  at  it 
every  day — is  the  little  picture  of  Sir 
Galahad  which  your  first  teacher  gave 
you.  Do  you  remember  it?" 

The  boy  smiled  dreamily  as  he  quoted, 
"My  strength  is  as  the  strength  of  ten, 
Because  my  heart  is  pure." — 
Distributed    by    the   Parents'    Interna- 
tional League,   Personal  Service    Depart- 
ment of  the  World's   Purify  Federation, 
222  W.  Ath  St.,  Cincinnati,  Ohio. 

Exchange  Page 

(Continued  from  page  13) 
people  can  see  Jesus  in  me.  1  want  to  be 
a  better  worker  for  the  Y.  P.  E.;  Jesus  is 
coming   soon. 

Pray  for  me  that  I'll  ever  stand  true 
and  be  a  worker  for  Jesus  and  a  booster 
for  the  Y.  P.  E.  and  the  Lighted  Path- 
way.— Edward  A.  Mathews,  Jr. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  think  this  magazine  is  the  very  best 
paper  for  young  people  I  have  ever  seen. 

My  mother  reads  it  from  cover  to 
cover,  so  it  is  interesting  to  adults  also. 
— Betty   Jean    Higbee,   Berwick,    111. 

Mission   Page 

(Continued  from  page  12) 

healthful  than  the  heavy  meats  would  be 
down  here  in  the  tropics.  The  main  Sun- 
day dish  here  is  rice  and  green  gongo  peas. 
I  like  it  when  it  has  plenty  of  cocoanut 
oil  in  it.  We  have  every  kind  of  vegetable 
here  that  we  have  in  the  States,  including 
lots  of  things  we  don't  have  there,  such 
as  white  yams  weighing  120  pounds 
apiece.  That  is  an  exception,  but  they 
get  all  the  way  from  little  to  great  big 
things.  Other  vegetables  are  baddo, 
cocoes,  chochoes,  different  varieties  of 
bananas  are  baked,  fried,  stewed,  mashed, 


banana  dates,  banana  mush  or  porridge. 
There  are  no  apples,  pears  or  peaches  here 
but  we  have  all  the  citrus  fruits  including 
bread  fruit,  custard  apples,  star  apples, 
nezberries,  and  mangoes.  Bread  fruit 
seems  more  like  a  vegetable.  It  can  be 
baked  or  stewed.   We  like  it  pretty  well. 

Attention,  Please! 

We  have  had  quite  a  few  reports  of 
district  conventions  come  in  from  the 
different  states.  We  are  so  sorry  that  we 
cannot  publish  them,  but  it  would  take 
the  whole  paper  to  hold  all  of  them.  If 
we  publish  for  one,  then  we  must  for  all, 
you  see.  So  we  are  going  to  ask  just  our 
state  superintendents  to  send  in  a  report 
occasionally,  but  please  do  not  make  it 
too  long. 

Now  may  I  ask  this  question,  would 
you  rather  have  the  paper  filled  with  re- 
ports or  would  you  rather  have  the  good 
inspirational  material  that  will  bring  a 
blessing  to  some  needy  soul?  This  is  what 
we  are  trying  to  do  and  we  hope  you  will 
understand. — Editor. 

Announcement 

The  1941  term  of  the  New  England 
Bible  and  Music  School  is  fast  approach- 
ing. We  are  planning  for  a  most  bene- 
ficial time  of  study  and  consecration. 

In  these  times  of  international  con- 
fusion we  can  find  comfort,  peace,  and 
spiritual  relaxation  in  the  study  of  God's 
Word  and  the  pursuit  of  spiritual  bless- 
ings. I  can  think  of  no  better  place,  or 
way,  for  you  to  spend  your  summer  than 
in  the  Church  of  God  Bible  School  at 
Appleton,   Maine. 

Appleton  is  a  typical  New  England 
village,  located  in  a  picturesque,  rolling 
country,  surrounded  by  mountains  and 
near  the  sea — an  ideal  spot  for  a  study  of 
the  Christ  whose  life  was  spent  close  to 
nature.  You  will  find  and  enjoy  nature 
at  its  best  here  in  historic  New  England. 

There  are  talented  instructors  to  help 
you  in  your  quest  for  the  richer  and  bet- 
ter things  of  life.  Included  in  our  fac- 
ulty will  be  Mrs.  E.  L.  Moore,  who  was 
for  many  years  a  member  of  the  Bible 
Training  School  faculty  at  Cleveland, 
Tenn.  Rev.  Finis  Jennings  Dake  will  lec- 
ture for  ten  days  during  the  term  of 
study.  There  will  be  help  from  others  to 
make  this  the  most  blessed  term  of  our 
New  England   school. 

One  of  the  most  attractive  features  is 
the  cost.  Only  $15.00  for  board  and  tui- 
tion for  six  weeks  beginning  July  4. 

Each  student  will  be  expected  to  pay 
an  entrance  fee  of  $5.00.  Those  who  wish 
to  help  pay  their  way  may  find  such  op- 
portunity on  our  farm  near  the  campus. 

We  especially  invite  the  young  people 
from  other  states  to  come  and  be  with 
us  this  summer.  Write  us  a  letter  today. 
— Stewart  Brinsfield,  state  overseer,  48 
North  St.,  Portland,  Maine. 


Report    of    the    S.    S.    and    Y.    P.    E. 
Disi.   Convention   at   Easton,   Md 
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from  that  goal.  We  believe  we  will  soon 
reach  it. 

Brother  Maxwell  brought  the  evening 
address  to  the  Y.  P.  E.  His  subject  was 
"The  Need  of  the  Y.  P.  E."  and  formed 
a  perfect  climax  for  a  good  service.  The 
message  was  surely  ordered  of  God  for  a 
more  timely  one  could  not  have  been  de- 
livered. 

Sunday  morning  was  spent  in  honor  of 
mothers.  Brother  Milligan,  state  overseer, 
brought  the  message  which  was  inspiring 
and  uplifting  to  all.  A  number  of  special 
songs  were  sung  in  honor  of  Mother. 

In  the  afternoon  the  Sunday  school 
work  was  the  interest.  Sister  Milligan 
spoke  in  behalf  of  the  orphans.  We  appre- 
ciate her  interest  in  this  work  and  the 
help  she  is  to  us.  The  offering  was  then 
taken  for  this  work  which  amounted  to 
$22.12. 

The  mission  offering  on  Saturday  even- 
ing was    $15.68. 

We  appreciate  the  cooperation  of  the 
district,  for  it  was  this  that  made  the 
first  convention  a  success.  Easton  church 
extended  such  a  spirit  of  welcome  and 
hospitality,  also  served  a  splendid  dinner 
on  Sunday  to  all. 

We  appreciate  the  cooperation  we 
are  having  in  the  state  of  Maryland,  Dela- 
ware, Virginia,  and  Washington,  D.  C. — 
Alva  Mae  McClure,  state  superintendent. 

Good  News  for  State 
Superintendents 

We  have  several  thousand  back  issues 
of  the  Lighted  Pathway  which  we  will 
let  you  have  at  2c  each. 

The  Mother's  and  Father's  Day  issues 
will  be  3  c  each.  These  will  be  wonderful 
to  place  in  prisons,  army  camps,  old  folks 
homes  and  many  places  where  such  litera- 
ture is  needed. 

You  will  get  full  credit  for  distribution 
of  these  back  issues. — Ed. 


Mrs.   Ollie   Hill 

Riverside,  Ga.,  is  the  happy  winner  of 
the  cash  prize  of  $5.00  for  selling  the 
most  papers  and  having  the  money  in 
on   time. 


Honor   Roll 

Mrs.    Frances    Hobbs,    Thomaston,   Ga. 
Harry    Henderson,    Lindale,    Ga. 
T.  J.   Collins,   Ninety  Six,   S.   C. 
Miss   Ruth   Ross,   Greenwood,   S.    C. 
J.    E.    Faglier,    Augusta,    Ga. 
A.   H.   Griffin,   La   Fayette,   Ga. 

Rebertha  Webb,  Glenwood  Spg.,  Spald- 
ing P.  O.,  Jamaica,  would  like  to  receive 
letters  from  girls  here  in  America  and  al- 
so exchange  photographs. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


.  .  .   Hymn  Stories   .  .  . 


A  Hymn  and  a  Crowd 

Melancthon,  Luther's  friend  and  co- 
worker, was  speaking  one  evening  on  the 
public  square  of  a  large  university  town. 
The  feeling  against  the  reformers  there 
was  very  bitter,  and  gradually  a  large, 
unfriendly  crowd  gathered.  Melancthon 
was  a  bold  and  fearless  man,  and  he  spoke 
steadily  on,  delivering  his  message  of 
truth  in  ringing  words  that  carried  far. 
About  him  stood  a  few  friends  and  fol- 
lowers; all  the  rest  were  surly  and  un- 
responsive, regarding  the  intrepid  speaker 
with  smouldering  wrath  in  their  eyes.  By- 
and-by  howls  of  anger  broke  forth  from 
the  crowd;  then  came  loud  threats,  fol- 
lowed by  flying  sticks  and  stones. 
Anxiously  Melancthon's  eyes  searched  the 
crowd,  seeking  for  some  sign  of  Luther, 
who  had  been  expected  that  afternoon. 
He  had  not  come,  and  it  seemed  that 
bloodshed,  if  not  sacrifice  of  human  life, 
was  unavoidable. 

High  above  the  wilder  hoots  and  yells 
rang  forth  a  single  voice  singing;  a  rich, 
powerful  tenor  it  was,  lifted  towards  the 
stars,  singing  the  Battle  Hymn  of  the 
Reformation.  In  tones  as  clear  and  sweet 
as  a  silver  trumpet  call  came  the  words: 

A  mighty  fortress  is  our  God, 

A    bulwark    never   failing: 
Our  Helper  He,  amid  the  flood 

Of  mortal  ills  prevailing. 
For  still  our  ancient  foe 

Doth  seek  to  work  us  o'er; 
His  craft  and  power  are  great, 

And,  armed  with  cruel  hate, 
On  earth  is  not  his  equal. 

As  the  song  went  on,  there  came  a 
strange  change  over  the  throng;  it  grew 
silent,  then  hands  that  held  stones  let 
them  drop;  doubled  up  fists  relaxed;  an- 
ger-flushed faces  grew  quiet,  and  the  red 
of  fury  slowly  faded  from  the  cheeks. 
Silently  the  crowd  had  parted,  opening  a 
path  for  the  singer;  a  dusty,  travel- 
stained  little  man  walked  fearlessly 
through  the  throng,  singing  as  he  went. 
"It's  Luther!"  The  startled  whisper  crept 
through  the  crowd  like  fire  in  dry  grass. 

Did  we  in  our  own  strength  confide, 

Our  striving  would  be  losing; 
Were  not  the  right  man  on  our  side, 

The  man  of  God's  own  choosing. 
Dost  ask  who  that  may  be? 

Christ  Jesus,  it  is  He; 
Lord  Sabaoth  is  His  name, 

From  age  to  age  the  same, 
And  He  must  win  the  battle. 

And    though    this    world   with   devils 
filled, 
Should  threaten  to  undo  us; 


We  will  not  fear,  for  God  hath  willed 
His  truth  to  triumph  through  us. 

The  prince  of  darkness  grim — 
We  tremble  not  for  him; 

His  rage  we  can  endure, 
For  lo,  his  doom  is  sure, 

One  little  Word  shall  fell  him. 

That  word  above  all  earthly  powers 

No  thanks  to  them — abideth; 
The  Spirit  and  the  gifts  are  ours 

Through  Him  who  with  us  sideth. 
Let  goods  and  kindreds  go, 

This  mortal  life  also: 
The  body  they  may  kill: 

God's   truth  abideth  still, 
His  kingdom  is  forever. 

When  the  "Little  Black  Friar"  joined 
his  friends  he  placed  a  hand  upon  Mel- 
ancthon's shoulder,  and  quietly  looked  at 
the  mob  that  filled  the  square.  The  light 
from  many  faces  fell  upon  his  weary, 
rugged  face  as  he  started  the  second  verse 
of  his  great  hymn.  Many  joined  in  the 
words,  hundreds  unconsciously  hummed 
the  air;  other  hundreds  were  keeping  time 
with  their  feet,  until  when  the  last  line 
was  reached,  the  song  pealed  through  the 
square  like  thunder. — The  Gospel  Herald. 

The  Shepherd  Song 

It  happened  on  Christmas  Eve  of 
1875.  Mr.  Sankey  was  travelling  by 
steamboat  up  the  Delaware  River.  It  was 
a  calm,  starlight  evening,  and  there  were 
many  passengers  gathered  on  the  deck. 
Mr.  Sankey  was  asked  to  sing.  He  stood 
leaning  against  one  of  the  great  funnels 
of  the  boat,  and  his  eyes  were  raised  to 
the  starry  heavens  in  quiet  prayer.  It  was 
his  intention  to  sing  a  Christmas  song, 
but  he  was  driven  almost  against  his  will 
to  sing  the  "Shepherd  Song." 

There  was  a  deep  stillness.  Words  and 
melody,  welling  forth  from  the  singer's 
soul,  floated  out  over  the  deck  and  the 
quiet  river.  Every  heart  was  touched. 
After  the  song  was  ended,  a  man  with  a 
rough,  weather-beaten  face  came  up  to 
Mr.  Sankey  and  said:  "Did  you  ever  serve 
in  the  Union  army?"  "Yes,"  answered  Mr. 
Sankey,  "in  the  spring  of  1860."  "Can 
you  remember  if  you  were  doing  picket 
duty  on  a  bright,  moonlight  night  in 
1862?"  "Yes,"  answered  Mr.  Sankey,  very 
much  surprised.  "So  did  I,"  said  the 
stranger,  "but  I  was  serving  in  the  Con- 
federate army.  When  I  saw  you  standing 
at  your  post  I  said  to  myself:  'That  fel- 
low will  never  get  away  from  here  alive.' 
I  raised  my  musket  and  took  aim.  I  was 
standing  in  the  shadow  completely  con- 
cealed, while  the  full  light  of  the  moon 
was   falling  upon  you.   At   that   instant, 


just  as  a  moment  ago,  you  raised  your 
eyes  to  heaven  and  began  to  sing.  Music, 
especially  song,  has  always  had  a  wonder- 
ful power  over  me,  and  I  took  my  fin- 
ger off  the  trigger. 

"  'Let  him  sing  his  song  to  the  end,'  I 
said  to  myself,  "I  can  shoot  him  after- 
wards. He's  my  victim  at  all  events,  and 
my  bullet  cannot  miss  him.'  But  the  song 
you  sang  then  was  the  song  you  sang  just 
now.  I  heard  the  words  perfectly: 

Wc  are  Thine,  do  Thou  befriend  us, 

Be  the  guardian  of  our  way. 

"Those  words  stirred  up  many  memo- 
ries in  my  heart.  I  began  to  think  of  my 
childhood  and  my  God-fearing  mother. 
She  had  many,  many  times  sung  that  song 
to  me.  But  she  died  all  too  soon,  otherwise 
much  in  my  life  would  no  doubt  have 
been  different. 

"When  you  had  finished  your  song  it 
was  impossible  for  me  to  take  aim  at  you 
again.  I  thought:  'The  Lord  who  is  able 
to  save  that  man  from  certain  death  must 
surely  be  great  and  mighty'  and  my  arm 
of  its  own  accord  dropped  limp  at  my 
side. 

"Since  that  time  I  have  wandered 
about  far  and  wide;  but  when  I  just  now 
saw  you  standing  there  praying  just  as  on 
that  other  occasion  I  recognized  you. 
Then  my  heart  was  wounded  by  your 
song;  now  I  ask  that  you  may  help  me 
find  a  cure  for  my  sick  soul."  Deeply 
moved  Mr.  Sankey  threw  his  arms  about 
the  man  who  in  the  days  of  the  war  had 
been  his  enemy.  And  that  Christmas 
night  the  stranger  found  the  Good  Shep- 
herd.— Religious  Digest. 

The  Glory  Song 

E.  FI.  Jordan 

"I've  got  a  song  that's  going  to  live!" 
declared  Charles  Gabriel,  a  gospel  song 
writer,  to  a  Chicago  publisher.  The  two 
men  were  bicycle  riding  during  the  sum- 
mer of  1900.  The  song  to  which  Gabriel 
referred  was  "O  That  Will  Be  Glory,"  or 
as  it  is  best  known,  "The  Glory  Song." 

He  was  right.  It  enjoyed  a  remarkable 
popularity,  but  the  author  received  only 
ten  dollars  for  all  the  publishing  rights  to 
his  splendid  song. 

Perhaps  the  "Glory  Song"  would  not 
have  been  nearly  so  well  known  had  it 
not  been  for  Charles  M.  Alexander,  the 
gospel  singer,  who  travelled  all  over  the 
English  speaking  world   singing  it. 

"I  remember  quite  well  the  first  time 
I  saw  this  song  in  looking  over  a  new 
song  book,"  said  Alexander.  "I  just 
glanced  at  it,  and  then  said  to  myself, 
'That  man  has  wasted  a  page,  for  I  do  not 
believe  that  song  will  be  sung  much.'  " 

Alexander  heard  the  song     sung  in  a 

large    Sunday   school    convention    several 

months  later  by  the  audience,  and  it  had 

the  same  effect  on  him  it  has  on  all  who 

(Continued  on  page  30) 
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Satan's  Way 

Leslie  Simmons 

Listen,  my  dear  people, 

A  story  I  will  tell, 

Of  how  old  Satan  traps  a  man 

And  docs  the  job  so  well. 

Let's  hear  the  conversation 
Of  a  preacher  and  a  lad, 
Whose  life  is  still  so  innocent, 
Who  knows  no  thought  of  bad. 

"Who  am  I,  and  what  I  know? 
You  mean  you're  asking  me? 
Why,  I'm  a  boy  just  three  years  old 
Who's  name  is  John  McKee. 

"I  climb  up  in  my  mama's  lap, 
A  story  she  tells  me 
Of  Jesus  once  a  little  boy 
Who  died  for  me,  you  see." 

The  years  roll  by  and  John  grows  up, 
A  large  lad  of  eighteen. 
"My   age,   eighteen;   name,   John  McKee, 
The  half-back  on  our  team. 

"Religion?  Oh!  I  haven't  that 
But  still  I'm  not  so  bad; 
In  fact,  considering  everything, 
I'm   quite  a  model  lad. 

"That   I   should  seek   salvation, 
A  fact  that  I  well  know? 
We'll  talk  of  that  another  time 
I'm  rushing  to  the  show." 

And  thus  all  through  life's  journey 
Old  Satan  has  his  way 
And  keeps  a  small  voice  whispering, 
"Wait  till   another  day." 

For  John  McKee,  the  years  roll  on 
Till  he  is  aged  and  bent, 
He's  meant  to  come  to  Jesus 
But  his  life  in  sin  has  been  spent. 

By  waiting  for  "tomorrow," 
His  life  in  sin  has  been  led, 
And  now  he  groans  in  agony 
Upon  his  dying  bed. 

"Oh  please,  someone,  do  something," 
We  hear  him  plead  in  vain. 
He  now  would  fain  find  Jesus, 
But,  oh,  it  is  too  late. 

O  friend,  now  learn  a  lesson 
From  these  few  short  lines, 
Come  and  get  forgiveness 
While  yet  there  is  time. 

If  you  put  Him  off  too  long, 
There  is  naught  but  hell  to  gain. 
So  come  to  Christ  while  He  yet  calls, 
And  don't  spend  life  in  vain. 


Within  Reach — But 

Harry  had  been  in  many  "scrapes" 
before.  His  father  had  come  to  his  help 
again  and  again  and  cleared  his  debts  for 
him.  That  little  homestead  would  have 
been  quite  a  heaven  on  earth — father  was 
superintendent  of  the  Sunday  school  and 
church  steward,  they  made  their  money 
in  an  honest  way.  But  Harry — he  was 
the  "black  sheep"  as  he  called  himself. 
The  other  members  of  the  family  were  all 
in  a  good  way  of  business,  and  members 
of  the  church,  and  Sunday  school  teach- 
ers. But  Harry,  led  away  by  bad  com- 
panions, had  taken  to  drinking  heavily 
and  staking  large  sums  of  money  on  horse 
racing  and  card  playing.  Now  he  was 
faced  with  a  debt  of  $1,8  50  and  not  one 
penny  to  pay  it  with.  He  had  often  prom- 
ised his  father  that  he  would  leave  the 
drink  and  gambling  alone,  but  all  his 
promises  became  as  water  in  the  face  of 
such  temptations.  He  just  let  himself  go. 
The  day  came  when  he  was  pressed  for 
payment  of  the  $1,8  5  0  debt.  He  did  not 
know  where  to  turn.  His  friends  had  all 
left  him,  like  the  story  of  the  prodigal 
son — plenty  of  friends  when  plenty  of 
money — but — "no  money,  no  friends." 
To  whom  could  he  go?  He  was  almost  in 
despair  when  he  thought  he  would  try 
father  once  again.  So,  with  a  penitent 
mind,  he  sought  his  father  and  laid  the 
whole  story  before  him.  Father  was 
grieved  at  the  lapse  on  his  son's  part,  and 
after  a  heart-to-heart  talk  with  his  way- 
ward son,  he  promised  to  pay  the  debt 
for  him  if  Harry  would  promise  to  go  to 
the  colonies  and  start  life  afresh.  Anxious 
to  get  out  of  the  "scrape"  he  had  fallen 
into,  he  consented  to  go  and  make  a  new 
start  in  the  colonies,  promising  his  father 
that  he  would  make  good  and  pay  him 
back  again.  Father  had  booked  Harry's 
passage  and  paid  the  fare  for  him,  giving 
him  a  round  sum  of  money  to  start 
business  with  in  the  new  world  to  which 
he  was  setting  out. 

Bidding  all  good-bye  at  home,  Harry 
set  out  with  a  "new  hope"  within  him — 
that  a  "new  world"  would  make  a  "new 
man"  out  of  him.  He  had  not  taken  into 
account  the  evil  within  his  own  heart. 

Harry  had  not  been  long  on  board  the 
great  liner  before  he  fell  in  with  a  com- 
pany of  young  fellows  who  persuaded 
him  to  join  a  friendly  game  of  cards.  He 
at  first  refused,  but  as  the  days  wore  on 
the  old  passion  to  have  another  "flutter" 
returned  to  him,  and  it  was  not  long  be- 
fore he  fell  to  the  temptation  and  ere 
many  days  passed  he  was  gambling  heavily 


and  continued,  so  that  before  reaching 
his  destination  he  had  lost  all  the  money 
his  father  had  given  him  to  start  business 
in  the  "new  world."  He  landed  with  hope 
blighted,  an  uneasy  conscience,  and  an 
empty  pocket.  In  this  condition  it  was 
not  easy  to  battle  with  the  surging  temp- 
tations within.  No  friends,  no  money,  no 
hope — poor  Harry  went  headlong  down 
the  steep  pathway  that  leads  to  hell,  and 
so  the  months  passed  away. 

How  Harry  wished  he  had  never  left 
the  homeland.  But  it  was  no  use  to  wish 
that  now.  He  must  make  the  best  of 
things,  and  so  he  struggled  on,  getting  an 
odd  job  here  and  there.  The  hardship  of 
life  was  beginning  to  tell  on  him,  for  he 
was  not  used  to  "roughing  it."  The  win- 
ter would  be  coming  on  and  he  did  not 
know  how  to  face  it.  He  thought  he 
would  write  to  his  father  and  ask  him 
again  for  his  help.  He  had  never  refused, 
only  Harry  remembered  how  the  last  oc- 
casion had  ended  in  his  being  sent  away 
from  home  to  make  a  new  start  in  a  new 
world,  and  how  he  had  promised  to  write 
home  and  pay  back  the  money,  and  he  had 
not  kept  his  word.  What  would  father  say 
about  him?  The  weeks  passed  away.  Harry 
became  desperate.  He  must  have  some 
money,  and  he  would  write  to  his  father 
and  tell  him  of  his  circumstances  and, 
perhaps,  he  would  help  him  again.  It  took 
Harry  a  long  time  to  make  up  his  mind 
to  write  and  make  confession  to  his  fa- 
ther, again  asking  for  forgiveness  and 
imploring  his  aid  to  meet  his  needs.  Harry 
felt  a  little  lighter  in  heart  after  he  had 
written  and  posted  his  letter,  and  counted 
the  days.  How  long  would  it  be  before  a 
letter   came   back   from   his   father? 

The  weeks  passed,  and  Harry  tried  to 
make  amends,  hoping  that  father  would 
send  him  a  check  for  a  big  amount  as  he 
was  heavily  in  debt.  At  last!  A  letter 
from  home!  Harry  tore  open  the  envelope 
to  see  if  there  was  a  check  enclosed,  but 
there  was  none,  and  in  his  disappointment 
he  would  not  read  the  letter,  but  threw 
it  into  his  drawer,  saying  as  he  did  so, 
"I  did  not  think  he  would  send  any 
more."  Disappointment  and  despair  took 
hold  of  him  and  Harry  went  the  pace 
faster   down   to   destruction. 

A  month  or  two  of  rough  living  and 
a  "hectic"  life  soon  told  on  Harry's  con- 
stitution. He  was  taken  ill  and  lay  for 
weeks  between  life  and  death.  The  doc- 
tor said  there  was  no  hope,  as  he  was 
suffering  from  a  "disappointed  hope." 
Harry  knew  his  time  was  getting  short 
for  this  world,  and  he  turned  to  his  chum 
who  was  sitting  with  him  one  day  and 
said,  "In  that  drawer  you  will  find  a 
letter  I  had  from  the  old  home  some 
months  ago.  I  expected  to  find  a  check 
enclosed,  but  there  was  none,  so  I  did  not 
bother  to  read  the  letter.  I  was  very  dis- 
appointed, but  I  would  like  to  know  what 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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The  Bible  Amid  Alarms 


Rev.  Roy  L.  Smith 


Over  the  savory  dishes  served  to  us  in 
a  fascinating  little  restaurant  in  Los 
Angeles'  Chinatown,  we  were  discussing 
the  way  in  China,  and  Bishop  Ralph  A. 
Ward  told  me  an  incident  of  Christian 
faith  and  charity  that  is,  it  seems  to  me, 
of  epic  quality.  For  Christian  confidence 
and  serenity  I  have  never  heard  its  equal, 
and  I  believe  my  readers  will  agree  that 
it  deserves  a  conspicuous  place  in  the 
history  of  the  modern  Acts  of  the  Apos- 
tles. 

A  certain  Canadian,  who  must  go  un- 
named, one-time  aviator  in  the  World 
War,  was  in  attendance  upon  some  of- 
ficial business  in  China's  capital,  and  in 
the  course  of  his  visit  had  the  opportunity 
to  meet  General  and  Madame  Chiang 
Kai-shek.  Unable  to  finish  the  matter 
they  had  in  hand,  Madame  Chiang  ex- 
tended an  invitation  that  he  share  their 
evening  meal  with  them,  and  the  invita- 
tion was  accepted  with  alacrity. 

The  dinner  appointment  was  for  seven- 
thirty,  but  at  seven  o'clock  the  Canadian 
found  himself  in  the  immediate  vicinity 
of  the  Chiang  home.  It  was  too  far  to 
return  to  his  hotel  and  come  back  to  the 
dinner,  and  there  was  nothing  to  do  in 
the  neighborhood.  Accordingly,  he  de- 
cided to  present  himself  at  his  host's  door 
a  half  hour  early,  hoping  to  be  excused 
for  his  early  arrival.  Madame  Chiang 
Kai-shek  answered  his  knock,  meeting 
him  personally. 

"You  are  early,"  the  good  woman  said, 
as  she  ushered  him  into  the  simple  living 
room. 

"Yes,  and  for  that  I  apologize.  But  I 
was  in  the  neighborhood  with  nothing  to 
do,  and  I  ventured  to  come  in  ahead  of 
time,"   the   Canadian   replied. 

"It  is  quite  all  right,"  his  hostess  as- 
sured him,  "but  I  have  some  work  I  must 
finish  before  dinner,  and  if  you  will  en- 
tertain yourself  with  these  magazines,  I 
will  go  ahead.  The  Generalissimo  will  be 
in  shortly  to  greet  you." 

The  Canadian  confessed  to  an  interest 
in  his  surroundings  that  can  well  be  un- 
derstood, and  for  listening  to  the  conver- 
sation that  went  on  between  Madame 
Chiang  and  a  servant  a  few  minutes  later, 
he  can,  perhaps,  be  forgiven.  The  evening 
lamps  were  lighted  and  all  was  quiet  in 
the  living  room  when  the  servant  ap- 
peared and  approaching  his  mistress  said, 
in  a  low  tone  of  voice,  "We  have  just  had 
word  that  there  is  to  be  an  air  raid  in 
thirty  minutes.  In  twenty  minutes  the 
lights  will  go  out." 

Madame  Chiang  glanced  at  her  watch, 
noted  the  time,  and  then  said  very  quiet- 
ly,  "Bring  me  my  flashlight." 

"Here   it    is,"    the    servant    answered, 


laying  it  down  on  the  desk. 

Madame  Chiang  went  on  writing,  as 
unperturbed  as  if  she  had  been  told  that 
dinner  would  be  served  in  twenty  min- 
utes, but  the  Canadian  said  he  was  trem- 
bling from  head  to  foot.  Here  he  was 
under  the  same  roof  with  two  people  who 
were  wanted  by  the  Japanese  bombers 
more  than  any  other  two  people  in  the 
whole  world.  If  the  Generalissimo  and  his 
brilliant  wife  could  be  bombed,  it  would 
be  worth  more  to  the  Japanese  than  the 
destruction  of  an  entire  Chinese  army. 
Madame  Chiang  could  not  possibly  have 
been  unaware  of  the  tenseness  of  the 
moment,  but  she  apparently  gave  it  not 
the  slightest  thought,  aside  from  an  oc- 
casional glance  at  her  watch. 

Fifteen  minutes  that  seemed  hours 
dragged  by,  and  the  Canadian  was  all  eyes 
and  ears.  At  last,  Madame  Chiang  looked 
up  from  her  writing,  glanced  at  her 
watch,  and  then  said,  "We  have  just  had 
word  that  there  will  be  an  air  raid  within 
a  few  minutes.  The  lights  will  go  out 
within  one  minute,  and  I  will  ask  you 
to  go  with  me  into  the  yard."  So  saying, 
she  arose,  picked  up  some  papers  and  her 
flashlight,  and  seemed  to  be  preparing  to 
leave  the  house  when  the  General  ap- 
peared. Almost  at  the  same  instant  the 
house  was  plunged  into  darkness.  Lighting 
their  way  with  the  little  flashlight  the 
three  passed  out  into  the  night. 

Somewhere  in  the  yard  they  stopped, 
and  in  the  distance  the  roar  of  the  planes 
could  be  distinctly  heard.  Two  minutes 
afterward  the  bombs  began  to  drop  and 
burst  with  a  thunderous  roar.  Less  than 
a  quarter  of  a  mile  away  three  bombs 
dropped,  destroying  an  entire  block  of  the 
City  of  Chunking.  The  night  sky  was 
Iiehted  up  by  the  explosions  and  the  fires 
that  followed,  and  after  the  planes  had 
passed  over,  Madame  Chiang  said,  "We 
will  go  back  now.  It  is  all  over." 


As  they  sat  at  dinner,  no  mention  was 
made  of  the  raid.  The  General  and  his 
wife  spoke  quietly  of  the  war,  of  the 
sufferings  of  the  Chinese  people,  of  the 
amazing  spirit  of  unity  that  was  coming 
into  being  within  the  nation,  and  of  the 
great  reforms  that  must  come  if  China 
was  to  become  a  great  modern  nation.  But 
there  was  not  one  word  about  personal 
danger  or   the  night's  bombing. 

The  Canadian  had  come  to  the  moment 
when  he  felt  he  should  excuse  himself 
and  return  to  his  hotel.  As  he  prepared  to 
go,  General  Chiang  said,  "Must  you  go 
immediately?  We  would  be  happy  if  you 
would  stay  and  join  us  in  our  evening's 
devotions." 

Such  an  invitation  comes  to  very  few, 
and  the  Canadian  quickly  acquiesced, 
seating  himself  again.  With  that,  a  Bible 
was  produced  and  the  General  began  by 
reading  some  Scripture.  Then  the  three 
joined  in  prayer,  the  General  leading. 

Said  the  Canadian:  "I  never  expect  to 
hear  such  a  prayer  again  in  all  my  life. 
The  General  began  with  a  simple  expres- 
sion of  thanks  for  their  personal  safety. 
Then  he  added  thanks  for  the  courage  of 
the  nation  under  fire.  Then  he  prayed  for 
strength  for  the  men  in  the  field  and 
along  the  firing  lines;  he  prayed  for 
strength  for  himself,  and  added  a  most 
earnest  plea  for  guidance  and  wisdom,  and 
that  he  should  not  fail  the  people. 

"But  the  most  amazing  thing  in  his 
prayer  was  a  plea  that  God  would  help 
him,  and  help  China  not  to  hate  the 
Japanese  people.  He  prayed  for  the  Jap- 
anese Christians,  and  all  the  suffering 
multitudes  of  Japan  whose  impoverish- 
ment was  making  the  war  on  China  pos- 
sible. He  prayed  for  the  people  who  were 
bombed,  and  for  forgiveness  for  those 
who  dropped  the  bombs. 

"In  the  simplest  and  humblest  terms 
he  laid  himself  at  the  service  of  Almighty 
God,  and  begged  that  he  might  know  the 
divine  will  and  do  it  on  the  morrow." 

When  the  thirty  minutes  of  Scripture 
and  prayer  were  concluded,  the  General- 
issimo and  Madame  Chiang  arose,  extend- 
ed their  hands  in  friendly  good-nights, 
and  escorted  their  guest  to  the  door.  As 
he  went  out  into  the  night  and  started  on 
his  way  to  the  hotel,  he  was  saying  to 
himself,  "At  last  I  have  found  two  Chris- 
tians."— Christian  Advocate. 

A  noble  book;  all  men's  book.  It  is  our 
first  statement  of  the  never-ending  prob- 
lem of  man's  destiny  and  God's  way  with 
men  on  earth. — Thomas  Carlyle. 

It  is  impossible  mentally  or  socially  to 
enslave  a  Bible  reading  people. — Horace 
Greeley. 

The  Bible  has  been  the  Magna  Charta 
of  the  poor  and  oppressed.  —  Thomas 
Huxley. 

The  Bible  is  the  best  book  in  the  world. 
— John  Adams. 
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father  had  to  say  to  a  wayward  son  before 
I  pass  into  the  great  beyond."  His  chum 
reached  for  the  letter  in  the  drawer  and 
read  its  message  to  the  dying  boy.  It  ran: 
"My  dear  Boy, 

"I  am  sorry  to  hear  of  your  condi- 
tion. If  you  will  apply  in  person  to 
the  National  Bank,  I  have  made  all 
arrangements  for  them  to  supply  you 
with  all  you  need. — Your  loving  and 
forgiving  Father." 
Harry  gasped  as  he  heard  the  message  and 
fell   back   on   his   bed   with    these   words: 
"Within  reach — but  too  late." 

How  often  in  life  we  have  failed  to 
take  hold  of  the  opportunities  offered  to 
us  through  the  grace  of  God.  We  have 
all  sinned  and  come  short  of  the  glory 
of  God,  but  the  price  of  our  eternal  sal- 
vation has  been  paid  for  us  through  the 
sacrifice  of  Jesus  Christ  on  the  Cross. 
Our  purchased  possessions  are  great  and 
are  ours  through  faith  in  His  finished 
work.  Forgiveness  of  sin,  fellowship  with 
the  eternal  Spirit,  an  inheritance  incor- 
ruptible, reserved  in  Heaven  for  you  and 
that  fadeth  not  away — all  can  become 
yours.  Now  it  is  "within  reach"  of  all. 
Put  your  claim  in  now  before  it  is  "too 
late." 

I   Am   An  American 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

we  have  always  carried  nearest  our  hearts 
— for  democracy,  for  the  rights  of  those 
who  submit  to  authority  to  have  a  voice 
in  their  own  governments,  for  the  rights 
and  liberties  of  small  nations,  for  the  uni- 
versal dominion  of  right  by  such  a  con- 
cert of  free  peoples  as  shall  bring  peace 
and  safety  to  all  nations  and  make  the 
world  itself  at  last  free."  —  Woodrow 
Wilson,  speaking  to  Congress    (1917). 

"Let  us  have  faith  that  right  makes 
might;  and  in  that  faith  let  us  to  the  end, 
dare  to  do  our  duty  as  we  understand  it." 
— Abraham  Lincoln. 

"The  qualifications  of  self-government 
are  not  innate.  They  are  the  result  of 
habit  and  long  training,  and  for  these 
they  will  require  time  and  probably  much 
suffering." — Thomas  Jefferson. 

"You  can  fool  some  of  the  people  all 
of  the  time,  and  all  of  the  people  some  of 
the  time,  but  you  cannot  fool  all  of  the 
people  all  the  time." — Attributed  to  Ab- 
raham Lincoln. 

"We  have  been  taught  to  regard  a  rep- 
resentative of  the  people  as  a  sentinel  on 
the  watch  tower  of  liberty." — Daniel 
Webster,  in  a  speech  to  the  Senate. 

"They  that  can  give  up  essential  liber- 
ty to  obtain  a  little  temporary  safety  de- 
serve neither  liberty  nor  safety." — Benja- 
min Franklin  in  "Historical  Review  of 
Pennsylvania." 


The  New  Member 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

the  family?" 

She  said,  "Yes,  Rosie.  You  have  our 
name  now."  When  we  take  Jesus  as  our 
Savior,  we  belong  to  the  family  of  God. 
Then  we  are  a  member  of  the  body  of 
Christ. 

Two  Wayside  Incidents 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

hundreds  of  able-bodied  men  have  passed 
us;  perhaps  not  one  of  them  has  in  his 
soul  what  you  have.  With  which  of  them 
would  you  change  places?" 

A  smile  spread  over  his  face  as  the 
greater  glory  that  was  his  filled  his  soul. 
I  left  him  at  that.  It  is  a  wonderful  thing 
to  be  saved. — M.  N.  R.,  in  The  British 
Evangelist. 

Hymn  Stories 

(Continued   from   page   27) 

heard  this  remarkable  hymn. 

"It  took  such  a  hold  of  me  that  I  could 
think  of  nothing  else  for  days  thereafter. 
I  got  my  friends  to  sing  it.  Then  I  be- 
gan to  teach  it  to  large  audiences,  and 
soon  whole  towns  were  ringing  with  the 
melody." 

The  singer  went  to  Australia  on  a  tour. 
Everywhere  he  sang  the  "Glory  Song"  it 
took  the  audience  by  storm.  He  had  leaf- 
lets with  the  "Glory  Song"  printed  on 
them  and  an  invitation  to  the  meetings. 
These  were  scattered  far  and  wide. 

The  story  is  told  of  a  lady  who,  after 
returning  home  from  the  service,  had  a 
pair  of  shoes  which  needed  mending.  She 
sent  them  to  the  shoemaker,  but  before 
wrapping  the  paper  around  them,  she 
slipped  in  a  copy  of  the  "Glory  Song." 

When  she  returned  for  the  shoes  next 
day,  the  man  was  nailing  a  new  sole  on 
a  shoe  before  him,  and  there  were  tears 
in  his  eyes. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  the  woman 
asked. 

"That  'Glory  Song'  you  put  into  the 
bundle.  Last  night  my  family  and  I 
gathered  around  the  old  organ  while  we 
sang  it.  We  saw  the  invitation  to  hear 
Torrey  and  Alexander  at  the  Town  Hall, 
and  I  went  last  night.  I  sent  my  wife  and 
children  this  afternoon,  and  I  am  praying 
to  God  that  He  will  save  them." 

The  "Glory  Song"  has  been  instru- 
mental in  bringing  literally  thousands  of 
people  to  salvation.  The  fervid  words  and 
spii'ited  melody,  with  its  stirring  counter 
melodies  in  the  refrain,  touch  the  hearts 
of  all  who  hear  or  sing  the  song.  It  is  one 
of  the  greater  gospel  songs. — C.  U.  Her- 
ald. 

Why  I  Know  the  Bible  Is  the  Word 
of  God 

(Continued  from  page  8) 

home  on  the  hill  where  Ingersol  lived  has 


given  way  to  a  large  tobacco  factory 
where  they  manufacture  the  meanest  and 
stinkingest  and  rottenest  five-cent  cigar 
in  all   America. 

Worn  out!  Exhausted!  If  all  the  uni- 
versity professors  in  the  world,  and  all 
the  scientific  literati  and  philosophical 
savants,  or  any  other  sort  of  academically 
distinguished  dignitaries,  oozing  odors  of 
musty  tomes  and  mouldy  parchments — 
if  they  sat  side  by  side  and  deliberated  a 
thousand  years  they  couldn't  sound,  as 
Henry  Ward  Beecher  once  said,  "the  shal- 
lowest depths  of  the  Gospel  of  John." 

Men,  broad  and  deep  in  scholarly  at- 
tainment, men  of  keenest  analytical  cul- 
ture, the  wisest  men  on  earth,  have  lin- 
gered among  its  pages  and  pondered  over 
its  sayings  since  first  it  was  given  to  the 
world.  Together  as  collaborateurs  they 
have  searched  among  its  hidden  veins  of 
truth,  and  yet  none  has  ever  been  found 
who  has  presumed  to  say  he  has  sounded 
the  depths  which  in  every  fact  are  un- 
fathomable. 

I  have  a  friend,  a  great  preacher  by  the 
name  of  Williams,  and  he  tells  me  of  an 
experience  he  had  one  day  upon  beautiful 
Geneva.  He  said,  "I  stood  upon  the  prow 
of  a  little  skiff  in  the  clear  waters  of 
this  beautiful  blue  lake.  My  eye  followed 
the  bending  path  of  a  sunbeam  through 
its  crystal  way,  until  far  down  below  the 
surface  it  grasped  a  shining  pebble  in  its 
close  embrace,  as  though  it  were  a  pearl. 

"  'I'll  have  it,'  said  I. 

"  'It's  too  deep,'  said  my  companion. 

"  'I  can  get  it,'  I  answered. 

"And  taking  a  deep  breath  I  plunged  in. 
Down,  down,  down,  and  ever  as  before 
my  pearl  gleamed  in  the  distance.  Down, 
down,  down,  on  down,  till  the  crushing 
weight  of  many  waters  roared  and  thun- 
dered in  my  ears;  yet  the  speck  seemed 
as  far  away  as  at  first. 

"  'You  have  failed,  and  now  back,  back 
to  air  and  life  with  all  your  strength.' 
and  suffocated,  strangled,  at  last  I  reached 
the  light  and  air. 

"  'It's  too  deep,'  I  cried. 

"  'I  told  you  it  was,'  "  he  said. 

And  so  men  have  tried  to  reach  the 
depths  of  this  Book,  but  after  nineteen 
centuries  of  earnest,  persistent  effort, 
diving  deep  and  diving  long,  they  have  all 
returned  to  say,  "Its  depths  are  past  find- 
ing out;  we  have  found  treasures  rich 
and  rare,  but  we  come  back  conscious  of 
divine  deposits  of  truth  just  a  little  deeper 
than  we  could  go."  How  are  you  going 
to  account  for  this  on  any  other  theory 
but  that  in  this  Book  are  hidden  the  in- 
finite treasures  of  the  wisdom  and  the 
knowledge  of  an  omniscient  God? 

It  is  proven  to  be  the  Word  of  God  by 
its  utter  inexhaustibility. 

And  say,  my  friend,  if  this  Book  is  a 
dull  and  an  uninteresting  one  to  you,  do 
you  know  I  can  tell  you  the  reason  why? 
There  is  a  Man  in  the  Book,  and  you  need 
to  know  Him,  or  perhaps  to  know  Him 
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better  than  ever  you  have  before. 

Dr.  Moorhead  one  day  gave  to  his 
children  a  puzzle  map,  one  of  those  made 
out  of  variously  shaped  pieces  of  wood 
and  told  them  to  put  it  together.  They 
worked  patiently  but  at  last  they  said, 
"We  can't  do  it,"  and  said  the  great 
Bible  teacher,  "It  was  an  awful  jumble." 
They  had  a  part  of  North  America  in 
South  America  and  were  mixed  up  every 
way.  Suddenly  the  larger  child  discovered 
that  on  the  other  side  of  one  piece  of  the 
map  there  was  part  of  a  man's  hand,  and 
then  she  turned  over  another  piece  and 
there  was  a  part  of  a  man's  face,  and 
she  cried  to  her  sister  who  had  given  up 
in  despair  and  gone  away,  "Come  back, 
there  is  a  man  on  the  other  side,"  and 
almost  instantly  they  completed  out  the 
figure  of  the  man,  and  when  the  map 
was  turned  over  every  river  and  lake, 
mountain  and  plain  was  in  the  proper 
place. 

And  this  is  the  secret  of  Bible  study. 
There  is  a  Man  in  the  Bible.  Every  scrip- 
ture is  full  of  Christ  and  from  Genesis  to 
Revelation  everything  breathes  of  Him. 
Put  Christ  together  first.  Come  to  know 
Him  and  as  you  know  Him  you  will  love 
Him. 

I  have  heard  of  a  young  woman  who 
was  given  a  book  by  a  friend  and  told  she 
would  find  it  interesting.  But  it  was  not. 
To  her  it  was  most  awfully  dry  and  dull. 
Several  times  she  tried  to  read  it,  but  at 
last  gave  it  up  in  disgust.  A  few  weeks 
later  she  met  a  young  man  who  became 
very  much  interested  in  her  and  she  like- 
wise in  him.  One  day  she  discovered  his 
name  to  be  exactly  like  that  of  the  writer 
of  the  book,  and  when  he  came  next  time 
to  see  her  she  told  him  about  it.  Very 
modestly  the  young  man  acknowledged 
himself  to  be  the  author  of  the  book.  And 
that  night  when  he  went  away  she  took 
up  the  book  and  she  began  to  read  and 
read  until  the  early  hours  of  morning  and 
wondered  how  she  ever  could  have  found 
a  dry  line  in  it.  She  was  in  love  with  the 
author  of  the  book. 

(To   be   continued) 

Sally  Jo 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

of  our  Lord  and  throughout  the  whole 
Book.  All  I  want  you  to  see  now  is  that 
it  may  be  God's  will  for  you  never  to 
marry  at  all.  If  it  is,  then  that  is  best  for 
you,  no  matter  what  the  world  may  say 
or  how  you  may  feel  about  it.  God  is  able 
to  make  and  keep  you  happy  without 
husband  or  home  or  children,  if  that  is 
His  highest  will  for  you.  Girls  are  often 
unwilling  to  believe  this,  and  they  heap 
to  themselves  many  sorrows.  There  are 
doubtless  some  who  should  be  married 
but  circumstances  have  prevented,  and 
others  who  have  allowed  selfishness,  pride, 
or  ambition  to  stand  in  the  way,  and  they 


have  missed  God's  best.  God  has  a  plan 
for  each  life,  and  He  alone  knows  what 
it  is  and  can  work  it  out  if  you  will  trust 
and  obey." 

"You  don't  think  I  should  marry  or 
even  become  engaged  to  a  man  whom  I 
do  not  really  love  with  my  whole  heart?" 

"No.  That  would  be  dishonorable  to 
him,  and  only  a  keen  disappointment  to 
you  both.  Not  to  change  the  subject,  but 
have  you  fully  decided  where  you  are 
going?" 

"Yes.  Didn't  I  tell  you  before?  I 
thought  I  had.  I  have  been  accepted  for 
South  America.  It  is  a  pioneer  mission 
working  among  tribes  of  Indians,  hun- 
dreds of  them,  that  have  never  been 
touched  with  the  gospel.  There  are  sev- 
eral stations  they  are  waiting  to  open 
when  the  new  workers  arrive." 

"Well,  my  advice  to  you,  Miss  Brenton, 
is  to  go  ahead  and  prepare  for  what  God 
has  shown  you  in  His  will,  and  let  the 
marrying  take  care  of  itself.  When  the 
right  man  comes  along,  if  he  does,  you 
will  know  it." 

"There  is  another  thing  I  want  to  ask 
you  about,  Miss  Merrick.  It  is  really  the 
problem  I  wanted  to  talk  over  with  you, 
not  just  John  Rimmer.  I  knew  what  I 
ought  to  do  about  that;  the  only  trouble 
was  how  to  get  him  to  see  it.  You  know 
the  plan  of  the  faith  missions.  You  have 
to  get  your  own  outfit,  all  the  money  for 
your  passage,  and  sometimes  a  promise  for 
your  first  year's  support  as  well.  That 
seems  a  lot  to  expect  just  to  drop  down 
from  the  skies,  doesn't  it?  Here  I  am,  for 
instance.  I  have  given  years  of  my  life 
to  the  best  possible  training,  and  I  am 
all  ready  to  go,  but  what  can  I  do?  I  have- 
n't a  thing  toward  my  going,  except  a  few 
books.  I  have  not  even  a  decent  wardrobe 
now.  Father  paid  my  way  through  college 
splendidly,  and  almost  through  Bible 
School,  but  he  has  lost  his  money  now 
and  he  isn't  very  well,  and  the  last  year 
I  have  had  to  depend  pretty  much  on 
what  I  could  find  to  do  myself.  When  I 
am  through  school  I  don't  know  what  I 
shall  do.  Of  course  I  can  go  home;  Father 
has  enough  to  keep  me  for  a  while  and 
would  be  glad  to  have  me  with  him.  But 
oh,  Miss  Merrick,  I  want  to  get  out  and 
get  to  work.  How  can  I  go  about  it?" 

"Trust  the  Lord  to  open  the  way." 

"The  way  seems  wide  open  now,  but 
I  haven't  any  money.  Why  do  the  mis- 
sions make  it  so  hard  for  a  young  mis- 
sionary to  get  started?" 

"It  isn't  so  hard  as  you  think,  my  dear. 
I  believe  the  plan  is  a  wise  one,  and  ex- 
perience has  proved  it  practicable.  The 
missionary  is  supposed  to  know  and  trust 
a  supernatural  God.  If  one  is  called  to 
go  out  to  win  souls  in  a  distant  land,  it 
is  only  fitting  that  God  should  set  His 
seal  of  approval  on  that  person's  life. 
This  is  manifested  in  a  most  striking  way 
when  God  Himself  sends  in  what  is  need- 


ed to  enable  that  person  to  go  forward. 
It  does  not  always  come  in  supernatural 
ways,  but  He  sends  it  just  the  same." 

"You  don't  mean  that  I  am  to  do  noth- 
ing but  sit  and  wait  until  the  money 
comes  in?" 

"No,  far  from  it.  That  is  where  some 
young  people  have  made  a  mistake,  I  am 
sure.  Go  to  your  knees  and  pray  it  in. 
Wrestle  in  prayer  for  it,  as  Jacob  wrestled 
with  the  angel.  Continue  in  prayer,  like 
the  importunate  widow  whom  our  Lord 
used  to  illustrate  this  very  thing.  Pray 
until  it  comes,  and  don't  stop  until  it 
does." 

"I  see."  There  was  a  light  in  Sally  Jo's 
eyes,  as  she  murmured  softly,  "  'The  gold 
and  the  silver  are  mine,  and  the  cattle 
upon  a  thousand  hills.'  " 

"Yes,  that's  it.  The  young  missionary 
needs  above  all  else  to  learn  to  know  by 
experience  the  supernatural  power  of  our 
mighty  God.  He  needs  to  learn  to  walk 
by  faith.  Faith  needs  to  be  exercised  and 
strengthened.  To  use  a  common  illustra- 
tion: It  is  said  that  a  butterfly  must 
struggle  and  work  tremendously  to  get 
itself  out  of  the  chrysalis,  but  that  very 
exercise  is  needful  to  strengthen  and  de- 
velop the  beautiful  wings.  Sometimes 
someone  has  mistakenly  tried  to  help  the 
little  creature.  The  butterfly  comes  out 
without  so  much  struggle,  but  alas,  its 
wings  are  weak  and  imperfect  and  some- 
times it  never  can  fly  at  all.  I  fear  there 
are  missionaries  in  the  field  whose  wings 
of  faith  are  weak.  They  have  never  been 
developed  by  exercise,  and  the  spiritual 
life  is  consequently  crippled.  The  true 
missionary  needs  a  strong  and  lifting 
faith.  It  is  more  needed  than  all  the  rest  of 
your  educational  equipment,  my  dear. 
Don't  be  discouraged.  We  believe  God  has 
called  you;  He  will  send  you  forth.  But 
you  have  a  real  part  to  play,  don't  forget 
that." 

"I'll  not.  I  have  learned  something  of 
how  to  walk  by  faith  in  this  last  year  in 
school.  Things  were  made  so  easy  for  me 
in  the  beginning,  everything  seemed  to 
come  my  way.  I  can  see  how  God  may 
have — some  other  kind  of  lessons  for  me 
to  learn,"  she  finished  soberly. 

"God  bless  you,  dear."  There  was  un- 
usual tenderness  in  Miss  Merrick's  voice. 
"Now  I  must  go.  I  have  much  else  I  must 
do  this  evening." 

"I  am  sorry  if  I  have  kept  you  too  long, 
but  you  have  helped  me.  Thank  you,  Miss 
Merrick." 

"I  am  glad  for  that.  Good  night."  And 
she  was  gone. 

Sally  Jo,  back  in  her  room  on  her  knees, 
met  God  in  a  new  way  that  night.  She 
visioned  afresh  the  all-sufficient  One.  He 
was  her  covenant-keeping  God. 

Again  she  went  over  her  situation.  She 
had  no  money.  She  would  be  able  to  leave 
school  in  a  week  or  two  with  no  debts 
behind  her,  and  she  was  thankful  for  that. 
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She  had  scarcely  enough  of  money  though 
to  pay  her  way  home.  Her  few  clothes 
were  still  presentable.  She  had  good  taste 
and  they  had  been  selected  with  care,  but 
her  wardrobe  was  pitifully  small. 

Aunt  Josephine  was  coming  for  gradu- 
ation and  had  sent  her  a  generous  check 
as  a  present,  but,  characteristically,  had 
dictated  how  it  should  be  spent.  It  was  all 
to  go  for  coat,  dress,  hat,  shoes,  and  ac- 
cessories, for  graduation  week. 

In  vain  Sally  Jo  protested  that  it  was 
not  fitting  that  she  come  out  in  all  new 
clothes  when  she  had  so  little  money.  But 
Aunt  Josephine  insisted.  Tonight,  after 
the  talk  with  Miss  Merrick,  she  seemed 
to  see  it  all  in  a  different  light.  God  had 
sent  her  these  clothes,  and  she  thanked 
Him.  It  was  no  matter  that  Aunt  Joseph- 
ine would  demur  at  the  suggestion  that 
God  had  anything  to  do  with  it.  Sally  Jo 
knew  He  had. 

She  would  pray  that  God  would  send 
the  many  other  things  she  needed,  and  the 
money  to  go  as  well.  It  had  hurt  her  pride 
a  little  that  Aunt  Josephine  should  send 
her  a  check  and  also  directions  how  to 
spend  it,  as  though  she  were  a  child.  She 
saw  this,  too,  in  a  different  light.  Pride 
she  must  forever  put  out  of  her  life. 
Self-respect  she  must  maintain,  but  pride 
must  go.  She  must  be  willing  to  accept 
what  people  gave  her,  gracefully  and 
gratefully,  and  thank  God  for  it.  To  God 
alone  she  would  present  her  specific  needs. 

Of  books  she  had  a  fair  supply,  but 
there  were  a  few  more  she  wanted  and 
almost  needed.  She  wanted  a  new  trunk,  a 
kodak,  and  a  portable  typewriter,  and 
there  were  countless  other  things  that  she 
really  must  have.  She  was  going  where 
there  were  no  stores  from  which  to  pur- 
chase even  the  simplest  supplies.  She  was 
urged  to  take  with  her  all  she  would  need 
for  seven  years,  toilet  articles  of  all  kinds, 
sewing  equipment,  household  supplies,  be- 
sides clothing  to  last  her  for  that  length 
of  time.  They  had  given  her  a  list  of 
needful  things,  and  added  others  that 
were  desirable.  In  addition  to  all  this, 
several  hundred  dollars  were  required  for 
her  passage  money.  Yes,  she  would  need 
faith,  the  kind  that  moves  mountains,  to 
believe  for  all  that. 

She  resolved  to  spend  more  time  in 
prayer.  She  meant  to  spend  an  hour  a  day 
in  prayer  and  with  the  Word.  Not  that 
she  should  give  all  that  time  to  her  own 
needs,  she  must  carefully  guard  against 
that.  Her  life  must  be  kept  an  open  chan- 
nel, not  a  Dead  Sea!  But  she  would  wait 
before  God  in  intercession  for  souls,  pray- 
ing for  the  needs  of  others,  remembering 
the  missionaries  by  name  in  all  parts  of 
the  world.  She  had  been  greatly  impressed 
with  the  story  of  Hudson  Taylor's  prayer 
life  and  his  prayer  list.  She  would  follow 
a  daily  prayer  calendar.  Yes,  she  would 
pray.  An  earnest  of  the  answer  came  the 
next  day. 


One  afternoon  a  week  she  and  other 
students  worked  with  a  group  of  chil- 
dren in  a  Polish  settlement.  She  was  fond 
of  her  charges,  and  had  won  several  of 
them  to  a  simple,  child-like  faith  in  the 
Savior.  This  was  to  be  her  last  afternoon 
with  them,  and  her  heart  was  very  tender 
as  she  gathered  them  about  her.  Little 
Tessie  came  hurrying  in,  the  last  one.  She 
walked  straight  to  Sally  Jo  and  said,  just 
a  little  breathlessly: 

"Teacher,  here's  five  cents  for  you  to 
take  Jesus  down  there  to  those  poor  little 
Indians.  I  told  Mamma  about  it,  and 
what  you  were  going  to  do,  and  she  gave 
me  a  nickel,  a  whole  nickel.  And  teacher, 
when  I  was  coming  down  the  street  I  saw 
Libby  and  Mary  go  into  the  candy  store, 
and  oh,  I  wanted  to  go  in  so  bad.  I  could 
of  gotten  such  a  big  stick  for  two  cents 
and  brought  you  the  other  three.  But  I 
didn't  want  to.  They  called  me  to  come 
in,  and  teacher,"  she  stopped  a  minute 
and  giggled  reminiscently,  "they  didn't 
know  I  had  a  whole  nickel  either.  I  stood 
still  for  one  little  minute,  and  then  I  just 
shut  my  eyes  tight  and  looked  the  other 
way  and  ran  here  as  fast  as  I  could.  Was- 
n't that  right,  teacher?  That  nickel  will 
help  a  lot,  won't  it?" 

Sally  Jo  smiled  down  into  the  eager 
little  face,  while  tears  sprang  to  her  eyes. 

"Yes,  darling,  it  will  help  a  lot."  She 
gave  the  moist,  sticky  little  hand  a  warm 
squeeze  as  she  whispered,  more  to  herself 
than  the  child,  "It  has  helped  already." 

She  tied  the  nickel  in  the  corner  of  her 
handkerchief.  She  wanted  to  keep  it;  it 
represented  real  sacrifice.  She  had.  an  in- 
stant's vision  of  other  and  older  folks 
passing  by  some  luring  thing  in  order  that 
those  poor  little  Indian  children  might 
hear  about  the  Lord  Jesus.  The  little  gift 
strengthened  her  faith  mightily. 

Ten  days  more  and  she  was  back  at 
home  again.  She  found  financial  matters 
with  her  father  worse  than  she  thought. 
The  young  cousins  who  had  taken  over 
the  home  had  prospered,  and  they  were 
devoted  to  her  father.  They  welcomed 
Sally  Jo  warmly,  and  were  careful  to  make 
her  feel  that  the  room  and  the  home  were 
hers  the  same  as  before.  But  to  the  girl 
there  was  a  feeling  that  she  was  not  need- 
ed. It  hurt  a  little,  but  in  it  she  could 
see  God's  loving  provision  for  her  father 
when  she  had  to  leave  him,  and  she  was 
glad. 

She  tried  to  get  work  but  could  find 
nothing.  One  day  she  swallowed  her  pride, 
and  went  to  Mr.  Warrick.  He  was  very 
kind,  but  regretted  that  there  wasn't  a 
thing.  He  would  keep  her  in  mind.  Then 
he  questioned  her  about  her  work.  When 
did  she  expect  to  go  out? 

"I  hope  to  go  some  time  next  winter 
or  in  the  spring,"  Sally  Jo  was  surprised  to 
hear  herself  say.  "I  need  a  great  many 
things,"  she  went  on,  "and  would  like  to 
find    something    to    do    to    earn    a    little 


money  while  I  am  waiting." 

"Your  mission  does  not  supply  the 
things  you   need?" 

"No."  Again  she  felt  her  faith  rise  to 
the  occasion.  "It  is  wonderful  how  God  is 
able  to  send  in  the  money  and  all  things 
needful,  if  He  wants  us  to  go  out  and 
witness  for  Him.  He  is  beginning  to  send 
in  the  things  for  me,  but  I  am  afraid  I 
am  not  very  patient  waiting." 

Mr.  Warrick  asked  a  few  more  ques- 
tions, and  seemed  interested,  but  there 
was  no  help  there. 

Sally  Jo  taught  a  Bible  class  in  her 
church  that  summer  and  enjoyed  the  work 
greatly.  One  hot  summer  day  there  was 
a  visitor.  The  lesson  had  a  missionary  as- 
pect and  Sally  Jo  spoke  of  her  call  to 
South  America.  At  the  close  the  stranger 
came  to  her. 

"Miss  Brenton,  I  enjoyed  your  lesson 
so  much  today,  and  was  especially  inter- 
ested in  what  you  told  us  about  the  needs 
in  South  America  where  you  hope  to  go. 
I  never  heard  anyone  speak  of  it  before. 
Would  you  be  willing  to  come  to  our 
church  for  the  missionary  meeting  in  Oc- 
tober and  tell  us  something  about  the 
needs  there  and  your  work?  It  is  the 
women's  missionary  society  of  our  church, 
but  it  meets  in  the  home  of  one  of  our 
ladies,  and  it  is  an  afternoon  meeting. 
Could  you  come?" 

This  was  a  new  thought  to  Sally  Jo, 
but  she  did  not  hesitate  an  instant. 

"I  shall  be  very  glad  to,"  she  replied. 

"Very  well,  we  shall  expect  you.  We 
like  to  have  missionaries  from  the  field 
whenever  possible.  It  will  be  a  little  dif- 
ferent to  have  one  about  to  go  out,  but 
I  can  see  you  are  full  of  your  subject  and 
I  am  sure  you  can  bring  us  a  message." 

"I  shall  do  my  best." 

Sally  Jo's  heart  bounded  at  the  thought. 
Here  was  an  opportunity  to  present  the 
needs  of  her  field  to  those  who  did  not 
even  know  there  was  such  a  need.  The 
church  was  in  another  town,  but  she 
could  easily  get  to  it.  Gaily  she  put  down 
in  her  little  notebook  her  first  speaking 
engagement. 

"Aunt  Sarah,"  she  exclaimed  in  en- 
thusiasm that  evening,  "I  feel  I  have  tak- 
en another  step  on  the  way." 

Sally  Jo  spent  hours  in  prayer  and  prep- 
aration for  that  first  missionary  message 
before  strangers.  She  had  spoken  several 
times  to  the  young  people  in  her  church, 
but  this  was  different.  These  people 
simply  did  not  know  the  need,  and  she 
must  tell  them. 

The  October  day  came  at  last.  Aunt 
Sarah  had  promised  to  go  with  her,  and 
Aunt  Josephine,  not  to  be  outdone,  agreed 
to  take  them  both  over  in  her  car.  She 
was  not  interested  in  missions,  she  de- 
clared emphatically,  but  she  was  inter- 
ested in  Sally  Jo  and  would  like  to  see  and 
hear  her  speak.  That  was  the  only  reason 
she  was  going. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


The  afternoon  was  dull  and  chill,  but 
the  beautiful  home  where  they  met  fairly 
radiated  hospitality.  There  was  a  score  or 
more  of  ladies  present.  Sally  Jo  had  her 
carefully  prepared  notes,  but  she  never 
could  tell  afterwards  exactly  what  she  had 
said,  and  even  her  aunts  seemed  unable 
to  tell  her  much  except  that  it  was  "won- 
derful." She  possessed  in  large  degree  the 
power  of  seeing  the  unseen,  and  of  mak- 
ing others  see  it. 

She  sketched  before  their  eyes  the 
natural  beauty  of  the  great  "neglected 
continent,"  and  in  striking  contrast,  the 
poor,  degraded  human  creatures  to  whom 
the  Light  had  never  come.  There  they 
were,  bowed  down  with  an  age-old  weight 
of  superstition  and  woe,  souls  for  whom 
Christ  died.  Why  had  not  somebody  gone 
and  told  them?  They  feared  and  wor- 
shipped evil  spirits,  and  knew  not  that 
there  was  a  great  and  good  Spirit  whose 
name  is  Love. 

Her  message  was  lightened  and  illus- 
trated with  stories  she  had  read.  They  en- 
tered into  homes  where  never  a  ray  of 
light  had  entered,  and  watched  dull  faces 
take  on  a  glow  of  hope  in  something  bet- 
ter. They  listened  in  amazed  wonder  as 
some  child  of  the  forest  gave  testimony 
of  a  changed  life  when  the  good  news  of 
the  Lord  Jesus  had  crossed  his  pathway 
but  once. 

Many  a  tear  glimmered  in  eyes  un- 
accustomed to  weeping  from  such  a  cause, 
and  while  she  held  them  almost  spell- 
bound, she  stopped  and  sat  down.  She  had 
spoken  almost  an  hour. 

The  president  of  the  society  rose  when 
she  had  finished.  Her  voice  was  unsteady, 
and  she  waited  until  the  little  rustle  of 
shifting  from  a  tense  position  had  sub- 
sided. 

"Ladies,"  she  began,  'we  have  heard  a 
missionary  message  we  shall  never  forget. 
This  young  friend  who  has  spoken  to  us 
is  ready  and  willing  to  go  herself  and  take 
the  gospel  to  the  people  we  have  been 
hearing  about.  While  she  has  not  men- 
tioned it,  I  understand  that  she  is  just 
waiting  for  the  money  to  come  in  to 
enable  her  to  go  forth.  What  shall  we  do 
about  it?" 

"Take  a  collection,"  someone  an- 
nounced  promptly. 

"I  think  we  should,"  the  leader  went 
on.  "Will  those  in  favor  of  giving  our 
entire  offering  this  afternoon  to  Miss 
Brenton,  to  help  her  go  out  to  the  field, 
please  give  their  consent  by  saying 
'Aye.'  " 

It  seemed  to  be  unanimous.  A  basket 
was  passed  around,  and  into  it  many  of 
the  ladies  literally  emptied  their  well- 
filled  purses.  Even  Aunt  Josephine  had 
been  moved  to  tears,  and  would  not  be 
surpassed  in  the  matter  of  giving. 

Perhaps  it  was  well  for  Sally  Jo  that 
the  humiliations  of  the  summer  were  be- 
hind her,  or  she  might  have  been  spoiled 


by  the  adulation  she  received.  She  warmly 
thanked  the  president  for  the  fat  envelope 
that  was  pressed  into  her  hand  when  leav- 
ing. 

The  Lord  seemed  to  tell  her  that  night, 
as  she  poured  out  her  heart  in  praise  and 
thanksgiving,  that  she  should  make  ready. 
The  pillar  of  cloud  and  of  fire  had  begun 
to  move. 

Two  weeks  later,  Miriam  Tolliver,  now 
Mrs.  Snead,  invited  her  to  her  home  for 
supper.  Another  of  the  camp  girls  was 
there,  and  they  had  a  happy  time.  Later 
in  the  evening  while  Sally  Jo  and  Miriam 
were  upstairs,  a  crowd  of  young  people 
crept  stealthily  into  the  house,  bearing 
packages  of  all  shapes  and  sizes.  They  hid 
in  the  back  of  the  house  until  Sally  Jo 
came  downstairs  and,  all  innocent  of  the 
plot,  dropped  down  on  the  lounge  in  the 
living  room.  Suddenly  she  was  over- 
whelmed with  a  deluge  of  parcels!  The 
room  seemed  full  of  them.  With  gaiety 
and  laughter  her  friends  clustered  around 
her,  demanding  that  she  "open  them, 
every  one." 

What  an  array  there  was!  So  many 
lovely  garments,  towels  and  bedding, 
books  and  a  flashlight,  a  fountain  pen 
and  quantities  of  writing  paper,  a  rain- 
coat, an  umbrella,  and  a  kodak.  There 
was  a  complete  sewing  kit  stocked  with 
everything  she  could  think  of.  A  utility 
bag  of  bright  flowered  cretonne  was  full 
of  pockets,  from  which  fairly  bulged 
every  kind  of  homely  and  useful  house- 
hold article.  There  were  dishes  and  cook- 
ing utensils.  A  trained  nurse  had  packed 
a  case  of  simple  household  remedies  and 
first-aid  supplies. 

A  heavy  package  was  set  carefully  on 
the  low  table  before  her.  She  fairly 
squealed  with  delight.  It  was  a  portable 
typewriter,  from  Miriam  Tolliver  Snead 
and  the  rest  of  her  friends  in  the  two 
shacks  at  the  camp.  Miriam  had  written 
to  them  every  one. 

She  was  invited  to  sit  down  on  the 
floor  and  open  another  package.  Fitted 
snugly  into  a  box  was  an  abundant  supply 
of  tacks,  nails,  screws  of  all  sizes,  screw- 
driver, gimlet,  hammer  and  saw. 

"You  will  need  them  all  some  time  or 
other,"  she  was  assured  with  much  laugh- 
ter. 

Finally  everything  had  been  opened 
and  admired.  Sally  Jo  tried  to  thank  the 
givers,  but  when  she  almost — not  quite — 
broke  down,  they  stopped  her  and  poked 
in  some  fun  until  everybody  was  laugh- 
ing again.  It  would  be  a  pity  to  spoil  it 
with  tears.  It  was  a  happy,  memorable 
evening  for  Sally  Jo. 

An  evening  a  week  later  she  had  a  visit 
from  a  class  of  boys  in  the  church.  They 
were  big  boys,  really  young  men,  whom 
she  had  taught  in  Sunday  school  for  two 
summers  during  her  vacations.  There  was 
no  one  else  who  was  willing  to  substitute 
when  their  regular  teacher  was  absent,  so 


she  took  them. 

With  boyish  speeches  they  informed 
her  that  they  did  not  wish  to  be  forgotten 
when  she  went  down  there  to  the  red- 
skins, so  they  were  presenting  her  with  a 
little  souvenir.  Two  of  their  number  then 
walked  in  carrying  a  large  and  beautiful 
wardrobe  trunk,  exactly  what  she  wanted. 
In  one  of  the  compartments  was  a  letter 
signed  by  them  all,  promising  to  pray 
for  her. 

The  town  was  talking  about  it.  It  was 
an  accepted  fact  that  Sarah  Josephine 
Brenton  was  going  to  be  a  missionary. 
Little  gifts  came  in  almost  every  week, 
but  there  was  not  enough  money  to  pay 
for  her  passage  yet.  The  mission  people 
were  delighted  with  her  progress  and  ad- 
vised her  to  write  and  make  arrangements 
for  her  stateroom. 

The  day  she  intended  to  do  so,  she 
received  a  letter  from  Mr.  Warrick.  It 
was  brief  and  business-like.  He  wanted  to 
have  a  part  in  helping  her  in  her  worthy 
enterprise,  and  he  enclosed  his  check  for 
one  hundred  dollars.  That  settled  it.  Sally 
Jo  wrote  to  the  steamship  company.  She 
was  to  go  with  two  other  new  mission- 
aries, a  man  and  his  wife. 

About  this  time  there  was  a  little  oc- 
currence that  Sally  Jo  knew  had  no  bear- 
ing on  her  going,  but  there  were  those 
who  suggested  that  it  had.  Edward  Bar- 
nett  was  recalled  from  the  branch  office. 

He  had  never  answered  the  letter  that 
Sally  Jo  had  written  him  soon  after  her 
mother's  death.  In  her  letter  the  girl  had 
not  mentioned  love,  but  had  very  briefly 
and  simply  told  him  that  she  was  sure 
God  was  calling  her  to  a  life  of  service 
for  Him,  and  as  they  did  not  see  these 
things  in  the  same  light,  she  felt  it  was 
better  to  end  the  correspondence.  She 
thanked  him  for  his  kindness  and  friend- 
ship. 

She  had  not  had  a  line  from  him  in 
reply,  nor  had  she  seen  him  once  in  the 
years  she  had  been  in  the  training  school. 
He  had  taken  her  at  her  word,  and  ful- 
filled her  expressed  wish  that  they  might 
be  able  to  forget  each  other. 

For  weeks  after  she  wrote  him,  deep 
down  in  her  heart  she  hoped  for  some 
little  friendly  greeting,  but  there  was 
none.  It  hurt  her,  and  she  was  vexed  at 
her  own  contradictoriness.  But  for  more 
than  a  year  she  had  ceased  even  to  think 
of  him.  He  had  been  in  town  now  for 
nearly  a  month,  but  their  pathways  never 
crossed. 

(To  be  Continued) 

Who*  Great  Men  Say  About  the 
Bible 

The  Word  of  God  tends  to  make  large- 
minded,  nobleminded  men. — Henry  Ward 
Beecher. 

There  is  not  a  boy  or  a  girl,  all  Chris- 
tendom through,  whose  lot  is  not  made 
better  by  this  great  Book. — Theodore 
Parker. 


July,  1941 


[Page  33] 


MORE  THAN  HIS  SHARE 

(Continued  from  page  10) 

that  he  was  tired,  too." 

"What  is  this  you  say,  child?  Come 
here,  I  do  not  understand,"  and  the  kind 
man  caught  eagerly,  as  ever,  at  what 
seemed  to  be  a  justification  of  an  offense. 

Blossom  went  to  him;  he  put  his  hand 
tenderly  on  her  shoulder,  and  turned  up 
her  pale,  anxious  face  toward  his.  How 
Call  he  seemed!  and  he  was  President  of 
the  United  States,  too.  A  dim  thought  of 
this  kind  passed  for  a  moment  through 
Blossom's  mind;  but  she  told  her  simple 
and  straightforward  story  and  handed  Mr. 
Lincoln  Bennie's  letter  to  read. 

He  read  it  carefully;  then,  taking  up 
his  pen,  wrote  a  few  hasty  lines  and  rang 
his  bell. 

The  President  then  turned  to  the  girl 
and  said:  "Go  home,  my  child,  and  tell 
that  father  of  yours,  who  could  approve 
his  country's  sentence,  even  when  it  took 
the  life  of  a  child  like  that,  that  Abraham 
Lincoln  thinks  the  life  far  too  precious 
to  be  lost.  Go  back,  or  wait  until  to- 
morrow; Bennie  will  need  a  change  after 
he  has  so  bravely  faced  death;  he  shall  go 
with  you." 

"God  bless  you,  sir,"  said  Blossom;  and 
who  shall  doubt  that  God  heard  and  regis- 
tered the  request? 

Two  days  after  this  interview,  the 
young  soldier  came  to  the  White  House 
with  his  little  sister.  He  was  called  into 
the  President's  private  room,  and  a  strap 
fastened  upon  his  shoulder.  Mr.  Lincoln 
then  said:  "The  soldier  that  could  carry 
a  sick  comrade's  baggage  and  die  so  un- 
complainingly deserves  well  of  his  coun- 
try." Then  Bennie  and  Blossom  took  their 
way  to  their  Green  Mountain  home.  A 
crowd  gathered  at  the  Mill  depot  to  wel- 
come them  back;  and  as  Farmer  Owen's 
hand  grasped  that  of  his  boy,  tears  flowed 
down  his  cheeks,  and  he  was  heard  to  say 
fervently,  "The  Lord  be  praised." 


State  Superintendents  of  Sunday 
Schools  and  Y.   P.   E's 

ALABAMA:  T.  G.  Pearson,  Box  97,  Pratt  City, 
Ala. 

ARIZONA:   Ray  T.  Hill,  Box   503,  Bisbee,  Ariz. 

ARKANSAS:  Oscar  L.  May,  4618  W.  29th  St., 
Little   Rock,   Ark. 

CALIFORNIA:   Lula  V.  Milam,  El  Centre,  Calif. 

CONNECTICUT,  NEW  JERSEY,  PENNSYL- 
VANIA, RHODE  ISLAND:  D.  N.  Lykens,  Rt.  2, 
Williamsburg,    Pa. 

FLORIDA:  Lewis  Willis,  Box  844,  Avon  Park, 
Fla. 

GEORGIA:    Roy   Douglas,    Box   782,   Macon,    Ga. 
IDAHO:    Alex   J.    Duncan,   Lewiston,    Idaho. 

IOWA,  NEBRASKA:  Mrs.  J.  L.  Goins,  327  N. 
First   St.,    Oskaloosa,    Iowa. 

ILLINOIS:  Leonard  Newton,  1117  N.  Monroe 
St.,    Johnston   City,    111. 

INDIANA:  H.  E.  Dietz,  342  S.  Meredian  St., 
Jasonville,    Ind. 

KANSAS:  Mrs.  Anna  Volk,  1705  Spruce  St., 
Coffeyville,   Kansas. 

KENTUCKY:  Cecil  Bridges,  146  Cotter  Ave., 
Somerset,    Ky. 

LOUISIANA:  Charles  W.  Conn,  3  302  Polk  St., 
Monroe,    La. 


MAINE,  NEW  HAMPSHIRE,  VERMONT,  and 
MASSACHUSETTS:  Joel  D.  Brown,  83  Com  St., 
Augusta,    Me. 

MARYLAND,  DELAWARE,  WASHINGTON, 
D.  C,  EAST  VIRGINIA:  Alva  Mae  McClure,  607 
South    St.,    Easton,    Md. 

MISSISSIPPI:  Arlie  M.  Dorman,  1108  River 
Ave.,     Hattiesburg,     Miss. 

MISSOURI:  Raymond  E.  Hall,  Vallcs  Mines, 
Mo. 

MINNESOTA,  WISCONSIN:  Violette  M.  Olson, 
Box   486,   Herman,   Minn. 

MONTANA:  William  Pospisil,  Denton,  Mont. 

MICHIGAN:  Mae  Corey,  729  Blaine,  Detroit, 
M.eh. 

NEW  JERSEY:  John  Josephsen,  311  Wyoming 
Ave.,    Absecon,   N.    J. 

NEW  MEXICO:  H.lton  Vail,  Box  226,  Hot 
Springs.    N.    Mex. 

N.  CAROLINA:  Ralph  WilUams,  Box  2581. 
Charlotte,    N.    C. 

OHIO:  Wiley  W.  Miller,  209  Cereal  Ave., 
Hamilton,    Ohio. 

OKLAHOMA:  Archie  F.  McWilliams,  Box  1036, 
Maud,    Okla. 

OREGON:   Vida  C.  Jackson,  Silverton,  Ore. 

S.  CAROLINA:  Wm.  P.  Statlings,  Box  804, 
Greenville,    S.    C. 

TENNESSEE:  C.  J.  Hindmon,  2220  Magnolia 
Ave.,    Cleveland,    Tenn. 

TEXAS:  Vessie  D.  Hargrave,  Box  213,  Weather- 
ford,  Tex. 

WASHINGTON:  Miss  Io  Garlit,  Box  1513, 
Yakima,   Wash. 


Contestants  For  Bible  School 
Scholarship 

Herman    Clark,    Jr.,    Sevierville,    Tenn. 
Doris  Parrish,   1059  33rd  Ave.,  Tampa,  Fla. 
Carroll  James,   Rt.   2,  Box   91,   Forrest  City,  Ark. 
Clyde    Case,    7    Pelzer    St.,    Monoghan    Mill,    Green- 
ville,   S.    C. 
George    Campbell,    Steelville,     Mo. 
Ralph    E.  Williams,  Box  2  581,  Charlotte,  N.  C. 
Mrs.  Earl  Roupe,  Rt.  3,  Box   176,  Uniontown,  Pa. 

Silver  Lining 

A  book  of  57  beautiful  poems.  An  in- 
expensive gift  for  your  friend.  Price  2  5  c. 
Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905  Park- 
er St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

HOME  SCENES 
When  we  wrote  the  play,  "Home 
Scenes,"  we  had  in  mind  the  closing  of 
Vacation  Bible  Schools.  On  the  last 
Saturday  night  of  the  school  let  the  chil- 
dren have  their  program,  and  Sunday 
night  put  on  a  parents'  program  and  use 
this  play.  It  is  the  picture  of  two  homes. 
One  young  couple  starts  out  in  life  to 
make  Christ  the  foundation  for  their 
home  and  it  has  a  very  beautiful  ending. 
The  other  couple  builds  on  a  sandy  foun- 
dation and  the  evening  of  life  is  very 
sad.  It  is  a  sermon  within  itself.  Order 
this  play  and  use  in  connection  with 
your  school.  Price  25c. 

Order  from 

ALDA   B.  HARRISON 

2905  Parker  St. 

Cleveland,  Tennessee 


PLAYS 


THE  UNBROKEN  CIRCLE 
By  E.  E.  Coleman 


Mountain  Peaks  of  Experience 

or 

The  Story  of  My  Life 

Price   2  5c 

Listen,  young  people!  The  Y.  P.  E.  or 
person  who  sends  in  the  largest  number 
of  orders  for  Mountain  Peaks  of  Experi- 
ence will  receive  a  nice  cash  prize  of 
$10.00.  We  must  have  another  5  00  or- 
ders to  pay  the  Publishing  House.  When 
we  reach  the  five  hundred  mark,  the 
prize  will  be  given. 

Now  really,  honestly,  young  people, 
don't  you  want  to  help  me  just  a  little  to 
lift  this  burden?  1  thank  you  now  for 
your  help. 

I  can  hear  you  say,  "Oh,  that  will  be 
easy  out  of  the  many  readers  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway,"  but  if  every  one  de- 
pends on  the  other,  it  will  be  impossible. 
So  send  in  your  order  now  and  be  one  of 
the  five  hundred. 

Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905 
Parker   St.,   Cleveland,    Tenn. 

New  Gideons 

Mrs.     Julia     Alverson,     Trafford,     Ala. 

Mrs.     Otis     Smith,     Sparta,     Tenn. 

Ruth    Roberts.    Saltville,    Va. 

Ruby    Lee    Mimbs,    Adrian,    Ga. 

Mrs.    Henry    Mills,    Bessemer,    Ala. 

Paul    A.    Stargel,    Westminster,    S.    C. 

M.    C.    Lee,    Vinemont,    Ala. 

Harold    Bjorgan,    Consul,    Sask.,    Can. 

Mrs.    Marie    Roberts,    Detroit,    Mich. 

John   Patterson,    Jr.,    Louisville,    Ky. 

Velda    Harvey.    Wapato,    Wash. 

Herbert    Vestby,    Washington,    D.    C. 

J.    B.    Ellis,    Jr.,    Linden,    Fla. 

H.    M.    Braziel,    Enigma.    Ga. 

Myron    Beard,    Shaw,     Miss. 

Mrs.    J.    T.    McLendon,    St.    Paula,    N.    C. 

Tommie    Morgan,    LaFrance,    S.    C. 

Elbert     P.     Burrow,     Lynchburg,     Va. 

Mrs.    Arthur    Day.    Wilcoe,    W.    Va. 

Mrs.    Dollie    Cercy,    Doctors    Inlet,    Fla. 

Mrs.    Johnie    Wayne    Fretts,    Soddy,    Tenn. 

BUI    Landom,    Hogansville,    Ga. 

Mable    Lopez,    Chokoloskee,    Fla. 

Mary    Anderson,    Georgetown,    S.    C. 

Joel    Davis,    Phenix    City,    Ala. 

Mrs.    S.    C.    Daniel,    Atlanta,    Ga. 

Pauline    Hancock,    Dover,    Ark. 

V.    E.    Sears,    Grand    Ledge,    Mich. 

Evelyn     Salmon,    Visalia,    Calif. 

Evandean  Bailey,   Carrier  Mills,   111. 

T.    M.    Bowen,    Hickory,    N.    C. 

Juanita    Gilbert,    Big    Spring,    Tex. 

Grace    Churchman,    Iowa    Park,    Texas 

Mrs.    J.    R.    Kitchen,    Chelsea,    Ala. 

To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  toll  of  TH1 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  $1.00  in  thirt> 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll  You  may  ordei 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  on. 
of  the  number  who  is  going  to  put  THE  LIGHT 
ED  PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?  Read 
the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 

THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY 

Devoted  to   the   general   welfare  and  spiritual 

uplift  of  our  young  people 

everywhere 

Published   Monthly  at  the 

CHURCH  OF  GOD  PUBLISHING 

HOUSE 

Cleveland,    Tennessee 


A  SEARCH  IN  VAIN 
By  Verlene  McCoy 
Order  from  Lighted  Pathway,  Cleve- 
land, Tenn.   Price  25c  each. 


ALDA  B.   HARRISON,   Editor 
Cleveland,    Tennessee 

SUBSCRIPTION  RATE 

Single  subscription,  per  year £1.00 

Rolls  of   14 jll.00 

Entered  as  2nd  class  mail  matter  at  Post 
Office,   Cleveland,    Tenn. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Chief  Justice  Hughes  said  that  the 
people  of  the  United  States  "are  engaged 
in  harnessing  our  national  power  for  the 
defense  of  our  way  of  life,"  but  that  this 
way  of  life  "is  worth  while  only  because 
it  is  the  pathway  of.  the  just." 

Addressing  the  annual  session  of  the 
American  Law  Institute,  the  chief  justice 
pointed  out  that  "the  lamps  of  justice  are 
dimmed  or  have  wholly  gone  out  in  many 
parts  of  the  earth,  but  these  lights  are 
still  shining  brightly  here." 

Education  in  England 

Education  will  not  be  without  a  place 
in  post-war  England.  Plans  for  maintain- 
ing its  high  standard  of  instruction  after 
the  war  are  already  underway  by  Eng- 
land's Board  of  Education. 

In  Germany  children  have  been  forced 
to  leave  school  at  the  age  of  thirteen  to 
work  in  war  industries  and  agricultural 
pursuits.  After  having  been  inured  in 
Nazi  political  and  racial  theories,  it  is 
felt  by  English  educators  that  Ger- 
many's post-war  generation  will  be  unfit 
for  living  on  equal  terms,  or  discussing 
post-war  problems,  with  the  youth  of 
civilized    nations. — Supreme   Council. 

Silent  Prayer  When  Big  Ben  Sounds 

One  minute  of  silent  prayer  is  observed 
daily  in  Great  Britain  at  9:00  p.  m. 
while  Big  Ben  strikes,  and  the  sound  is 
carried  by  radio  over  the  nation  and 
world. — Religious  News  Service. 

2,659    English    Churches    Destroyed 

Besides  serious  damage  done  to  Canter- 
bury, St.  Paul's,  Coventry,  Westminster 
Cathedral,  City  Temple  and  Westmin- 
ster Chapel,  more  than  2,5  00  other 
church  properties  of  all  denominations 
have  been  wholly  or  partially  destroyed 
by  air  raids. — Religious  News  Service. 

Chungking. — Overseas  Chinese  show 
their  loyalty  to  Free  China  by  sending 
immense  sums  "home"  for  relief.  They 
have  contributed  no  less  than  $294,000,- 
000  for  this  purpose  during  the  wartime 
period  July,  1937,  to  October,  1940. 
Singapore  heads  the  list  with  $12  5,000,- 
000  and  next  in  order  come  Netherlands 
East  Indies  $37,000,000,  New  York  $36,- 
000,000,  Philippines  $26,000,000,  and 
San  Francisco  $14,000,000. 

A  youth  who  is  any  account  at  all  can 
go  to  college.  A  twenty-year-old  North 
Carolina  State  College  sophomore  of 
Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  who  has  paid  for  a  ma- 
jor part  of  his  education  by  playing  nurse- 


maid to  other  people's  babies,  now  has 
high  hopes  of  putting  his  service  on  a 
nation-wide  basis.  He  is  a  manly  fellow. 
He  weighs  about  180  pounds  and  stands 
almost  six  feet  tall.  He  is  athletic,  blond 
and  good  looking. 

He  is  now  negotiating  with  officials  of 
a  telegraph  company  which  has  indicated 
it  might  be  interested  in  adding  baby- 
tending  to  its  varied  functions. 

New  York. — Prison  sentences  of  ten 
months  each  have  been  imposed  on  two 
Presbyterian  missionaries  in  Korea  for 
allegedly  removing  "god  shrines"  from 
the  homes  of  their  servants.  Fifteen  Pres- 
byterian, one  Methodist  and  three  Cana- 
dian Presbyterian  missionaries,  arrested 
for  promoting  the  World  Day  of  Prayer, 
have  been  released,  it  was  stated,  accord- 
ing to  the  Board  of  Foreign  Missions  of 
the  Presbyterian  Church  in  the  U.  S.  A. 

Changhai. — The  China  Bible  House  re- 
cently shipped  five  and  a  half  tons  of 
Scriptures  to  Rangoon,  whence  they  are 
expected  to  find  their  way  to  West 
China.  Five  tons  have  also  been  sent  to 
the  northwest.  A  contribution  of  $2,000 
has  been  received  from  the  Generalissimo, 
Chiang    Kai-shek. — Christian    Advocate. 

London  reports  that  Nazi  bombs 
dropped  over  the  British  Isles  since  the 
start  of  the  war  have  to  date  damaged 
2,659  churches  of  all  denominations,  ac- 
cording to  a  survey  made  here.  In  addi- 
tion to  these,  108  vicarages,  304  church 
halls,  23  6  church  schools  and  thirty-six 
convents  have  been  wrecked.  The  Church 
of  the  Pilgrim  Fathers  at  Southwark,  ded- 
icated to  the  Londoners — many  of  them 
members  of  the  congregation — who  sailed 
to  America  on  the  Mayflower  in  1620, 
was  demolished  in  a  recent  air  raid.  A 
pulpit  Bible  containing  the  signatures  of 
English  and  American  preachers  who  de- 
livered the  annual  Pilgrim  Fathers  ser- 
mon was  destroyed  by  fire. 

There  are  many  things  in  the  United 
States  that  are  very  wrong,  and  are  in 
serious  need  of  correction,  but  there  are 
at  least  5  00,000,000  people  in  the  world 
who  would  give  anything  within  their 
power  to  have  our  chance  to  live  in  this 
land,  in  spite  of  those  evils  against  which 
we  complain. — Roy  L.  Smith. 

The  national  crime  bill  is  the  tax  we 
pay  for  not  doing  more  in  the  field  of  re- 
ligious education. — Horace  S.  Smith,  At- 
lanta,  Ga. 

We  have  given  only  pennies  to  further 


the  cause  of  Christ  across  the  seas.  Now' 
we  are  pouring  out  billions  to  protect  our- 
selves from  a  pagan  way  of  life  which 
threatens  the  whole  world. — W.  O.  Batts, 
Columbia,  Tenn. 

When  Hamlin  and  Goodell  went  to 
Constantinople  as  Christian  missionaries, 
the  sultan  issued  a  decree  that  they  must 
leave  Turkey  within  two  weeks  or  for- 
feit  their  lives. 

Hamlin  said  to  Goodell:  "Well,  we 
have  made  a  long  trip  in  vain.  We  will 
have  to  pack  up  and  go."  "But,"  replied 
Goodell,  "we  have  not  consulted  the  Sul- 
tan of  the  skies."  They  spent  the  night 
in  prayer.  The  next  day  the  sultan 
dropped  dead  in  his  palace,  and  that  de- 
cree has  not  been  heard  of  since.  Roberts 
College,  crowning  the  heights  of  the 
beautiful  Bosporus,  stands  as  a  monument 
to  the  faith  of  these  two  men  of  God. 

Evidence  accumulates  that  more  Jews 
are  showing  serious  interest  in  the  Gospel 
than  for  some  time  and  that  there  are 
more  conversions  among  them.  However, 
this  statement  about  the  Polish  Jews  is 
the  first  sign  of  anything  like  a  mass 
movement  among  Jewish  people  any- 
where that  we  have  seen,  and  we  quote 
it  as  it  appeared  in  an  exchange: 

The  Polish  Jew,  crushed  to  the  ground, 
is  crying  out  in  agony  to  God  for  the 
coming  of  the  Messiah.  A  great  Messianic 
movement  has  sprung  up  in  Polish  Jew- 
ry. It  is  utterly  without  a  parallel  in 
Jewish  history.  A  Messianic  movement 
without  a  Messiah!  In  the  past  they  al- 
ways had  a  false  Messiah  to  start  a  Mes- 
sianic movement.  Not  this  time. — The 
Presbyterian. 

A  Greek  Theological  professor  said: 
The  Greeks  are  a  nation  with  deep  re- 
ligious feeling,  a  nation  that  deeply  loves 
its  country  and  its  freedom.  The  old 
story  of  David  and  Goliath  is  coming 
true  again.  Our  forces  and  the  whole 
Greek  nation  are  deeply  convinced  that 
we  are  fighting  a  holy  war,  not  only  for 
our  freedom,  but  also  for  justice  and  for 
the  ideals  of  Christian  humanism.  Even 
indifferent  people  have  been  won  for  the 
faith  by  this  war.  The  state  radio  station 
broadcasts  not  only  the  services  on  all 
church  festivals,  but  also  other  sermons 
in  the  church,  even  the  addresses  of  the 
preachers  of  the  Zoe  Home  Missionary 
Movement.  Not  only  are  the  regular 
preachers  fulfilling  their  duty  faithful- 
ly at  the  front  and  everywhere,  but  offi- 
cers and  military  doctors  often  become 
preachers  of  the  Word  of  God  on  many 
Sundays! 


I  ! 

I  %he  Call  to  dFlrms  \ 

*  * 

Patrick  Henry  has  been  called     the  tongue  of   the   Revolution,"   and   this   speech 

*  brought  about  more  far-reaching   results  than  perhaps  any  one  speech  in  our  history.  J 

*  Irritated  by  the  timidity  of  certain  conservative  members  in  the  Revolutionary  Con-  £ 
J  vention,    meeting    in    St.    John's   Church    in    Richmond,  Mr.   Henry  jumped  to  his  feet  J 

t  and  delivered  his  fiery  oration  extemporaneously.  * 

*  k 

*  By  the  time  he  was  through,  the  delegates  were  trembling  with  excitement     and  * 

J  began  to  shout:  "To  arms!  To  arms!"  The  speech  resulted  in  more  vigorous  resistence  i 

+  to  King  George  III,  not  only  in  Virginia  but  throughout  the  colonies.  £ 

*  "Mr.  President,  it  is  natural  to  man  to   indulge   in   the   illusions  of  hope.    We  are  * 

*  apt  to  shut  our  eyes  against  a  painful  truth.    Is  this  the  part  of  wise  men,  engaged  in  * 
a  great  and  arduous  struggle  for   liberty?    Are  we  disposed  to  be  of  the  number  of 

*  those,  who,  having  eyes,  see  not,  and  having  ears,  hear  not,  the  things  which  so  near-  * 

*  ly  concern  their  temporal  salvation?  For  my  part,  whatever  anguish  of  spirit  it  may  * 
J  cost,  I  am  willing  to  know  the  whole  truth;  to  know  the  worst,  and  to  provide  for  it.  * 
J  "I   have  but  one  lamp  by  which  my  feet  are  guided;  and  that  is  the  lamp  of  ex- 

*  perience.    I   know  of  no  way  of  judging   the  future  but  by  the  past.  Let  us  not,   I  be-  J 

*  seech  you,  sir,  deceive  ourselves  longer.  Sir,  we  have  done  everything  that  could  be  J 
f  done  to  avert  the  storm  which  is  now  coming  on.  We  have  petitioned;  we  have  re-  * 
J  monstrated;  we  have  supplicated;  we  have  prostrated  ourselves  before  the  throne,  J 
^  and  have  implored  its  interposition  to  arrest  the  tyrannical  hands  of  the  ministry  * 
J  and  Parliament.  Our  petitions  have  been  slighted;  our  remonstrances  have  produced  * 
$  additional  violence  and  insult;  our  supplications  have  been  disregarded;  and  we  have  * 
±  been  spurned,  with  contempt,  from  the  foot  of  the  throne!  In  vain,  after  these  things,  J 
J  may  we  indulge  the  fond  hope  of  peace  and  reconciliation.  There  is  no  longer  any  * 
^  room  for  hope.  If  we  wish  to  be  free,  if  we   mean  to  preserve  inviolate  those  inestima-  * 

*  ble  privileges  for  which  we  have  been  so  long  contending,  if  we  mean  not  basely  to  * 


$  abandon  the  noble  struggle  in  which  we  have  been  so  long  engaged,   and  which  we  • 


*  have  pledged  ourselves  never  to  abandon  until  the  glorious  object  of  our  contest  shall  • 

*  be  obtained,  we  must  fight!  I  repeat  it,  sir,  we  must  fight!  An  appeal  to  arms  and  to  • 
5  the  God  of  Hosts  in  all  that  is  left  us!  • 

*  * 
J                              "They  tell  us,  sir,  that  we  are  weak — unable  to  cope  with  so  formidable  an  ad-  J 

$  versary.  But  when  shall  we  be  stronger?  Will   it  be  the  next  week,  or  the  next  year?  $ 

*  Will  it  be  when  we  are  totally  disarmed?  Shall  we  acquire  the  means  of  effectual  re-  * 
$  sistance  by  lying  supinely  on  our  backs  and  hugging   the  delusive  phantom  of  hope,  * 

J  until   our   enemies   shall   have   bound   us   hand  and  foot?  * 

*  • 
J                              "Sir,  we  are  not  weak  if  we  make  a  proper  use  of  those  means  which   the  God  of  $ 

5  nature  has  placed  in  our  power.  Three  millions  of  people  armed  in  the  holy  cause  of  $ 

J  liberty,  and  in  such  a  country  as  that  which  we    possess,   are    invincible    by   any   force  * 

J  which  our  enemy  can  send  against  us.   Besides,     sir,     we  shall  not  fight  our  battles  * 

J  alone.  There  is  a  just  God  who  presides  over   the  destinies  of   nations,   and   who  will  * 

$  raise  up  friends  to  fight  our  battles  for  us.    The  battle,  sir,  is  not  to  the  strong  alone;  * 

$  it  is  to  the  vigilant,  the  active,  the  brave.  * 

■¥■  * 

J                              "It  is  in  vain,  sir,  to  extenuate  the  matter.   Gentlemen   may  cry,   'Peace,   peace' —  * 

*  but   there   is   no  peace.   The  war   is  actually  begun!  Our  brethren  are  already  in  the  * 

*  field!  Why  stand  we  here  idle?  What  is  it  that  gentlemen  wish?  What  would  they  * 
J  have?  Is  life  so  dear,  or  peace  so  sweet,  as  to  be  purchased  at  the  price  of  chains  and  * 
J  slavery?  Forbid  it,  almighty  God!  I  know  not  what  course  others  may  take,  but  as  for  J 
i  me,  give  me  liberty  or  give  me  death!"  $ 


* 
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s  journeyings  may  see  the  home- 

For  storms  break  swift  on  smiling  seas  and  quickly 

strike  the  gale. 
God.  let  me  keep  the  Lighthouse  that  for  no  hour  may 

fail. 


*imfe&$^$£k» 


Thy  Word  is  a  Light  Unto  My  Path" 


Psa.    119:1.05 
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ssage 


skin    it    is    very 
draw    blood,    it 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

There  is  a  little  word  with  an  awful 
meaning  in  the  Bible  that  I  want  to  write 
to  you  about  in  this  message.  You  will 
find  that  word  in  Songs  of  Sol.  8:6.  Solo- 
mon must  have  known  about  it,  because 
he  was  the  wisest  man 
that  lived  in  his  time 
and  when  one  stands 
out  above  the  crowd 
in  any  way  there  are 
always  those  who  are 
jealous  of  him  or  her. 
Solomon  says,  "Jeal- 
ousy is  cruel  as  the 
grave,  the  coals  there- 
"i  of  are  coals  of  fire!" 
,."  Oh,  how  true  this  is. 
"Jealousy  may  be 
compared  to  Indian 
arrows,  so  envenomed 
that  if  they  prick  the 
dangerous;  but  if  they 
is  irrecoverably  deadly. 
The  first  motions  that  arise  from  this 
root  of  bitterness  have  their  evil  effects, 
but  where  the  disease  progresses,  it  poi- 
sons all  our  comforts,  and  throws  us 
headlong  into  the  most  tragical  resolu- 
tions."— Wesley. 

For  your  benefit,  I  am  giving  you  a 
little  story  written  by  Irene  Grav,  Ft. 
Mvers,  Fla.  It  will  give  you  just  a 
glimpse  of  what  I  am  trying  to  bring 
to  you.  Irene  sent  this  in  quite  awhile 
ago  and  I  am  just  now  impressed  to  use 
it.  The  title  of  this  story  is  "Ivy's  Best." 
Here  it  is: 

As  the  last  note  of  the  golden  voice 
died  away,  Doris  looked  directly  at  the 
audience  and  smiled — that  particular 
Doris  smile  that  seemed  to  include  every 
one.  She  had  just  finished  singing,  "At 
the  End  of  a  Perfect  Day"  at  the  Glee 
Club.  Everyone  was  clapping  noisily  for 
another  song  but  the  tall  slender  girl 
shook  her  head  and  walked  back  to  her 
seat. 

Ivy  touched  her  hand,  "It  was  love- 
ly, Doris.  You  sing  beautifully."  Doris 
smiled  her  appreciation. 

Doris  and  Ivy  were  in  high  school  to- 
gether and  were  the  best  of  friends.  Doris 
was  slim  with  blonde  curls  and  a  spark- 
ling personality.  But  Ivy  was  a  short, 
plump  brunette,  two  years  older  than 
Doris,  although  they  were  in  the  same 
class.  Ivy  was  a  quiet,  brown-eyes  girl 
with  a  serene,  peaceful  face.  They  were 
friends  from  childhood  and  they  lived 
next  door  to  each  other. 

Doris  loved  being  before  the  public. 
She  liked  to  sing.  She  liked  to  speak  to 
groups  of  students,  and  could  without 
the  least  embarrassment.  She  taught  a 
class  of     younger     girls     in  her  Sunday 


school  and  enjoyed  every  minute  of  it. 
She  was  active  in  the  young  people's  work 
of  the  church,  being  glad  and  willing  to 
lead  the  meetings  any  time.  Doris  loved 
and    enjoyed    crowds    of    people. 

Ivy  was  too  shy  to  enjoy  the  crowds 
but  she  liked  people  and  wanted  to  talk 
to  them  one  at  a  time.  She  would  ask  one 
friend  to  visit  her,  then  they  would 
shut  themselves  up  in  Ivy's  room  and 
talk.  Ivy  always  managed  to  give  each 
person  that  talked  to  her  some  of  that 
quiet  peace  to  take  away  with  them.  Ivy 
listened  to  the  problems  as  well  as  the 
joys  of  her  classmates  because  other  girls 
seemed  to  want  to  share  them  with  her. 
In  her  church  work  she  was  elected  ad- 
viser for  the  young  people,  although 
she  was  no  older  than  the  rest  of  them. 
Ivy  always  suggested  taking  all  the  prob- 
lems and  troubles  to  God  each  time 
someone  brought  her  a  new  one. 

One  Sunday  the  minister  suggested 
that  they  turn  the  services  the  next  Sun- 
day completely  over  to  the  young  people. 
He  said,  "Doris,  I  want  you  to  make  a 
talk  next  Sunday  in  place  of  my  sermon. 


Don't 

Don't  think  you're  beautiful  without 

If  you   are   vile   within; 
Don't  travel  on   the   road  of  doubt 

And  hope  in  life  to  win; 
Don't  see  the  pleasures  of  the  earth 

And   hope   to   gain   a   crown; 
Don't  think  you'll  live  a   life  of  worth 

While   evil   has  you   down. 

Don't  think  you're  noble  and  sublime 

If  you  are  full  of  pride; 
Don't  hope  in   life  to  rise  and  climb 

By   drifting    with    the    tide; 
Don't  stop  because  the  way  seems  closed 

That   leads  to  heaven's  height; 
Don't  go  the  way  that's  least  opposed 

And  think  you're  going  right. 

Don't  think  you're  making  great  success 
Because    you're    getting    rich; 

Don't  think  because  you're  in  distress 
You're  down  in  failure's  ditch; 

Don't  go  the  way  you  know  is  wrong 
And  think  you'll  win   the  race; 

Don't   think   because  you're   with   the 
throng 

You've  found   in  life  your  place. 

Don't  think  with   habits  that  are  vile 

You'll   climb   the   hill   of   fame; 
Don't  think  because  a  wrong's  in  style 

It  cannot  hurt  your  name; 
Don't  think  with  hatred  in  your  heart 

That    you    are    heaven    bound; 
Don't    stop    for    persecution's    dart 

If  God   and   truth   you've   found. 

— Walter   E.    Isenhour. 


I  think  you  are  capable  after  listening 
to  your  talks  in  the  young  people's  meet- 
ings." 

"Thank  you,  Reverend  Mead,"  Doris 
answered  graciously.  "I  shall  be  glad  to 
do  my  best." 

Doris  worked  all  week  on  her  talk,  re- 
writing and  revising.  She  asked  Ivy  for 
her  help  and  opinions. 

During  the  talk  Doris  gave  the  Sun- 
day night,  Ivy  sat  quietly  listening,  but 
her  mind  was  in  a  turmoil.  She  had  found 
herself  to  be  resentful  of  the  praise  show- 
ered upon  Doris.  After  church  when  ev- 
ery one  was  congratulating  Doris,  Ivy 
was  bitterly  jealous. 

For  several  weeks  Ivy  was  cool  toward 
Doris  but  Doris  was  so  busy  and  happy 
she  never  noticed  the  change  in  Ivy. 

On  a  Tuesday  evening  at  prayer  meet- 
ing and  choir  practice,  the  minister  arose 
and  announced,  "I  have  been  elected  by 
all  of  the  young  people  of  our  church  and 
Sunday  school  to  say  a  few  words  to  a 
certain  young  lady  in  our  presence.  I  am 
speaking  to  Ivy,  our  young  people's 
adviser.  The  young  people  want  me  to 
tell  you  that  you  have  given  them  more 
help  than  any  other  adviser.  You  have 
helped  them  solve  their  problems  by  giv- 
ing them  individual  help  and  attention, 
and  they  appreciate  it  very  much." 

Ivy's  heart  was  bursting  with  happi- 
ness but  her  tongue  was  tied.  She  could 
only  rise  and  say,  "Thank  you!" 

On  the  way  home  Ivy  took  Doris'  arm 
saying,  "Doris,  I  want  to  right  a  wrong 
I  did  you.  I  have  been  jealous  and  resent- 
ful of  your  talks  and  singing.  I  resented 
the  praise  people  gave  you.  But  it  isn't 
the  things  we  can't  do  that  we  should 
feel  badly  about,  T  have  found  out.  You 
can  talk  to  crowds  and  you  can  sing  to 
any  audience.  I  can't!  I  get  confused  and 
can't  think,  let  alone  talk.  But  I  can  talk 
to  one  person  in  the  privacy  of  my  room; 
I  can  share  another's  troubles.  You  can't 
do  that!  Each  and  every  one  of  us  are 
good  at  something,  and  we  should  try  our 
very  best  to  do  the  best  we  can  in  it." 

Doris'  hand  closed  on  Ivy's  under- 
standingly. 

Dear  ones:  As  you  see  someone  rise 
and  shine  for  the  Lord,  how  do  you  feel 
about  it?  As  you  see  him  stand  before 
an  audience  and  with  shining  face  pour 
out  a  gospel  message  in  song,  do  you  re- 
joice that  God  has  an  instrument  that 
He  can  use  for  His  glory?  As  you  see 
that  young  man  or  woman  stand  before 
an  audience  and  sway  them  with  a  gos- 
pel message,  does  it  thrill  your  soul  and 
can  you  say,  Thank  you,  Lord,  for  such 
an  instrument?  or  is  there  a  tinge  of 
jealousy  arises  in  your  heart  because  God 
(Continued  on  page  20) 
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end  of  this  street  and  turn  round  the 
corner  to  the  left.  Walk  right  up  that 
road  for  a  little  piece  and  you  will  see  her 


Sally  <Jo 


NOTE:  Any  one  desiring  the  previous 
chapters  of  this  story  may  send  5  c  per 
copy  of  back  issues.  The  story  began  in 
October  issue.  Space  forbids  our  giving  a 
synopsis. 

(Continued  from  last  issue) 

One  day  in  the  late  fall,  the  church 
visitor  asked  Sally  Jo  to  accompany  her 
on  a  visit  to  a  needy  family  whose  des- 
titution had  been  reported  to  the  church. 

"It  will  give  you  some  preparation  for 
your  mission  work,  Miss  Brenton,"  she 
urged. 

"All   right,"   Sally   Jo  agreed,    "I    will 

g°-" 

They  rode  to  the  end  of  the  trolley 
line,  and  took  a  bus  for  another  mile. 
Then  they  struck  away  from  the  high- 
way, and  following  directions,  they 
walked  until  they  reached  the  little  settle- 
ment known  as  Barker's  Hollow.  There 
had  been  a  mill  there  once,  but  it  had 
been  closed  for  years.  Most  of  the  houses 
were  merely  deserted  shacks,  but  here  and 
there  one  of  the  shabby,  box-like  struc- 
tures showed  signs  of  human  habitation. 
The  day  was  warm,  almost  summer-like. 
Some  very  dirty  children  played  in  a  pud- 
dle of  muddy  water  back  of  one  of  the 
larger  houses.  A  slatternly  woman  lounged 
on  a  doorstep,  and  the  voices  of  two  more 
women  could  be  heard  in  high-pitched 
arguments  in  one  of  the  other  houses. 

Extreme  poverty  was  visible  every- 
where, with  not  the  slightest  effort  to 
relieve  its  stark  ugliness. 

"Will  I  ever  see  anything  worse  than 
this?"  Sally  Jo  asked,  as  they  stood  for  a 
moment   studying  the  outlook. 

Miss  Gregg  shook  her  head.  "It's  pretty 
bad,  isn't  it?  I  wonder  how  we'll  find 
this  Mrs.  O'Leary.  I'm  going  to  ask  that 
woman  there." 

She  stepped  up  to  the  woman  in  the 
doorway,  who  had  been  watching  them 
curiously. 

"Will  you  tell  me  where  we  can  find 
Mrs.  O'Leary?" 

"Huh!  Her?  She's  no  'count,  I  can  tell 
you.  Are  you  friends  o'  hern?" 

"No,  not  exactly.  But  we  were  told 
she  was  sick." 

"Her,  she's  sick  all  the  time,  and  with 
such  a  passel  o'  kids  as  she's  got  it  ain't 
no  wonder.  I  was  just  tellin'  Mrs.  Brazzio 
a  little  minute  ago  that  I  don't  believe 
they  have  a  crumb  to  eat  in  the  house. 
They're  that  shiffless  that " 

"Can  you  tell  us,  please,  where  she 
lives?"  Miss  Gregg  interrupted  the  gos- 
siper. 

"Just  up  there  a  little  way.  Go  to  the 


house.  You  can  tell  it  by  the  big  red  gera- 
num.  I  suppose  she'll  have  it  sittin'  outside 
a  warm  afternoon  like  this.  Or  if  not,  it's 
sittin'  right  inside  the  window  where  ev- 
erybody can  see  it  plain.  She  sure  is  stuck 
on  that  red  geranum  somebody  give  her 
one  time.  You'd  think  she  had  enough  to 
do  takin'  care  o'  the  children  'thout  wast- 
in'  time  pettin'  up  a  plant.  It's  grow'd  so 
big  now  she's  planted  it  in  the  water 
bucket,  I'll  bet  the  only  one  they  got. 
Guess  it  was  leakin'  and  full  o'  holes 
anyhow." 

The  visitors  were  walking  away,  but 
she  kept  on.  "I  don't  know  what  you 
want  with  her,  but  I'm  tellin'  you  she's 
no  good.  She  thinks  she's  a  little  better 
than  the  rest  of  the  folks  in  this  town, 
but  she  ain't." 

"Did  you  ever  see  such  a  virago?"  Sally 
Jo  gasped  as  soon  as  they  were  out  of 
hearing. 

Miss  Gregg  laughed.  "Wasn't  she  a 
terror?  I'm  only  glad  she's  not  Mrs. 
O'Leary." 

"So  am  I.  That  red  geranium  has  rather 
drawn  me  to  Mrs.  O'Leary  before  I  see 
her.  But  perhaps  I'll  change  my  mind." 

"Yes,  you're  likely  to,"  the  church 
visitor  smiled   grimly. 

They  soon  turned  the  corner  indicated. 
A  little  farther  on  they  came  to  the 
house.  They  knew  it  at  once.  There  on  a 
weather-beaten  old  store  box  beside  the 
door  was  a  huge  geranium,  fairly  loaded 
down  with  gorgeous  red  blooms. 

"Isn't  it  beautiful!  I  don't  blame  Mrs. 
O'Leary  for  loving  it,  even  if  she  did 
take  the  water  bucket  to  plant  it  in," 
Sally  Jo  exclaimed.  "Let's  enjoy  it  a 
moment  before  we  go  in.  I  want  to  like 
Mrs.  O'Leary  a  few  minutes  more,  if  I 
can.  And  I  certainly  do  like  her.  She's  got 
the  only  beautiful  thing  in  the  place." 

"She's  got  the  only  clean  window  that 
I've  seen  so  far,"  Miss  Gregg   answered. 

They  knocked  on  the  door. 

"Who's  there?"  called  a  weak  voice. 
And  then,  "Come  on  in." 

There  was  a  patter  of  footsteps,  and 
the  door  was  opened  shyly  by  a  flaxen- 
haired  little  girl  of  four  or  five  years. 

They  entered  the  house  and  glanced 
around.  There  were  three  small  rooms, 
scantily  furnished  and  in  disorder,  but 
fairly  clean.  Through  the  doorway  of  one 
they  could  see  the  mother  lying  on  a 
shabby  bed.  The  little  child  who  let  them 
in  was  gazing  at  them  in  open-mouthed 
wonder. 


"Do  you  want  to  see  my  Mamma?  She's 
sick." 

"Yes,  dear,  we  came  to  see  your  Mam- 
ma." Miss  Gregg  drew  the  child  to  her  as 
they  walked  into  the  bedroom. 

They  found  a  little  wisp  of  a  woman 
showing  plainly  the  effects  of  undernour- 
ishment. They  inquired  about  her  illness. 
She  insisted  that  she  was  not  sick.  She 
had  had  a  very  bad  cold  but  it  was  gone 
now,  only  she  was  too  tired  to  get  up. 

"Perhaps  you  haven't  been  eating  what 
agrees  with  you,"  Miss  Gregg  suggested 
tactfully.  "What  did  you  have  for  dinner, 
if  I  may  ask?" 

"I  really  didn't  feel  hungry,"  the  wom- 
an murmured,  "so  I  thought  I'd  better 
not  eat." 

"But  you  should  have  something  to 
eat.  Can't  I  prepare  you  something?"  Miss 
Gregg  rose  capably  and  glanced  toward 
what  was  evidently  the  kitchen. 

"I  am  afraid  you  won't  find  much 
there,"  Mrs.  O'Leary  answered,  with  a 
pathetic   touch  of  embarrassment. 

"Where  is  the  rest  of  your  family?"  the 
visitor  asked. 

"The  boys  are  out  cutting  wood  and 
gathering  it.  We  thought  we'd  better  have 
the  wood  in  the  cellar  before  it  gets  cold. 
My  oldest  daughter  has  the  baby  with  her. 
She  helps  Mrs.  Bricker  with  the  house- 
work and  caring  for  the  children.  Mrs. 
Bricker  is  wonderfully  kind  and  lets  her 
take  the  baby  sometimes.  He's  the  best 
baby  you  ever  saw,  and  she  feeds  him  and 
gives  him  such  good  meals,  I  am  always 
glad  to  have  Hester  take  him." 

"And  your  husband,  where  is  he?" 

"He  will  be  home  Saturday  night.  He 
works  over  in  Rohrertown.  He'll  bring 
us  something  to  eat,  and  probably  Hester 
will  bring  something  back,  too.  She  often 
does." 

"But,  my  dear  woman,  you  should  have 
something  now."  Miss  Gregg  had  walked 
to  the  cupboard  and  opened  it.  It  seemed 
absolutely  empty  of  food  of  any  sort. 

"Is  there  no  place  where  we  can  buy 
some  milk,  or  some  eggs,  or  something?" 
she  asked. 

"Yes,  there  is  a  farm  down  the  back 
road  a  piece  where  we  can  get  milk  when- 
ever we  go  for  it.  And  sometimes  they 
give  us  a  chicken.  They're  awful  good.  I 
used  to  help  the  woman  some  when  I  was 
able.  But  I  have  to  go  down  and  get  the 
things  myself  and  I'm  not  able  to  walk." 

"Why  can't  the  boys  go?"  Miss  Gregg 
asked. 

"They're  so  little,  and  the  last  two 
times  they  went  alone  they  were  set  on 
by  a  bunch  of  big  bad  boys  up  in  the 
town,  who  took  all  the  apples  and  drank 
nearly  the  whole  pail  of  milk.  After  that 
I  always  went  with  them,  but  I  can't 
now." 

"How    big   are   the   boys?" 

One's  nine  and  one  eleven.  The  big  boys 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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©PE/sT the  Dooqfoz 

A  Family  History 

"Can"  and  "Will"  are  cousins  dear, 

Who  never  trust  to  luck; 
"Can"  is  the  child  of  "Energy," 

"Will"  is  the  child  of  "Pluck." 

"Can't"  and  "Won't"  are  cousins,  too, 
They  are  always  out  of  work; 

For  "Can't"  is  son  of  "Never  Try" 
And  "Won't"  is  son  of  "Shirk." 

In  choosing  your  companions,  dear, 
Select  both  "Will"  and   "Can," 

But  turn  aside  from  "Can't"  and  "Won't" 
If  you  would  be  a  man. — Exchange, 

The  False  Mirror 

Mildred  was  shorter  than  any  of  the 
other  girls  of  the  crowd.  She  did  not  like 
to  be  short;  she  wanted  to  be  tall  and 
slender.  One  day  she  found  a  way  to  do 
it.  In  the  house  of  one  of  her  friends  was 
a  trick  mirror.  The  glass  was  made  in  such 
a  way  that  when  Mildred  looked  at  her- 
self in  it,  instead  of  being  short  and  fat 
as  she  really  was,  she  was  tall  and  slen- 
der just  as  she  wanted  to  be. 

At  last  her  dream  had  come  true.  No 
longer  was  she  short  and  fat.  She  was  tall 
and  slender;  so  she  spent  all  the  time  she 
could  before  that  mirror  looking  at  her- 
self. 

Was  Mildred  really  tall  and  slender? 
Of  course  not,  you  say.  Every  boy  and 
girl  knows  that  she  was  not  tall  and  slen- 
der. She  looked  that  way  in  the  mirror 
because  the  mirror  was  false. 

Some  boys  and  girls  like  to  compare 
themselves  with  other  boys  and  girls. 
Joseph  will  go  somewhere  to  see  another 
boy  who  he  knows  is  good.  "It  must  be 
all  right  to  go  there,"  he  will  say.  "Tom- 


my White  never  goes  any  place  that  isn't 
all  right." 

When  you  compare  yourself  with  other 
boys  and  girls,  even  the  best  of  them,  you 
are  looking  into  a  false  mirror  as  Mil- 
dred did.  Because  another  boy  or  girl 
thinks  something  is  all  right,  does  not 
make  it  so.  The  only  way  to  know  that 
which  is  really  right,  is  to  look  into  the 
perfect  mirror. 

"What  would  Jesus  do?  Suppose  He 
were  in  the  place  I  am,  how  would  He 
look  at  this  plan  I  want  to  carry  out?" 
If  you  look  into  the  mirror  of  Jesus'  life, 
you  will  see  a  real  picture  of  yourself 
there. 

A  Package  of  Mixed  Seeds 

"Have  you  any  seeds  of  kindness  for 
sale?"  a  little  boy  asked  at  a  seed  store. 

"Seeds  of  kindness,  what  are  those?" 
said  the  seedsman. 

"Why,  in  our  Bible  School  we  sing: 

"  'Then  scatter  seeds  of  kindness, 

For  our  reaping  by  and  by.' 

"I  have  a  little  garden  and  I  want  to 
plant  some  kindness  seeds." 

"Oh,  those  come  in  a  mixed  package," 
said  the  seedsman,  as  he  took  a  big  Book 
from  a  shelf. 

"That  looks  like  a  Bible,"  the  little  boy 
thought,  and  sure  enough,  it  was. 

"Let  me  see;  I  think  I  find  that  pack- 
age of  seeds  in  2  Pet.  1,"  said  the  man. 
"Yes,  there  it  is;  see  if  you  can  read  it 
for  me,  beginning  with  the  fifth  verse." 

So  the  boy  read:  "  'And  beside  this,  giv- 
ing all  diligence,  add  to  your  faith  virtue; 
and  to  virtue  knowledge;  and  to  knowl- 
edge temperance;  and  to  temperance  pa- 
tience; and  to  patience  godliness;  and  to 
godliness  brotherly  kindness;  and  to 
brotherly  kindness  charity.'  " 

"Eight  kinds  of  seeds  in  this  package, 
you  see,"  said  the  man. 

"But  aren't  there  any  real  seeds?"  said 
the  boy.  "Does  it  just  mean  that  you  are 
to  be   kind   to  folks?" 

"Yes,  that  is  what  it  means,"  said  the 
man,  "but  kindness  and  charity  and  faith 
are  real  things,  and  if  you  plant  them  in 
your  heart  they  live  and  grow,  just  as 
seeds  grow  in  the  garden." 

"What  is  the  reaping  by  and  by?"  said 
the  boy. 

"It  means  that  if  you  are  kind,  people 
will  be  kind  to  you,"  said  the  seedsman, 
"and,  better  than  all,  it  means  that  God, 
who  is  kind  to  the  unthankful  and  evil, 
will  be  pleased  with  you." 

"I  shall  find  that  package  of  mixed 
seeds  in  my  Bible  when  I  get  home,"  said 
the  boy,  "and  it  may  help  me  to  remem- 
ber to  be  kind  all  the  time." 


SPRAINED  ANKLE 

"I  just  can't  do  anything  at  all  witli 
this  ankle  of  mine  all  sprained,"  Jimmy 
whined.  "How  will  I  live  in  the  house  for 
days  and  days?" 

"Oh,  Jimmy,  don't  be  a  baby,"  an- 
swered his  mother,  "maybe  some  of  the 
boys  will  stay  and  play  with  you  after 
school." 

"Yes,  they  won't,"  said  J  i  m  m  y, 
"they'll  be  playing  ball  or  something  anil 
they  can't  sit  around  here  with  me."  He 
stopped  compla'ning,  though,  long  enough 
to  listen  closely  as  his  mother  went  to  an- 
swer the  door  bell.  Maybe  one  of  the  fel- 
lows would  stay  and  play  after  all.  He 
was  a  bit  disappointed  when  he  recognized 
Roger's  voice,  "I  thought  maybe  Jimmy 
would  like  to  play  some." 

"Come  in,  Roger,"  mother's  invitation 
was  indeed  cordial  for  she  liked  Roger  and 
she  was  pretty  well  worn  out  with  trying 
to  keep  Jimmy  amused.  "I'm  sure  Jimmy 
will  be  glad  to  see  you." 

"Perhaps  he  is  better  than  nobody," 
Jimmy  muttered  to  himself,  "but  he's 
crippled  himself.  How  can  he  know  what 
to  play." 

"Hi  Jim!"  Roger's  greeting  seemed  to 
bring  cheer.  "Do  you  like  target  prac- 
tice?" 

"I  like  any  old  thing  now,"  answered 
Jimmy  a  little  ungraciously,  for  he  was 
still  wondering  what  a  crippled  boy  could 
think  of  to  do.  He  watched  Roger  as  he 
limped  around  arranging  the  target  so 
that  it  was  in  a  good  place  for  Jimmy. 
"Let's  play  we're  Indians,  Rog,"  he  added 
more  genially,  getting  interested  in  spite 
of  himself. 

"All  right,  good  idea,"  agreed  Rog 
briefly,  and  as  he  handed  three  arrows  to 
Jimmy,  "you  take  the  first  turn.  Shoot 
your  three  arrows  and  then  I'll  try." 

Jimmy  was  surprised  at  Roger's  unusual 
accuracy  in  shooting.  He  began  to  really 
try  hard  to  hit  the  bull's  eye.  The  boys 
shot  first  over  the  right  and  then  over  the 
left  shoulder  and  became  so  absorbed  in 
their  stunt  shooting  that  they  scarcely 
noticed  mother  when  she  brought  in  some 
sandwiches,  cookies  and  milk.  They  en- 
joyed the  feast  though,  and  decided  that 
they  were  sitting  beside  a  camp  fire  and 
began  telling  of  marvelous  adventures, 
as  is  the  custom  of  hunters.  Darkness 
came  all  too  soon  and  Roger  clambered 
up  saying: 

"I'll  have  to  hurry  home;  supper'll  be 
ready  and  then  I'll  have  to  study.  See 
you  tomorrow." 

He  was  starting  off  almost  before  Jim- 
my knew  what  was  happening.  "Oh,  call 
your  mother  and  eat  with  me  tonight; 
then  we  can  study  together." 

Roger  was  only  too  glad  to  do  so;  he 

quickly  gained  his  mother's  consent  over 

the  telephone  and  a  happier  boy  you  never 

will  see.  It  was  the  first  time  one  of  "the 

(Continued  on  page  28) 
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Home,  Siveet  Home 
This  Is  Baby's 

Emma  F.  Bush 

When  should  a  child  begin  to  respect 
the  rights  of  others?  As  soon  as  the  tiny 
fingers  begin  to  grasp  at  things. 

He  should  have  his  own  possessions 
which  no  one  must  interfere  with  with- 
out his  consent,  and  when  the  investi- 
gating fingers  get  into  mischief,  instead 
of  "Don't  touch,  naughty,  naughty," 
should  be  a  gentle,  firm  "That  is  Moth- 
er's," or  "Sister's,"  and  the  article  taken 
away  should  be  replaced  by  one  of  his 
toys,  with  "This  is  Baby's." 

Soon  he  will  learn  what  he  must  and 
must  not  touch,  and  then  will  be  time 
enough  to  punish  for  deliberate  disobed- 
ience. 

The  child  learns  first  the  rights  in  the 
home,  then  the  rights  of  the  community, 
then  the  country,  and  the  world.  If  one 
of  these  steps  is  neglected  we  have  a  weak 
link  in  the  chain  that  can  never  be  re- 
paired.— Mother's  Golden  Now. 

Reflections  of  a  Mother 

(Continued  from  last  issue) 

"O  Mrs.  Harwood,  I  couldn't  wait  for 
our  regular  visit  to  you  before  running 
in  to  tell  you  what  I've  done.  You  could 
never   guess,    I'm   sure,"    said    Helen. 

"Then  I'll  not  try." 

"When  I  got  the  inspiration  I  couldn't 
wait  long  before  acting  on  it.  So  two 
weeks  ago  I  told  the  youngsters  to  invite 
their  friends  to  a  class  at  our  home.  To 
my  surprise  a  dozen  children  trooped  in, 
all  eager  to  know  what  it  was  all  about." 

"You  are  surely  brave,  Helen,  to  un- 
dertake any  more  responsibility.  What 
was  it  all  about?" 

"Well,  first  I  told  them  my  plan  to 
meet  once  a  week  after  school.  They 
chose  Friday  as  the  best  day.  Then  we 
discussed  a  name  for  our  club,  what  we 
should  do  and  whether  we  should  have 
officers.  They  all  agreed  that  the  name 
Builder's  Club  would  express  what  we 
had  in  mind  and  they  decided  against 
officers  for  the  present." 


"Seems  to  me  you  have  started  some- 
thing very  valuable,  but  tell  me  what 
you  are  going  to  do  at  your  meetings." 

"Plenty.  But  principally  learn  how  to 
live  the  best  kind  of  lives.  So  we  are  to 
have  stories,  songs,  handwork,  drama- 
tizing, games,  and  so  on.  Two  or  three 
of  the  youngsters  are  to  help  me  plan  the 
program  each  time.  I'm  as  excited  over  it 
as  any  one  of  them." 

"That's  splendid,  Helen.  Blessings  on 
you.  Will  you  report  progress  to  me  week 
by  week?  I'm  tremendously  interested, 
for  I  once  did  the  same  thing  myself.  I 
regret  that  I  did  not  keep  it  up  more 
consistently." 

"I  forgot  to  say  that  when  there  is  a 
fifth  Friday  in  the  month  we  are  to  have 
a  review,  followed  by  a  social  time.  In 
this  way,  their  craving  for  a  party  will 
be  somewhat  satisfied.  Have  you  any 
suggestions  for  the  program,  Mrs.  Har- 
wood?" 

"There  are  a  few  things  I  hope  you 
will  be  able  to  work  in  naturally,  either 
through  stories  or  by  little  object  talks. 
For  instance,  there  is  the  subject  of 
temperance.  It  needs  much  emphasis  these 
days.  So  does  also  the  matter  of  amuse- 
ments. We  want  our  children  to  be  able 
to  choose  those  that  will  harm  neither 
body  nor  soul.  Through  the  story  I  am 
sure  you  will  be  able  to  give  them  some 
sound  advice  on  the  use  of  time  and 
money,  commonly  known  as  stewardship. 
The  denominational  publishing  houses  can 
supply  you  with  something  interesting. 
Then  be  sure  to  give  them  the  broadening 
view  of  missionary  enterprises." 

"Thank  you  for  those  ideas,  Mrs.  Har- 
wood. What  a  field  of  exploration  is  be- 
fore us.  Now  I  shall  have  to  look  out  for 
materials  to  supply  all  these  venturings 
forth." 

"How  thankful  you  should  be  that 
Fred  presented  the  family  with  that  fine 
blackboard  at  Christmas  time.  You  can 
make  your  teachings  go  miles  further  by 
using  it  often.  Children's  imaginations 
are  keen,  you  know." 

"Yes,  I  plan  to  do  that,  also  to  let 
them  make  scrapbooks,  keeping  a  sort  of 
'history'  of  what  is  accomplished.  Already 
they  are  searching  for  Bible  pictures, 
missionary    material    and    the    like." 

"What  does  Fred  think  of  the  idea?" 

"Oh,  he's  as  thrilled  as  I  am.  Says  he 
wishes  he  were  a  boy  again  every  Friday. 
He  is  encouraging  the  children  to  learn 
their  verses  by  printing  them  very  neatly 
on  a  poster  which  he  has  hung  in  the 
breakfast  nook.  You  would  be  surprised 


how  much  that  helps  them  to  memorize." 

"No,  I'm  not  surprised.  I  know.  Many 
teachers  and  parents  expect  too  much  of 
the  ears,  forgetting  that  through  the  eyes 
we  all  learn  far  more." 

"Strange  to  say,  I'm  getting  mission- 
ary-minded already,  for  I  am  wondering 
if  some  of  my  friends  will  follow  my 
example.  There's  Marie  Jennings  with  her 
little  brood  and  Alice  Tenney.  Perhaps 
I  can  enthuse  them." 

"Helen,  I  say  it  with  all  seriousness  and 
conviction  born  of  years  of  experience, 
that  if  the  Christian  mothers  of  this 
country  would  open  their  homes  to  the 
teaching  of  spiritual  values  and  direction, 
crimes  would  decrease  to  a  minimum. 
When  you  conduct  your  class  each 
week,  know  that  you  are  a  home  mission- 
ary,  doing   your   bit." 

"You  are  most  encouraging,  Mrs.  Har- 
wood. When  you  can  do  so,  plan  to  visit 
our  club — only  let  me  know  when  you 
are  coming,  for  you  must  be  part  of  our 
program   that   day." 

(To  be  continued) 


Family  Worship 

"It  is  practically  impossible  for  us  to 
have  family  worship,"  exclaims  Mrs.  Hor- 
ton,  "every  one  of  us  is  so  rushed.  Why, 
we  scarcely  have  time  for  meals." 

Have  you  heard  such  statements?  Are 
they  true,  or  only  superficially  so?  Have 
we  time  for  what  we  consider  essential? 
How  do  we  portion  out  our  twenty-four 
hours  each  day,  our  one  thousand  four 
hundred  and  forty  minutes  God  gives  us? 
Are  we  masters  of  the  situation  or  do 
we  slavishly  follow  the  trend  of  the 
times  which  is  to  do  without  the  daily 
contact    with   God? 

Would  a  power-plant  engineer  neglect 
his  dynamos,  his  source  of  power?  Would 
a  farmer  expect  a  crop  unless  he  planted 
seed?  Can  a  family  that  fails  to  impart 
Christian  ideals  expect  to  produce  Chris- 
tians? 

No  parent  is  so  lacking  in  common 
sense  that  he  would  deprive  his  child  of 
nourishing  food  and  expect  him  to  grow 
into  strong  manhood.  The  analogy  holds 
true  in  the  growth  of  the  spiritual  life. 
It  must  be  nourished. 

Finding  time  for  family  worship  is  a 
matter  of  evaluation.  If  a  parent  does 
not  look  upon  it  as  essential,  it  will  be 
pushed  to  one  side.  On  the  other  hand, 
if  it  is  considered  on  a  par  with  food  for 
the  body,  time  will  be  found  for  it.  Job 
said:  "Neither  have  I  gone  back  from 
the  commandment  of  his  lips;  I  have  es- 
teemed the  words  of  his  mouth  more  than 
my  necessary  food." 

Children  are  very  quick  to  "catch  on" 
to  what  their  parents  put  FIRST  on 
their  daily  programs.  Let  them  know 
that  hearing  God's  voice  and  speaking  to 
Him  in  prayer  and  thanksgiving  are  vital 
(Continued  on  page  34) 
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In  the  Deeps  of  Prayer 

Edward  Raymond  Anderson 

Though  we  may  spend  much  time  in 
the  quiet,  holy  closet  of  prayer,  though 
we  may  pour  out  our  hearts  to  our  ever 
blessed  and  adorable  Lord  for  His  cleans- 
ing, healing  touch  upon  those  many 
plagues  and  sores  and  problems  which 
beset  us  on  every  hand,  though  we  look 
away  unto  Him  upon  the  outbreak  of 
every  storm  and  upon  the  crossing  shad- 
ows of  every  cloud,  we  shall  not  draw 
into  those  blessed  deeps  of  prayer  unless 
and  until  we  fully  learn  to  claim  that  di- 
vine prayer  which  He  first  breathed 
forth  in  the  darkness  and  anguish  of 
Gethsemane,  as  our  very  own — "Thy  will 
be  done."  It  is  as  we  live  alone  in  the 
very  depths  of  this  submissive  prayer, 
claiming  it  for  every  thought  and  portion 
of  our  life,  that  we  can  really  be  drawn 

away    from    those    hindering,     m 

oppressing  bonds  of  inward 
self,  cut  away  from  all  hu- 
man views  and  inclination1;, 
allowing  our  life  to  sink  deep 
into  the  strong  yet  tender 
current  of  His  good  and  per- 
fect will  for  our  life. 

"Thy  will  be  done,"  is  for 
whatever  we  bring  to  Him 
in  the  quiet,  holy  closet  of 
prayer.  No  matter  what  the 
problem  may  be,  nor  how 
sharp  it  may  cut,  nor  what 
lines  of  friendship  and  oppor- 
tunity it  may  sever,  we  are  to 
faithfully  pray  that  His  will 
may  have  complete  sway,  that 
whatever  is  pleasing  to  Hitn 
may  be  done.  We  are  to  sin- 
cerely pray  that  whatever 
may  stand  in  the  way  may 
be  utterly  cut  away  so  that 
His  will  may  really  be  done. 
It  is  alone  as  we  live  in  these 
spiritual  deeps  of  prayer  that 
it  will  become  so  infinitely 
blessed  to  bring  every  trial, 
every  ache  to  Him,  for  the 
heart  will  be  submerged  into 
the  sweet  current  of  His  gra- 
cious love.  Yes,  there  is  truly 
ineffable  bliss  in  fully  yield- 
ing our  life  into  the  heart  of 
that  blessed  prayer,  for  come 
what  may  —  "Thy  will  be 
done."  Yes,  O  Lord,  so  rest 
we  in  Thee,  never  to  be 
alarmed  by  whatever  may  be- 
fall. The  matter — be  that 
what  it  may — is  in  His  hands; 
and  whatever  it  may  take  or 


He  may  ask  of  us,  that  shall  we  gladly 
yield   to  His  tender  call. 

"Thy  will  be  done."  Are  you  living 
in  the  very  deeps  of  prayer,  beloved,  with 
this  holy  cry  flooding  every  chamber  of 
your  heart?  Is  it  really  His  will  that  gave 
the  leading  for  this  problem?  His  will 
that  turned  you  in  that  course?  "Thy 
will" — not  ours;  whate'er  it  may  be.  Be 
it  hidden  to  us  or  otherwise,  be  the  clouds 
dark  and  the  way  seemingly  obscured,  a 
thousand  questions  seeking  to  thread 
their  gloomy  way  across  the  pathways  of 
the  mind — it  is  to  be  solely  His  will. 
Yes,  beloved,  His  will  to  lead,  His 
blessed  will  that  pressed  itself  upon  the 
cruel  tree  of  Calvary  for  your  sins  and  in 
your  rightful  place,  that  is  to  hold  with- 
in its  gracious  hollow  all  of  that  ache 
or  that  problem.  Surely  in  the  very  full- 
ness of  His  unspeakable  love,  He  knows 


"Send  out  Thy  light,  the  way  is  dark  before  me; 

The  path  Thy  love  has  moulded  out  for  me; 
Send  out  Thy  light,   that  I  may  see  Thy  footsteps 

Calming  the  waters  of  life's  restless  sea. 

"Send  out  Thy  light,  the  clouds  are  dark  above  me, 
Gathering  in   tempest  from   the  angry  sea; 

Send  out  Thy  light,  that  I  may  see  the  storm-drops 
Which  fall  from  the  dear  hand  once  pierced  for  me. 

"Send  out  Thy  light,  and  lead  me,  Father,  lead  me, 
Beyond   this   darkness,   sorrow,  and  unrest; 

Send  out  Thy  light,  and  guide  me,  worn  and  weary 
To  the  calm  shelter  of  my  Savior's  breast." 


best  and  will  suffer  naught   to  work  of 
injury  or  of  havoc. 

"Thy  will  be  done."  Let  that  blessed 
will  have  its  pure,  perfect  way,  beloved. 
Let  this  prayer  infuse  your  deepest  heart, 
softening  it  of  all  self-hardening  things 
and  ways,  as  you  go  apart  into  the  closet 
of  holiest  communion.  There  is  so  much 
to  pray  for,  so  very  much  that  needs  His 
tender  touch,  the  gracious  bestowal  ot 
His  peace  and  power.  We  arc  so  con- 
trary, seeking  the  many  billowing  by- 
ways that  lead  alone  into  the  deserts  of 
emptiness  and  despair — so  unpliable  even 
as  we  look  up  into  that  blessed  face  that 
was  bruised  and  marred  and  spit  upon 
for  us  poor,  unworthy  creatures.  There 
are  constant  tugs,  continual  whisperings, 
so  many  avenues  presenting  themselves — 
but  oh,  to  freely  confess  our  wanderings, 
our  inherent  helplessness,  our  bleeding 
—  need  of  His  blessed,  steadying 
hand!  To  cast  ourselves  before 
Him,  broken  by  the  cruel 
whips  of  our  own  folly,  con- 
trite and  humbled,  softly  to 
whisper  out  of  the  ruin  of  it 
all — "Lord,  I  am  so  weak,  I 
stray  and  seek  the  illusive 
things,  I  rush  about  so  heed- 
lessly, so  selfly  ready — .  Now, 
O  Lord,  whatever  Thou 
wouldest  seek  out  or  want  of 
me,  whatever  Thou  would- 
est do  with  this  broken,  fail- 
ing life — 'Thy  will  be  done,' 
for  both  now  and  forever 
more." 

Yes,  beloved,  we  do  so 
deeply  need  to  set  forth  into 
the  very  deeps  of  prayer, 
where  we  can  clearly  behold 
our  failures  and  our  short- 
comings, where  we  can  at  last 
realize  that  our  only  hope  lies 
in  Him,  and  that  He  is  plead- 
ing for  us  to  lay  the  shat- 
tered pieces  of  our  life  into 
His  eager,  yearning  hands.  He 
can  mold  what  may  be  but 
empty,  self-seeking  thoughts 
and  deeds;  He  can  transform 
that  life  and  direct  it  into  the 
sweetest  channels  of  holy 
service.  He  wants  to  do  this 
— so  very  much!  He  desires 
to  mold  us  into  beacons  of 
strength  infused  with  the 
holy  fire  of  triumph.  Oh, 
what  a  Savior  we  have!  He 
wants  to  take  the  lives  that 
have  come  to  the  end  of 
themselves  and  are  now 
(Continued  on  page   34) 
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The  Wings  of  the  Morning 

"Don't  go,  Jim,"  pleaded  a  pale-faced 
woman  with  silvery  hair,  looking  into  her 
sailor   boy's   face. 

"Don't  trouble  so,  Mother,"  answered 
the  boy,  somewhat  impatiently.  "I  am 
old  enough  to  please  myself.  I  tell  you, 
I  like  the  ship,  and  I  like  my  mates  that 
are  to  be.  Why  shouldn't  I  go?" 

"I  want  my  dear  boy  to  please  God  as 
well  as  himself,"  said  the  mother  gently. 

"Come,  Mother,"  said  Jim  defiantly, 
"don't  talk  to  me  like  that;  I  don't  want 
religion  thrust  down  my  throat.  It's  just 
because  I  get  such  a  lot  of  it  that  I've 
entered  my  name  on  the  books  of  the 
Wings  of  the  Morning.  Shan't  get  much 
of  it  there,  I'll  be  bound." 

The  widow  sighed  deeply.  It  made  her 
heart  ache  to  hear  Jim's  reckless  talk;  but 
had  she  known  it,  the  young  fellow's 
flippancy  was  more  assumed  than  real,  to 
hide  an  uneasy  conscience,  for  Jim  could 
not  get  over  his  mother's  prayers,  and 
her  lovely,  patient  Christian  life  and  ex- 
ample. Her  silence  was  often  a  reproach 
to  his  godless  ways,  and  he  foolishly 
thought  if  he  "turned  religious"  he  would 
have  to  let  all  the  joy  drop  out  of  his 
life.  So  he  determined  to  get  away  from 
God  an.'  be  as  good  as  possible. 

Captain  Matell,  who  owned  the  ship, 
the  Wings  of  the  Morning,  was  a  very 
bad  man  and  well  known  in  the  small 
town  where  Jim  lived.  His  crew  was 
picked  up  at  the  hotels  and  were  his  boon 
companions. 

Jim  had  gone  seven  months,  and  his 
mother  daily  expected  a  letter  from  him. 
He  had  a  rough  time  of  it  on  board  dur- 
ing his  outward  voyage,  and  when  in  port 
he  visited  theaters  and  saloons  and  ran 
riot  with  the  rest  of  the  crew.  Of  his 
mother  and  her  God  he  seldom  thought. 

Then  came  the  homeward  trip,  and  it 
was  marked  by  a  fearful  storm  and  acci- 
dents. 

In  the  midst  of  the  storm  Jim  stood 
on  the  deck,  cold,  wet,  and  shivering,  and 
death  stared  him  in  the  face.  The  captain 
lay  below  in  his  berth  with  a  broken  leg, 
caused  by  the  fall  of  some  ship  spars  and 
heavy  cordage.  He  was  threatening  and 
swearing  fearfully,  and  Jim  dreaded  to 
go  near  him. 

The  mate  and  several  of  the  sailors  had 
been  swept  overboard  by  a  heavy  sea,  and 
no  human  effort  could  be  made  to  save 
them  in  such  a  fearful  storm. 

The  three  apprentices  and  a  few  re- 
maining men  were  almost  helpless  and 
could  only  try  to  obey  the  captain's  or- 
ders as  he  shouted  to  them. 


.«».  w.  VS0V  w.    sip.    s^.    .'*».    .•*».    .v.    .'*♦. 

"I  pity  the  day  I  ever  came  on  her," 
growled  one  man  in  Jim's  ear  as  he  went 
to  obey  the  captain's  orders. 

"Oh,  why  did  I  come?"  groaned  Jim 
as   the  ship  lurched  dangerously. 

He  went  below  and  groped  his  way  to 
his  little  trunk.  Death  seemed  near,  and 
his  thoughts  flew  to  his  mother  and  her 
God.  Why  had  he  neglected  prayer?  How 
unfit  he  was  to  die!  How  could  he  meet 
God? 

"I  can't  pray.  Where  is  my  Bible?  I 
wish  I  could  find  it,"  he  said  as  he  groped 
about   with  his   cold   fingers. 

He  had  never  opened  the  Bible  since  he 
left  home;  but  now  he  seemed  to  hear  his 
mother's  voice,  and  see  her  sweet,  re- 
proachful face,  as  she  said,  "Jim,  my  boy, 
don't  forget  to  read  God's  Book.  It  will 
help  you  in  time  of  trouble." 

Surely  this  was  a  time  of  great  trouble. 
He  got  the  Book,  opened  it  under  the 
swinging  lamp,  and  read,  "If  I  take  the 
wings  of  the  morning,  and  dwell  in  the 
uttermost  parts  of  the  sea;  even  there 
shall  thy  hand  lead  me,"  Ps.    139:9,    10. 

Strange,  strange  words!  Had  God  really 
spoken  them  from  heaven  with  a  voice  of 
thunder  into  Jim's  ears,  they  could  scarce- 
ly have  come  to  his  soul  and  taken  hold 
of  his  understanding   more   completely. 

"The  wings  of  the  morning!"  God  had 
heard  his  impious  words!  God  knew  he 
had  wanted  to  get  away  from  the  sound 
of  His  name.  "In  the  uttermost  parts  of 
the  sea"  the  hand  of  God  had  found  him. 

Down  on  his  knees,  unheeding  the 
storm  and  tempest,  in  the  agony  of  deep 
conviction,  poor  Jim  fell.  "O  God,  have 
mercy!  God,  forgive  me!  Thou  hast 
found  me!"  came  from  his  lips. 

All  around  him  the  storm  raged,  but 
he  did  not  hear  it;  his  name  was  called, 
but  he  did  not  heed;  and  the  angels  said 
to  one  another,  "Behold,  he  prayeth." 

Far  away  in  a  little  English  cottage,  a 
silver-haired  mother  was  praying  that 
God  would  save  her  sailor  boy,  and  He 
was  answering  her  prayer  of  faith.  In 
"the  uttermost  parts  of  the  sea"  God  had 
found  and  was  leading  her  wayward  boy. 

So  the  Wings  of  the  Morning  did  work 
for  God  that  the  captain  knew  not;  and 
weeks  after,  when  she  arrived  in  port, 
Jim's  mother  heard  the  story;  and  she  is 
now  telling  it  to  you. — Publisher  Un- 
known. 


I    Pray,  Sir 

William   Bar  row 
It  was  a  very  cold,  bleak  winter's  day, 
with   a  biting  wind,   and  I  happened   to 
be  passing  along  the  main   thoroughfare 


in  the  West  End  of  London  in  connection 
with  my  business  as  a  commercial  trav- 
eler, and,  feeling  very  cold,  I  went  into 
one  of  the  large  teashops  in  order  to  get 
a  cup  of  hot  tea  and  a  piece  of  cake. 

The  waitress  was  a  smart,  clean  young 
woman  of  about  twenty  years  of  age, 
and  as  she  came  to  the  table  where  I  was 
sitting  she  said,  "Your  order,  sir,  please." 

There  was  no  fed-up  look  upon  her 
face,  no  lipstick  or  makeup  of  any  kind. 
It  was  a  real,  happy,  contented  smile. 
With  the  long  experience  that  I  have  had 
ccming  in  contact  with  such  a  large  va- 
riety of  people,  the  expression  on  her  face 
and  her  pleasant  manner  spoke  to  me  of  a 
peace  within  and  a  real  inner  joy — that 
deep,  mysterious  joy,  known  to  those  who 
love  God  as  the  peace  of  God  which  pass- 
eth    all   understanding. 

I  gave  her  my  order,  and  away  she 
went  to  the  serving  counter,  and  in  a 
few  minutes  I  saw  her  coming  with  my 
tea  and  cake. 

I  noted  the  same  happy  expression  as 
she  laid  the  things  in  front  of  me,  and  I 
ventured  to  remark  to  her,  "You  look 
very  happy  this  morning,  miss."  To 
which  she  replied  with  a  brightness  in  her 
eyes,  and  a  smile  on  her  face  which  was 
very  noticeable,  "Yes,  sir,  I  am  very  hap- 
py." I  said,  "You  won't  mind  my  asking 
the  secret  of  your  happiness,"  and  she 
replied  with  an  intensely  happy  smile  on 
her  face,  "I  pray,  sir:  that  is  the  secret 
of  my  happiness  and  which  keeps  me 
happy  day  by  day." 

I  watched  her  as  she  passed  from  table 
to  table  attending  to  other  customers, 
and  as  she  went  about  her  duties  she 
carried  the  same  peaceful  and  happy  ex- 
pression to  each  one.  As  she  came  toward 
my  table  again  I  said,  "You  will  excuse 
me,  miss,  but  you  look  like  a  young  lady 
who  has  never  had  trouble  in  your  life- 
time," and  she  replied,  "Sir,  I  am  sorry 
to  say  I  have  a  lot  of  trouble  at  home 
just  now.  Only  a  few  months  ago  I  lost 
my  dear  father,  and  now  my  mother  is 
in  the  hospital  dying  of  creeping  para- 
lysis." 

A  few  minutes  later  as  she  came  near 
my  table  again  I  had  another  opportunity 
of  a  few  words  with  her.  She  told  me 
when  she  came  up  to  the  West  End  in 
the  morning  she  always  came  up  a  little 
before  her  time  to  go  on  duty,  and  found 
her  way  into  a  little  church  nearby  for 
a  short  time  of  prayer  before  starting  her 
work. 

"Prayer  does  keep  one  happy  sir,  for," 
she  said,  "the  Bible  tells  us  that  'God  is 
our  refuge  and  strength,  a  very  present 
help  in  trouble.'  "  I  told  her  how  delighted 
I  was  to  hear  her,  a  waitress,  speak  of  the 
reality  of  prayer,  and  of  the  joy  and  com- 
fort it  gave  her  amidst  the  troubles  which 
surrounded  her. 

We  know  that  countless  millions  of 
(Continued   on   page    31) 
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WHY  I  KNOW  THE  BIBLE  IS  THE 
WORD  OF  GOD 

By  Wm.  E.  Biederwolf 


Used    by   permission    of     the    Ecrdinaus 
Publishing  Company 


{Continued   from    last   issue) 

ITS   ABSOLUTE   INDESTRUC- 
TIBILITY 

When  the  castle  of  Heidelberg  was 
captured  the  enemy  afterwards  blew  up 
its  walls.  But  if  you  will  go  there  today 
you  will  find  the  castle  tower  standing 
there  in  the  weedy  moss  practically  as 
strong  and  secure  as  in  the  days  when  it 
graced  the  castle  walls.  In  the  splendid 
joining  of  its  stones  and  the  hardening  of 
the  ancient  mortar  it  had  become  such  a 
solid  structure  that  "instead  of  descending 
in  a  shower  of  rubbish  it  came  down 
superbly  a  tower  still." 

Here  is,  therefore,  another  reason,  a 
seventh,  why  I  commend  this  Book  to 
you  as  the  very  Word  of  God,  and  that  is 
because   of   its   absolute   indestructibility. 

Said  Arthur  T.  Pierson,  "Nothing  more 
marvelous  in  history  can  be  found  than 
the  continued  preservation  of  the  Word 
of  God  despite  the  persecution  it  has  en- 
countered. It  is  at  once  the  miracle  of 
history  and  the  history  of  miracle." 

It  was  Spurgeon  who  told  us  of  two 
little  boys,  one  a  very  bad  little  boy  and 
the  other  a  very  good  little  boy.  The  bad 
little  boy  went  out  to  throw  mud  at  the 
moon  and  the  good  little  boy  took  a  basin 
of  water  and  went  out  to  wash  it  off. 
But,  what  do  you  suppose  the  moon  was 
doing  all  the  time?  Just  shining  on  as 
usual  and  shedding  its  light  over  the  dark- 
ened earth  while  the  little  boys  were 
throwing  mud  and  splashing  water. 

And  so  the  Word  of  God,  unharmed  by 
assault  and  unaffected  by  the  bitter  blows 
that  have  meant  to  annihilate  it  "survives 
infidelity,  outlives  criticism  and  stands 
immortal,  indestructible  and  imperish- 
able," and  sheds  its  benign  influence  upon 
a  world  still  dead  and  dark  in  trespass  and 
sin. 

What  other  book  has  ever  stood  so  im- 
pregnable amidst  such  storms  of  persecu- 
tion and  surrounding  disaster  and  such 
hostile  attempts  of  man  and  devil  to  de- 
stroy it?  If  it  had  been  man's  book  it 
never  could  have  survived. 

All  that  human  ingenuity  could  con- 
trive, all  that  human  scholarship  could 
suggest  and  all  that  inhuman  brutality 
could  accomplish  has  been  done  to  anni- 


hilate it,  but  it  still  endures,  and  stands 
unmoved  amid  the  ages.  It  is  exactly  what 
William  E.  Gladstone,  the  great  statesman 
of  England,  called  it,  "The  Impregnable 
Rock  of  Holy  Scriptures." 

Every  dart  of  criticism  has  fallen 
blunted  and  broken  at  its  feet.  They  tell 
us  that  the  birds  in  the  harbor  of  New 
York  beat  themselves  into  insensibility 
against  the  glass  from  which  the  light 
streams  in  the  Statue  of  Liberty.  We  can 
well  understand  how  that  is  true.  And 
so,  as  another  has  said,  the  creatures  of 
darkness  have  assaulted  this  Word  and 
sought  to  put  out  its  eternal  light,  but 
they  have  only  fallen  stunned  and  defeat- 
ed at  its  base,  while  it  rises  still  from  its 
rocky  pedestal   immovable  and   serene. 

It  seemed  at  times  to  its  enemies  as 
though    they    were    about    to    triumph. 

Tom  Paine  said,  "I  have  gone  through 
the  Bible  as  a  man  would  go  through  a 
forest  with  an  axe  to  fell  trees.  I  have  cut 
down  tree  after  tree;  here  they  lie;  they 
will  never  grow  again." 

Voltaire  said  with  curling  lip,  "Another 
century  and  there  will  not  be  a  Bible  on 
the  earth."  But  the  century  has  gone  and 
the  circulation  of  this  Book  would  be 
one  of  the  marvels  of  the  age  if  we  did 
not  know  that  God  was  behind  it. 

More  than  400,000,000  copies  have 
been  issued.  It  is  printed  in  no  less  than 
600  languages  and  dialects  spoken  by 
man.  Twenty-seven  different  societies  are 
devoted  to  the  task  and  more  than  20,- 
000,000  copies  are  issued  every  year. 
Three  of  these  societies  sent  forth  twen- 
ty Bible  volumes  for  every  minute  of  ev- 
ery  working   hour   throughout   the   year. 

It  seems,  indeed,  as  though  the  Bible 
has  thrived  and  prospered  on  the  hard 
treatment  it  has  received  at  the  hands  of 
its  enemies.  You  are  doubtless  familiar 
with  the  well-known  story  of  the  way 
the  Irishman  built  his  fence.  When  the 
time  for  settlement  came  the  man  he  built 


it   for   asked   him    how    high   it   was. 

Pat  said,  "Four  feet,  sir." 

"Well,  what  assurance  have  I  got," 
said   the  man,  "that  it  won't  fall  over?" 

"Well,  sir,"  said  Pat,  "I  made  it  five 
feet  thick  and  if  it  falls  down,  it  will  be 
higher  than  it  was  before." 

You  can  make  your  own  application  in 
this  case. 

"Every  little  while,"  as  Hastings  says, 
"somebody  blows  up  the  Bible;  but  when 
it  comes  down  it  always  lights  on  its  feet, 
and  runs  faster  than  ever  through  the 
world." 

If  I  had  to  classify  the  different  forms 
of  persecution,  the  storms  which  the 
Bible  has  had  to  weather,  I  would  do  it 
somewhat   as   follows: 

1.  PAGAN  PERSECUTION 
Celsus  in  the  second  century  threw  all 

the  force  of  his  mighty  genius  against  it. 
Porphyry  in  the  fourth  century  lent  his 
keen  philosophical  mind  to  the  unholy 
attack.  And  Julian  and  Lucien  and  scores 
of  others  tried  to  drive  it  out  of  existence. 
But  what  philosophy  and  satire  and 
genius  in  general  could  not  do,  imperial 
and  political  power  sought  to  do  by  other 
means.  Javius  Diocletian,  the  emperor  of 
Rome,  made  famous,  or  rather,  infamous, 
by  ordering  all  Bibles  to  be  burned,  and 
because  some  Christians  like  John  of 
Egypt  could  repeat  whole  chapters  and 
sections  of  the  Word,  he  further  issued 
his  bloody  edict  that  all  who  owned  the 
Book  should  be  put  to  death.  But  the 
Book,  it  seems,  had  come  into  the  world 
to  stay  and  all  the  batterings  of  pagan 
powers  of  every  kind  made  about  as 
much  impression  as  if  you  were  shooting 
paper  wads  at  Gibraltar. 

2.  PAPAL  PERSECUTION 
This,  of  course,  is  of  a  different  kind. 

"Papal  Rome,"  says  Saphir,  "became  the 
jailer  of  the  Word  of  God."  She  locked 
it  up  from  the  common  people  and  put 
the  keys  in  the  hands  of  the  priests. 

In  England  in  the  time  of  Henry  the 
Fifth  Bible  reading  was  made  a  crime.  A 
law  was  enacted  saying,  "That  whosoever 
they  were  that  should  read  the  scriptures 
in  the  mother  tongue,  they  should  forfeit 
land,  chattel,  life,  and  goods  from  their 
heyres  forever;  and  so  be  condemned  for 
heretics  to  God,  enemies  of  the  crowne, 
and  most  errant  traitors  to  the  land." 

We  do  not  need  to  go  back  to  the  time 
of  Diocletian  to  find  the  Bible  consigned 
to  the  flames.  We  have  said  an  Auto  de 
Fe  in  the  Twentieth  century.  Two  thou- 
sand Bibles  were  burned  recently  in  the 
plaza  of  Vigan,  the  largest  and  most  im- 
portant city  of  northern  Luzon.  These 
Bibles  had  been  distributed  in  connection 
with  a  moving  picture  exhibit  of  scrip- 
tural films.  The  Roman  Catholic  author- 
ities in  turn  gave  a  similar  exhibit,  exact- 
ing as  an  admission  fee  one  of  the  thou- 
sands of  Bibles  that  had  been  distributed. 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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Preparing  the  Way 

Matthew   3:3 

When  President  Garfield  was  shot,  he 
was  taken  to  a  quiet,  isolated  house  where 
he  could  have  absolute  quiet  and  rest  in 
his  fight  for  life,  and  a  special  railway 
was  constructed  to  facilitate  the  bringing 
of  doctors,  nurses,  and  loved  ones  to  his 
bedside.  The  engineer  laid  out  the  line  to 
cross  a  farmer's  front  yard,  but  he  refused 
to  grant  the  right  of  way  until  they  ex- 
plained to  him  that  it  was  for  the  Presi- 
dent;  then  he  exclaimed: 

"That  is  different.  If  that  railroad  is 
for  the  President,  you  can  run  it  right 
through  my  house." 

Are  you  willing  to  give  Jesus  right  of 
way  across  your  front  yard?  It  may  run 
right  through  some  of  your  plans  or 
social  engagements  or  business  appoint- 
ments. But  will  you  give  Him  the  right 
of  way? 

Making  the  World  Clean 

In  "My  Father,"  the  biography  of 
Dwight  L.  Moody,  Dr.  Paul  D.  Moody 
relates   the   following    incident: 

"We  got  out  of  the  train  about  seven 
o'clock  on  a  rainy,  sleety  morning,  dirty 
and  slushy  underfoot.  There  was  an  old 
Irishman  with  white  uniform,  in  his 
mouth  a  dirty  old  clay  pipe,  sweeping  the 
street  at  the  crossing.  As  we  passed  Mr. 
Moody  gripped  him  by  the  hand  and  said, 
'Brother,  God  bless  you.  We  are  both 
engaged  in  the  same  kind  of  work.  We 
are  both  trying  to  make  this  world 
clean,'  and  passed  on.  The  Irishman's 
face  lighted  up  with  joy,  and  in  a  rich 
brogue  he  said,  'Just  think  of  his  shak- 
ing  hands  with   the   likes   of   me.'  " 

The   Greatest   Power 

A  great  incident  in  Moody's  life  was 
in  his  early  Christian  experience,  when  he 
was  awakening  to  the  fact  that  he  ought 
to  be  more  devoted  to  Jesus  Christ.  He 
was  standing  near  John  V.  Farwell,  that 
man  of  wonderful  spiritual  power  and 
culture,  one  day,  and  heard  Mr.  Farwell 
say  to  someone:  "The  world  has  yet  to 
learn  the  power  of  a  man  who  is  thor- 
oughly consecrated  to  Jesus  Christ,"  and 
Mr.  Moody  said  afterwards  that  he  was 
so  thrilled  by  the  possibilities  of  such  a 
consecration  that  in  his  heart  he  turned 
to  Christ  with  the  pledge:  "By  the  grace 
of  God  I  will  be  that  man."  Mr.  Moody 
was  too  modest  and  humble  ever  to  claim 


that  he  had  attained  this,  but  there  were, 
and  are,  many  who  so  perceived  that  he 
had  been  with  Jesus  and  had  learned  of 
Him  that  he  has  been  to  them  the  lu- 
minous example  of  a  complete  consecra- 
tion. 

It  was  all  so  simple  and  straightfor- 
ward. This  thing  of  walking  with  God 
and  doing  His  will  just  seemed  to  be  a 
second  nature  to  him.  It  was  the  new 
and  regenerated  and  transformed  nature. 
With  many  persons  he  was  the  man  who, 
above  other  men,  walked  with  God  and 
did  what  God  wanted  him  to  do. 

"No  Time  to  Look  Up" 

Isaiah  6:3 
A  visitor  to  an  art  gallery  noticed  a 
woman  on  her  hands  and  knees  scrub- 
bing a  floor.  "How  many  beautiful  things 
there  are  here!"  he  exclaimed  to  her  in  a 
friendly  tone.  "I  s'pose  so,  sir,  if  a  body 
has  time  to  look  up,"  was  her  answer. 
With  less  excuse,  many  of  us  go  through 
God's  wonderful  world  in  the  same  way. 
We  have  "no  time"  to  look  up  and  ad- 
mire the  glorious  things  God  has  show- 
ered around  us. 

For  the  Message  of  Love 

Isaiah  6:8 
A  clergyman  in  western  Africa  asked 
his  hearers  to  bring  next  Sunday  what 
they  could  give  to  send  the  good  news  to 
those  places  where  God's  love  was  yet 
unknown.  Next  Sunday  saw  a  motley 
collection  of  things  available  for  turning 
into  money.  At  last  a  little  native  child 
walked  up  and  offered — herself.  The  mis- 
sionary smiled.  "Not  yet,  dear  child,"  he 
said;  "some  day,  I  hope,  but  at  present 
you  are  too  young  to  teach."  "But,  mas- 
ter, you  do  not  understand,"  said  the 
child,  "I  have  given  myself  to  a  lady. 
She  will  give  you  the  money." 

The  Christian's  Code 

Matthew  5:1-6 
That  brilliant  preacher  and  writer, 
Maltbie  D.  Babcock,  once  said  that  the 
most  searching  test  he  could  apply  to 
himself  was  to  say  at  the  end  of  each 
crowded  day,  "What  have  I  done  today 
that  only  a  Christian  would  do?"  There 
are  any  number  of  kindhcarted  people 
who  make  no  profession  of  Christianity. 
Is  there  something  in  the  inner  life  of  a 
Christian  which  differentiates  him  from 
the  crowd?  What  is  it?  and  how  did  it 
get  there? 


Christian  Charitableness 

Matthew  5:7-9 
At  a  directors'  meeting  of  a  certain 
bank  a  proposition  was  made  to  reduce 
stenographers'  salaries  in  order  to  boost 
stockholders'  dividends  to  a  figure  which 
would  "break  the  record."  Sentiment  was 
pretty  evenly  divided,  but  it  was  noticed 
that  those  who  favored  the  plan  were 
non-Christian  men;  the  others  held  that 
"a  square  deal"  would  ultimately  be  bet- 
ter for  business  than  knifing  the  pay 
checks.  Finally  the  president  cast  the  de- 
ciding vote  against  the  scheme,  saying 
he'd  "feel  like  Judas"  to  do  otherwise. 

She  Lived   In  "Heavenly  Places" 

"Her  very  presence  was  an  inspiration," 
wrote  Hannah  Whitall  Smith,  the  Amer- 
ican Quakeress,  concerning  Frances  E. 
Willard.  "She  lived  in  'heavenly  places,' 
and  seemed  to  compel  us  to  mount  there 
with  her.  I  use  the  word  'lived'  advisedly. 
Most  of  us  know  something  of  paying 
visits  to  heavenly  places,  but  we  are  easily 
unseated,  and  on  the  least  provocation 
we  descend  to  lower  levels.  But  Frances 
Willard  lived  there,  and  viewed  every- 
thing from  this  high  standpoint  alone." — 
W.  J.  Hart. 

"With  Torches  Alight" 

The  Greeks  had  a  foot  race  in  which 
speed  and  endurance  were  not  the  only 
tests.  Each  man  at  the  start  was  given  a 
lighted  torch,  and  the  laurel  wreath  was 
for  the  one  who  came  in  first  "with  his 
torch  alight."  Success  in  life  is  not  in 
merely  getting  there,  but  more  important 
still,  in  keeping  the  light  of  the  gospel 
burning  in  our  hurrying  souls.  If  we 
take  time  to  be  holy  we  will  get  there, 
and  in  this  case  the  less  hurry  the  better 
speed.  If  our  torch  was  lighted  at  Cal- 
vary, and  we  keep  it  burning  in  the  soul, 
then  when  we  cross  the  goal  of  the  pearly 
gates,  with  our  torch  alight,  the  laurel  of 
eternal  life  will  be  ours.  And  here  "not 
to  the  strong  is  the  battle,  nor  to  the 
swift  the  race;  but  to  the  true  and  the 
faithful  victory  is  promised  through 
grace." 

My  Lord,  I  Can 

Rev.  Charles  V.  Fairbairn 

I  was  sitting  in  my  study.  One  thou- 
sand, four  hundred  and  twenty-six  long 
miles  separated  my  wife,  my  children, 
and  me  from  those  we  held  most  dear. 
Besides,  I  missed  the  rolling  hills,  the  deep, 
cool  woods,  the  limpid,  gurgling  brooks 
and  the  clear,  cold  lakes  of  my  native 
Ontario.    I   was   homesick,   lonely,    blue. 

"Why  are  you  feeling  melancholy?" 
asked  my  Lord  as  He  entered. 

"I  am  homesick  for  my  native  land 
and  my  own  folk,"  I  answered. 

"Ever  read  of  the  long  lines  of  covered 
(Continued  on  page  34) 
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A  Little  Child  Shall  Lead  Them 


FANNIE  S  FOSHEE 


A  dejected  man  was  sitting  by  the 
seashore,  watching  the  little  white  sail- 
boat skim  across  the  deep  blue  water. 
Above  small,  fluffy  white  clouds  sailed 
majestically  across   the   blue   sky. 

The  sun  had  sunk  until  it  was  only 
about  one  hour  high.  Dan  Perry  had  been 
sitting  here  for  several  hours,  debating 
with  his  own  conscience  about  ending 
it   all. 

"Wouldn't  be  long  'til  I'd  be  out  of 
my  misery,  if  I  could  make  up  my  mind 
to  jump.  The  water's  plenty  deep  here 
and  nobody  has  been  here  all  afternoon," 
he  mused.  "I  guess  I  ought  to  write  a 
note  and  tie  it  to  my  shoes,  so  they'll 
know  who  to  notify." 

"Now,  Dan  Perry,  aren't  you  ashamed 
of  yourself?  The  very  idea.  I  know  Ellen 
is  gone,  but  you've  plenty  to  live  for. 
You're  a  coward,  that's  what  you  are!" 
reasoned    Dan's    conscience. 

"But  the  very  thought  of  not  having 
Ellen  any  more,  not  ever  getting  to  see 
her  again,  and  the  knowledge  that  she 
lies  out  there  in  that  cemetery  dead  makes 
life  as  empty  and  meaningless  as  it  is 
possible  for  it  to  be.  Surely  no  one  could 
blame  me  for  ending  it  all,  not  even 
mother,"  he  added. 

"True  enough,  Ellen  is  dead.  So  must 
we  all  die,  at  some  time  or  another.  But 
she  would  not  want  you  to  feel  like  this. 
In  fact,  I  am  sure  she  would  have  been 
disappointed  in  you  for  being  so  despond- 
ent over  her  death,"  conscience  reasoned 
again. 

"But  I  can't  stand  to  go  back  to  our 
little  cottage  ever  again,  and  her  not  there 
to  meet  me.  I  feel  so  miserable  and  alone, 
as  if  I  had  not  a  friend  in  the  world," 
Dan  said. 

"You  know,  Dan,  you  have  many 
friends.  They  have  sympathized  with  you 
and  tried  to  help  you.  The  flowers  they 
brought  testified  to  that.  You  know  El- 
len's mother  and  father  suffered,  too. 
Your  mother  and  your  sister,  they  know 
how  to  sympathize,  for  they  have  each 
been  through  this  same  dark  place.  You 
are  not  the  only  one  who  has  suffered. 
Cheer  up.  Make  up  your  mind  to  go  back 
to  your  job.  Don't  be  a  slacker,"  his 
conscience  continued. 

"But  I  just  can't  go  on  without  her, 
I  had  just  had  her  two  short  years,  and 
they  were  the  sweetest  days  of  my  life. 
Why  is  life  so  cruel?  No,  I  don't  want 
to  live,  wish  I  could  feel  different  but  I 
just  can't." 

"Hey,  Mister,  catch  any  fish?"  asked 
a  small  boy  coming  up  behind  him  with 
a  small  pole  in  his  hand. 

"Oh,  I  see,  you  weren't  fishing,  were 
you?  You  were  sitting  so  near  the  water 


I  thought  you  were,"  he  said  apologeti- 
cally. 

"Hello,  Sonny.  No,  I'm  not  fishing," 
Dan  said  sullenly. 

"Then  what  are  you  doing?  You  don't 
look  like  a  bum.  Sometimes  they  come 
and  sit  here  like  that  and  one  must  have 
fallen  off  into  the  water  and  couldn't 
swim,  'cause  the  cops  came  down  here 
and  dragged  him  out.  He  had  a  note  tied 
to  his  shoes,  and  I  found  it  when  I  came 
down  here  to  fish.  I  took  it  home  to 
mother  so  she  could  read  it  to  me,  'cause, 
you  see,  Mister,  I  can't  read  much  yet. 
I'm  just  in  the  second  grade." 

"I  heard  the  cops  say  he  committed 
suicide.  I  didn't  know  what  that  meant, 
so  I  ran  and  asked  mother,  and  she  said 
it  meant  he  wanted  to  die.  But,  Mister, 
a  big  man  like  that  wouldn't  do  that, 
would  he?  It  sure  seems  foolish  for  a  man 
to  kill  himself."  Here  the  lad  waited  for 
the  man  to  answer,  but  Dan's  eyes  were 
far  out  in  the  bay  watching  a  giant 
steamer  ride  majestically  along. 

"You  wouldn't  do  a  thing  like  that, 
would  you,  Mister?"  insisted  the  child 
innocently,  as  he  came  and  sat  down  by 
Dan's  side  and  took  his  big  hand  into  his 
two  little  ones. 

"Your  hands,  they  are  big  and  strong 
like  daddy's  used  to  be,  before  he  died." 
Here  the  boy  paused  and  wiped  his  little 
eyes.  "It's,  it's  so  lonesome  since  daddy 
has  gone.  You  don't  mind  me  sitting  up 
close,  do  you?  It  makes  me  feel  stronger, 
and  I'll  try  not  to  cry.  Mother  said  we 
mustn't  cry,  'cause  we  wouldn't  be  brave 
if  we  did,  and  that  my  daddy  was  brave 
and  would  want  us  to  be  so." 

Dan  could  stand  it  no  longer.  His  eyes 
were  swimming  with  tears.  His  arm  went 
around  the  boy's  shoulder  and  held  him 
close. 

"Little  man,  what's  your  name?"  he 
asked. 

"My  name  is  Sammy  Jeffrey,  sir,"  he 
replied. 

"Sammy,  you  say  your  daddy  is  dead?" 
asked  Dan. 

"Yes,  Mister,  my  daddy  died  two 
months  ago  out  at  sea.  You  see,  he  was  a 
marine.  That's  why  I  like  to  come  down 
here  to  fish,  because  I  can  see  the  big  ships 
as  they  go  by,  way  out  there.  I  pretend  he 
is  still  on  them  and  it  makes  me  feel 
good  all  inside  of  me.  But  when  they  go 
on  past  then  I  feel  so  lonesome  I  almost 
cry.  You  see  down  yonder  is  where  we 
always  waited  for  my  daddy,"  he  ex- 
plained,  pointing   to  the   docks. 

"My  mother  says  he  was  a  good  Chris- 
tian man,  and  that  somewhere  up  there," 
here  he  pointed  to  the  blue  sky  above, 
"is  a  beautiful  country  where  he  is  alive 


and  happy  with  Jesus  and  all  other  good 
people  who  have  died.  I  am  trying  to  be 
very  good  so  when  I  die  I  can  go  where 
my  daddy  is,"  Sammy  continued.  He  felt 
the  big  man's  arm  tighten  about  him  as 
he  spoke,  and  he  liked  it.  It  reminded  him 
of  those  happy  week  ends  when  his  father 
came  home,  and  often  they  sat  here  to- 
gether and  he  explained  to  him  all  the 
things  that  little  boys  wish  to  know 
about  big  ships.  Dan  was  touched  beyond 
words.  He  dared  not  try  to  speak.  They 
sat  in  silence  for  some  time,  then  Dan 
managed   to  speak. 

"Sammy,  you  are  a  brave  boy!  I  really 
admire  you.  From  what  you  have  told 
me  I  know  you  had  a  swell  daddy.  Your 
mother,  too,  must  be  very  brave.  Tell  me 
some  more  about  her,"  Dan  urged. 

"My  mother  is  very  brave,  sir.  She  is 
a  cripple  and  has  been  ever  since  I  can 
remember.  They  say  it  happened  when  I 
came.  She  sits  in  a  big  wheel  chair  all 
day  and  does  her  work.  You  see,  when 
daddy  lived  we  had  a  maid  to  do  the 
work  and  a  nurse  to  wait  on  mother 
'cause  she's  not  very  well.  But  now  since 
daddy's  gone  we  had  to  let  the  maid  and 
nurse  go,  and  mother  and  I  do  the  work. 
Mother  has  to  work,  too,  besides  this," 
Sammy  said  sadly. 

"My  child,  how  can  your  mother  work 
when  she  is  an  invalid?"  asked  Dan  in 
surprise. 

"Well,  you  see,  she's  just  going  to 
work  a  little  while  'til  I  get  a  little  bigger 
and  then  I'm  going  to  work,  and  she 
won't  ever  have  to  work  again.  The 
nurse  and  maid  can  come  back  then  and 
it  will  be  like  it  used  to  be,  'cept  daddy 
won't  be  there.  You  asked  what  she  does, 
sir.  She  puts  names  on  envelopes  for 
some  company.  Then  sometimes  she  gets 
mending  to  do.  Oh,  she  keeps  busy,  sir," 
Sammy  explained. 

"Your  father  had  left  nothing  for  you 
to  live  on  after  his  death?"  Dan  asked. 

"Yes  sir,  but  we  owed  a  big  mortgage 
on  our  home,  and  when  old  Mr.  Brown 
heard  daddy  was  dead  he  came  to  make 
us  move  out.  I  think  there  was  just 
enough  to  pay  it  off."  Then  he  added, 
"Of  course,  the  house  belongs  to  us  now, 
and  old  Mr.  Brown  won't  ever-come  back 
any    more." 

"I  think  I'd  like  to  talk  with  your 
mother,  Sammy.  Don't  suppose  she'd 
mind,   do  you?"   Dan  asked. 

"Oh,  no,  mother  would  love  to  talk 
to  you,  sir.  I'll  show  you  where  we  live," 
he  said,  as  he  picked  up  his  fishing  pole 
and  his  can  of  bait.  "You  don't  mind 
holding  my  hand  while  we  walk,  do  you? 
It  makes  me  think  I  have  my  daddy  back 
again,"  Sammy  declared  as  they  walked 
along. 

"My  name  is  Dan  Perry,  son.  You  can 
just  call  me  'Danny'  if  you  like." 

"I  like  that  name,  sir.  It — it  sounds 
(Continued  on  page  29) 
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More  About  Daily  Vacation  Bible  Schools 

Daily    Vacation    Bible    School  work  that  we  will  have  to  their  trust,      faithful  services  of  the  teachers  who  had 

J.  D.  Bright  And  since   this  is   a   fact,   certainly   you      charge  of  the  school,  and  their  patience 

State  Overseer  of  South  Carolina  precious  pastors  realize  that   I   am  right      and   work   were    a   blessing    to   the   chil- 

I  am  quite  sure  that  all  of  you  good  when   I   say   that     a   great   responsibility      dren,  for  they  eagerly  and  enthusiastically 

pastors  remember  the  very  inspiring  talk  rests  upon  you  in  seeing  that  this     work      responded  by  doing  whatever  they  were 

that    Brother    Simmons    gave    us   on    the  is  carried  out.  In  conclusion,  let  me  say      asked   to  do.   The  church   feels   that  the 

Daily    Vacation    Bible    School    work    and  that  I  am  praying  and  trusting  that  ev-      school  was  a  success  and  that  much  was 

that  he   convinced  you  in  the  talk  that  ery   pastor   will   organize   a   Daily   Vaca-      accomplished  that  will  be  of  great  value 

this  was  a  very  beneficial  line  of  work  for  tion  Bible  School  in  his  church  and  that      to    the    children     in     the    future. — E.    J. 

your  church  to  be  engaged  in  during  the  I    will    be    receiving   good    reports    about      Boehmer,      General     Secretary      of      the 

summer  months,  due  to  the  fact  that  you  this  work  in  the  next  week  or  so. — From      Church  of  God. 

can    reach    the    children    while    they    are      South  Carolina   State   News.  

out  of  their  literary  schools.  

"These   children,"      says  Brother   Sim-  NOTE:    The   Greenville,   South   Caro- 

mons,  "have  had  eight  or  nine  months  of  lina,  church  has  recently  ordered  fifteen 

literary  training  in  schools  that  have  lit-  of    the    books   on    "How    to   Conduct    a 

tie  else   to  offer  them   than   that  which  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School,"  one  hun- 

is  literary.  If  the  faith  of  the  Bible  has  dred    song    books    for    children    and    one 

been  protected  in  public   schools,   it  has  hundred    books   on   Bible   study.    We  are 

been   in   a  very  mild  way,   and  in  order  glad   that    South    Carolina   is    coming   to 

the  front. — Editor. 


for  the  child  to  be  what  it  should  be 
spiritually,  leaders  who  have  been  trained 
in  the  teaching  of  children  should  or- 
ganize in  the  church  a  Vacation  School 
and  give  themselves  to  this  wonderful 
ministering  of    evangelism    among     our 


Daily  Vacation  Bible  School  in 
North  Cleveland 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Oh  praise  the  Lord!  I  wish  you  were 
with  me.  I  know  your  heart  would  be 
made  to  rejoice  with  mine.  "The  Lord 
hath  done  great  things  for  us,  whereof 
we  are  glad." 

We  are  in  the  midst  of  one  of  the 
greatest  schools  I  have  witnessed  here  in 
Greenville,  S.  C.  The  pastor,  Brother 
Roberts,  is  cooperating  one  hundred  per 
cent  with  his  fine  class  of  teachers.  We 


have    12  5    enrolled.    It   would    thrill   you 

The  first  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School  beyond  measure  to  see  the  precious  darl- 

ever  conducted  in   the  North  Cleveland  ings  as  they  take  their  places  in  line  and 

youth.  Sensing  this  great  need,  your  Pub-      church  of  ^  whkh  cam£  tQ  &  ^  Jj^   .^  ^^   ^  ^   ^.^  ^ 

last  Friday  night,  June  20,  certainly  votion,  then  march  like  brave  little  sol- 
proved  a  blessing  to  the  children.  There  diers  to  their  different  classes.  God  is 
were  from  about  sixty  to  eighty  bright-  certainly  with  us  and  blessing  in  this 
eyed  children  who,  daily  for  two  weeks,  our  first  school  of  this  season, 
went  to  the  house  of  God  to  learn  more  oh>  Fm  ■  t  SQ  fuJ1  of  praises  to  God 
about  Him  and  His  Word.  They  seemed  for  what  He  is  doi  for  us>  T  can  hard. 
to  enjoy  very  much  doing  the  different  jy  write 

kinds  of  handwork  and  coloring  the  Bible  T  am  'to  b     in  a  school  f or  Brother  A# 

pictures    that   were   given   to   them,    and  v     ch.lders    at    Belmont,    N.    C,      next 

then  listening   to  the   Bible   lessons   that  Monday>  june  30.     He     is  arranging  the 

went   with   their   pictures.    They   learned  WOJfk    now   and    T    wiU           there    Frid 

to  work  together  and  to  be  obedient,  and  m_  for  a  teachers>  meeting.  Pray  that 


lishing  House  had  added  to  its  stock  of 
materials  many  things  that  will  be  of 
great  help  to  the  Daily  Vacation  Bible 
School  teacher.  It  is  also  publishing  a 
regular  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School  text- 
book, materials  of  visual  teaching  through 
the  eye  to  the  heart,  colored  cut-outs 
and  other  things  that  will  aid  and  assist 
the  teacher  in  getting  the  message  of  sal- 
vation and  the  story  of  the  Bible  to  the 
little  boys  and  girls  during  these  days 
of  study." 

At  first  some  of  you  pastors  may  feel 


prepared  to  take  charge  or  the  work,  but  __-.;_„  ,l-  i,„„  •  _  „i  ULFums  UI1  mcae  i«h  5LllWi;>i  "•'*'•  l 
t  l  •  j  u  u  notice  their  keen  interest  as  they  were  r  i  >  affnrrl  m  snare  rime  or 
after  having  read  these  statements  above  tauent  the  Word  of  God  ariora  to  spare  time  or 
from  our  Editor  and  Publisher,  assuring  S  '  money  in  helping  to  put  them  over, 
you  that  you  can  receive  such  help  Tne  closing  exercise  on  Friday  night  Your  book  on  "How  to  Conduct  a 
through  our  Publishing  House  in  the  was  an  inspiration  to  even  the  older  peo-  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School"  is  wonder- 
way  of  textbooks,  charts  and  so  on,  you  Ple  wno  attended.  It  was  surprising  how  ful.  I  am  so  proud  of  it.  I  know  it  rep- 
will  see  at  once  that  you  have  those  in  orderly  and  well  organized  they  were,  and  resents  many  hours  of  sacrifice  and  hard 
your  home  church  who  will  be  quali-  l^e  sincerity  and  joy  with  which  they  labor,  but  think  what  a  blessing  it  is  go- 
fied,  with  this  help,  to  carry  on  a  very  sang  together  songs  of  the  love  of  God  ing  to  be.  Our  teachers  here  like  it  very 
successful  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School  were  inspiring  to  the  large  congrega-  much. — Mrs.  H.  L.  Hunt. 
in  your  church.  I  know  that  your  tion  tnat  attended  their  program.  It  was 
hearts  are  wrapped  up  in  the  precious  marvelous  to  hear  those  little  children 
children   in   your   community    and   espe-  (some  of  them  were  from  homes  where 

'ittle  thought  was  given  to  God)    quot- 
ng  the  scriptures,  words  of  praise  and  of 


cially  those  that  attend  your  Sunday 
school.  Therefore,  I  don't  feel  that  I,  as 
your  state  overseer,  will  have  to  say 
much  more  to  encourage  you  to  start  a 
school   and    that    at   once. 

Please  let  us  show  all  the  interest  we 
can  in  the  children,  for  certainly  we 
must  depend  upon  them,  to  a  large  ex- 
tent, to  constitute  the  future  member- 
ship  of   the    Church    and    carry    on    the 


Report    of  Vacation     Bible     School 
From  South  Dakota 

By  Betty  Lisby 


admonition— and    giving      the      chapters  Dear  Lighted  Pathway  Readers: 

and  verses.  One  little  child  learned  more  As  one  of  the  students  of  our  Vaca- 

than    forty    scriptures.    Surely    some    of  tion  Bible   School,   I   want   to  send  in   a 

the  seed  of  the  Word  of  God  implanted  brief  report  of  praise  for  the  school  and 

in    their    tender    hearts    and    minds    will  also   for  victory  in  the  Lord, 

grow  and  produce  precious  fruit  in  their  The  Church  of  God  here  at  Lebanon 

lives  in  later  years!  and  Tolstoy  opened  their  first  Vacation 

The  church  appreciated  very  much  the  (Continued  on  page  18) 
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THE  VACATION  BIBLE  SCHOOL  AT  JOHNSTOWN,  PENNSYLVANIA 


In  the  picture  to  the  left  is  Brother  Lykens,  state  Y.P.E.  and  Sunday  school  superintendent;  at  the  extreme  right  is  the  pastor, 

Rev.  Wm.  F.  Morris. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  wish  to  sound  a  note  of  praise  this 
morning  for  the  way  God  is  blessing  the 
work  in  our  church  in  Johnstown,  Pa. 
This  is  my  first  time  to  write  to  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  May  I  say,  God  bless 
you  for  the  wonderful  work  you  are  do- 
ing along  the  line  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. I'm  always  glad  to  get  the  paper. 

We  have  just  closed  a  two  weeks'  Sum- 
mer Vacation  Bible  School  in  our  church 
here  in  Johnstown.  I  must  confess  it 
went  beyond  anything  I  expected.  Really 
I  thought  we  would  have  about  thirty- 
five  or  forty  to  attend.  The  first  day  we 
had  thirty-five  and  before  it  was  over 
we  had  reached  the  eighty  mark.  Every 
boy  and  girl  seemed  to  be  at  his  and  her 
very  best. 

We  opened  the  school  each  morning 
with  our  theme  song,  "God  Bless  Ameri- 
ca,"  then   scripture  reading   and  prayer, 


after  which  we  had  the  roll  call,  then 
a  drill  or  some  more  singing.  After  this 
each  class  was  called  and  the  teachers 
with  the  children  went  to  work. 

We  tried  to  be  very  careful  and  not 
let  our  children  get  too  tired,  especially 
the  baby  class. 

After  class  we  would  have  just  a  few 
minutes  for  the  children  to  move  around. 
Then  the  class  was  called  to  order  and 
we  would  have  a  Bible  story  told  by  a 
teacher  or  one  of  the  older  students. 
After  this  we  would  have  a  scripture 
scramble  or  names  of  the  books  of  the 
Bible  scramble.  We  closed  with  the  chil- 
dren all  standing  and  repeating  the  Lord's 
prayer. 

Our  school  colors  were  red,  white  and 
blue. 

Our  school  grew  until  we  soon  found 
it  would  be  useless  to  have  the  closing 
exercises  in  our  church.  We  got  the  loan 
of    the    United    Presbyterian        church, 


which  is  one  of  the  largest  in  Johns- 
town. Brother  Paul  H.  Walker,  state 
overseer,  and  Brother  David  Lykens,  state 
Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  school  superintend- 
ent, were  the  main  speakers. 

We  have  one  aim  in  view  and  that  is 
a  larger  and  better  Summer  Vacation 
Bible  School  another  year. 

The  boys  and  girls  brought  their  pen- 
nies for  missions  and  the  total  amount 
was  a  little  over  $10.00.  This  will  be 
credited  to  the  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday 
school  for  camp  meeting. — Wm.  F.  Mor- 
ris,  pastor,   Johnstown,   Pa. 

Important   Information 

We  now  have  just  the  program  book 
you  need  for  your  Y.  P.  E.,  "Dramas  for 
Your  Church  Services."  This  is  a  book 
with  good,  religious,  inspirational  plays 
easy  to  put  on  for  any  occasion.  Price, 
75c. 
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makes  me  want  to  get  closer 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway 
so  much  that  I  can  hardly  wait  from  time 
to  time  for  the  paper  to  come. 

I  am  thirteen  years  of  age  and  it  has 
been  almost  a  year  since  God  gave  me 
such  a  great  blessing  and  I  enjoy  trust- 
ing God  so  much. 

We  thank  God  for  our  pastor,  Brother 
Paul  Brady.  Please  pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E. 
that  it  may  grow  larger  and  be  a  blessing 
to  all  young  people. 

God  is  surely  blessing  in  our  church. 
We  average  about  ninety  most  every  Sun- 
day and  sometimes  we  have  over  a  hun- 
dred. 

In  our  revival  last  year,  which  Brother 
Paul  Brady  conducted,  more  than  thirty 
were  saved.  Pray  for  my  mother  that  she 
will  receive  the  Holy  Ghost.  —  Vivian 
Muse,  Carters,  Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  for  some  time  been  planning  to 
write  you  a  letter  and  this  morning  it  is 
bearing  heavily  on  my  mind. 

You  have  worked  hard  and  no  doubt 
struggled  to  put  your  work  over  for  God 
and  His  cause.  I  don't  feel  like  you  could 
do  a  better  work  for  the  young  people  of 
our  land  today.  The  Lighted  Pathway  is  a 
very  good  and  useful  paper  and  is  needed 
very  much. — Mrs.  Mary  Stephens,  Odum, 
Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  will  tell  you  a  little  how  God  blessed 
in  our  Y.  P.  E.  at  Edgefield,  S.  C.  The 
church  was  nearly  three  hundred  dollars 
in  debt  and  we  had  set  Easter  Sunday  to 
raise  the  entire  indebtedness.  That  was 
about  two  months  ago.  Each  department 
of  the  church  was  working  to  help  raise 
the  money,  but  the  Y.  P.  E.  beat  them 
all.  In  about  four  or  five  weeks  the  Y.  P. 
E.  raised  over  $100.00.  We  surely  worked 
and  God  blessed.  We  give  Him  all  the 
praise.  We  sold  candy  and  solicited  to- 
gether to  raise  the  money.  God  was  with 
us,  for  which  we  praise  Him.  The  money 
was  raised  Easter  and  we  have  $95.10  in 
the  treasury.  "God  hath  done  great  things 
for  us,  whereof  we  are  glad." 

Pray  for  us. — Beulah  Osbon,  Aiken,  S. 
C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  thank  God  that  one  day  He  got  hold 
of  my  heart  and  life.  I  felt  that  I  would 
die  if  I  didn't  repent.  I  am  praising  God 
for  saving  me  that  day  and  for  His  tender 
mercy  and  love. 

When  I  read  about  so  many  being  in 


trouble  it 
to  God. 

We  have  good  attendance  in  Sunday 
school  and  Y.  P.  E.  and  I  enjoy  it  very 
much.  I  thank  God  for  our  church  at 
Erwin  and  for  our  good  pastor. 

Pray  for  me  and  my  family.  —  Mrs. 
Helen  Ambrose,  Erwin,  Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  would  like  to  tell  you  how  much  I 
enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway  each 
month,  but  words  fail  me.  It  surely  is 
food  to  my  soul. 

I  am  young  in  the  way,  have  only  had 
the  Holy  Ghost  for  eight  weeks,  but  I 
have  been  happy  ever  since. 

I  am  only  fifteen  years  of  age  and  glad 
to  find  Jesus  in  my  early  life. 

We  have  a  nice  Y.  P.  E.  at  S.  Boston. 
We  have  a  good  leader  filled  with  the 
Holy  Ghost,  Sister  Eva  Murphy,  who  is 
on  fire  for  God.  Some  of  our  members  are 
unsaved  but  we  are  praying  that  they  will 
be  saved. 

It  will  be  a  happy  time  when  we  gather 
around  the  great  white  throne  and  see  our 
friends  and  loved  ones,  to  be  at  home 
with  Jesus  forevermore. 

We  appreciate  our  good  pastor,  Sister 
Bessie  Puckett.  May  God  bless  you  is  my 
prayer. — Minnie  Hazelwood,  South  Bos- 
ton, Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  never  written  to  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway 
so  much  and  can  hardly  wait  to  receive 
the  next  issue.  I  especially  enjoy  the  Edi- 
tor's message  and  Sally  Jo. 

Sister  Harrison,  you  are  doing  a  good 
work  in  publishing  this  good  paper.  It  is 
no  trouble  to  sell  it  if  I  can  get  the  peo- 
ple to  read  it  once. 

Pray  for  our  church  here  at  Post. — 
John  T.  Owen,  Post,  Texas. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  thank  God  for  what  He  means  to  me. 
I  praise  Him  because  He  has  been  so  good 
to  us.  When  testifying  in  church  there  are 
so  many  things  I'd  like  to  say  but  never 
get  them  said. 

I  surely  enjoy  our  good  articles  in  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  They  mean  so  much  to 
me.  I  have  two  precious  daughters  and  I 
do  want  to  be  a  real  mother  to  them,  the 
kind  you  write  about.  The  Lighted  Path- 
ways are  food  to  my  soul.  Over  on  the 
Tempted  and  Tried  page  are  so  many 
good  things  which  make  us  want  to  move 
on  and  help  others.  I  think  the  Lighted 
Pathway  is  one  of  the  greatest  magazines 


ever  written. 

Pray  much  that  my  family  and  I  will 
always  live  close  to  the  Lord  and  may 
some  day  be  a  great  blessing  to  Him  and 
His  cause.  I  want  every  one  who  reads 
this  to  pray  a  special  prayer  for  us. 

I  would  like  for  us  to  be  able  to  attend 
Bible  School  next  year,  especially  my  hus- 
band, if  everything  could  be  arranged. — 
Mrs.  Julius  B.  Darmon,  Hattiesburg,  Miss. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Just  a  few  words  in  regard  to  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  In  my  estimation  it  is 
the  best  piece  of  literature  money  can 
buy.  It  certainly  has  been  a  blessing  to 
me,  as  a  young  minister.  My  limited  vo- 
cabulary won't  furnish  me  words  to  ex- 
press my  appreciation  to  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  really  thank  God  for  the  pa- 
per and  its  Editor. 

I  desire  your  prayers  that  God  will  have 
His  way  in  my  life. — W.  I.  Head,  Eliza- 
bethton,  Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Words  cannot  express  my  love  and  ap- 
preciation to  you,  Sister  Harrison,  for  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  the  great  work  you 
are  doing  for  the  young  people.  Your  pa- 
per means  so  much  to  us  here.  We  are  few 
in  number,  but  God  is  blessing. 

Our  young  people  are  so  willing  to 
work  for  the  Lord  and  wc  are  expecting 
the  Lord  to  do  great  things  for  us. 

Our  programs  are  made  up  entirely  out 
of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  do  not  know 
how  we  could  get  along  without  it.  I 
read  it  every  month  and  can  hardly  wait 
to  get  it. 

We  appreciate  our  good  pastor  and 
wife,  Brother  and  Sister  Moore,  who  are 
doing  a  great  work  among  the  young  peo- 
ple. 

As  leader  of  the  Y.  P.  E.,  I  feel  my  re- 
sponsibility, so  pray  for  me. — Edna  Fog- 
gin,  Williamstown,  W.  Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Even  though  the  world  is  shadowed  in 
darkness  and  turmoil,  yet  we  feel  like 
pressing  on.  Why?  Because  the  Lord  has 
blessed  us  so  wonderfully  in  our  Y.  P.  E. 
We  truly  thank  the  Lord  for  our  Y.  P.  E. 
It  is  through  the  help  of  God  that  we 
have  such  faithful  members  in  our  Y.  P. 
E.  We  are  praising  Him  for  each  one  of 
them  and  for  our  pastor  and  his  wife, 
Brother  and  Sister  Statum,  who  are  so 
willing  to  cooperate  with  us  in  our  work. 

God  is  surely  blessing  our  Y.  P.  E.  We 
began  our  Y.P.E.  with  only  a  few,  but 
thank  God  we  have  a  large  group  now 
with  nearly  all  on  fire  for  God.  We  have 
never  seen  such  unity  in  the  church  and 
where  there  is  unity  there  is  strength.  We 
intend  to  go  over  the  top  for  Jesus. 

May  God's  blessings  be  upon  you  is  my 
prayer. — Ruby  Whitworth,  Dixiana,  Ala. 
(Continued  on  page  20) 
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A  School  Teachers  Problem 


Byrcnda  C.  Hepker 


"Here's  a  letter  from  Stanvillc  for  you, 
Suzanne.  Open  it  quickly.  Do  you  sup- 
pose it's  a  contract?" 

Suzanne  suddenly  made  at  least  a  fifty 
per  cent  recovery  from  her  annoying  case 
of  flu.  She  had  been  lying  so  still,  telling 
herself  that  if  the  impossible  should  be 
true  she  would  not  receive  the  news  for 
a  couple  of  days  yet.  School  board  secre- 
taries never  hurried.  Suzanne  had  never 
wanted  anything  so  much  in  her  whole 
life.  There  was  always  the  remembrance 
of  the  words  of  the  president  of  the 
board,  "We  never  employ  inexperienced 
teachers,  but  if  you  should  be  hired,  we 
could  not  pay  you  the  same  salary  as  the 
others  who  have  taught  for  several  years." 
Then  would  follow  the  assurance  that 
the  superintendent  would  recommend  her, 
even  though  he  had  not  said  so  in  actual 
words.  Why  did  he  favor  her?  The  only 
explanation  that  Suzanne  had  was  that 
two  years  of  unfaltering  and  believing 
prayer   was   being   answered. 

"You  were  selected  to  fill  the  vacancy 
in  the  fourth  grade  at  the  board  meeting 
Thursday  night.  Enclosed  you  will  find 
a  contract  and  a  duplicate.  Please  sign 
both  and  return  one  to  this  office."  Her 
salary  would  be  just  two  dollars  and 
seventy-five  cents  less  than  that  of  the 
experienced  teachers.  She  got  no  further. 
Because  she  could  think  of  nothing  else 
to  do  that  would  so  completely  express 
her  joy,  she  sprang  off  the  davenport  and 
jumped  up  and  down  on  the  floor  like  a 
child. 

It  seemed  so  very  natural  to  be  teach- 
ing fourth-graders,  just  like  teaching  her 
Sunday  school  class.  Suzanne  was  sure 
that  her  class  was  the  sweetest  in  the 
entire  school  every  time  one  of  the  eight- 
een students  came  up  to  the  desk  with  a 
piece  of  homemade  cake  or  a  chocolate 
cookie  that  was  losing  most  of  its  cover- 
ing on  some  definitely  grimy  little  hands. 
"I  brought  this  for  you,  Miss  Rheimer." 

It  had  never  been  difficult  for  Suzanne 
to  help  children  understand  that  they 
must  follow  certain  simple  and  funda- 
mental rules  of  discipline,  especially  the 
cardinal  principle,  that  they  must  obey 
promptly  when  they  were  spoken  to.  This 
group  was  no  exception.  Of  course,  there 
was  one  boy  more  susceptible  to  lapses  of 
memory  than  any  of  the  others.  At  first 
it  seemed  natural  that  one  should  be  more 
mischievous  than  the  others,  but  as  the 
weeks  went  by,  in  spite  of  all  of  Suz- 
anne's kindness  and  sternness,  he  became 
chronically  sullen  and  nourished  a  dislike 
for  almost  everyone. 

Suzanne  decided  to  put  him  in  the  back 
of  the  room  and  disregard  his  moods, 
hoping  he  would  discard  that  particular 
technique    for   obtaining    attention.    One 


day,  Suzanne  found  him  in  arithmetic 
class  merely  copying  the  problems  one 
after  another  so  close  together  that  there 
was  no  space  to  finish  them  neatly. 

"You  had  better  start  working  the 
problems,  Douglas,  or  you  won't  get  even 
the  first   ones   finished   this  period." 

"I  cannot  do  them,"  and  he  continued 
copying  problem  fourteen. 

"Then  I  will  help  you.  Look  at  the 
first  one,  now.  You  had  better  erase  the 
second  one  so  we  will  have  space  for  it." 

Never  had  Douglas  written  so  fast  and 
with  such  intense  interest  in  his  life. 

"Douglas,  erase  the  second  problem, 
and  we  will  work  the  first  together!" 

The  stormiest  scene  of  Suzanne's 
teaching  career  followed,  but  in  the  end, 
Douglas  erased  the  second  and  together 
they  worked  the  first,  pretending  that 
nothing   unusual  had  occurred. 

A  few  days  later,  Doris  Jean  came 
running  into  the  schoolroom.  "Miss 
Rheimer,  Douglas  and  Alvie  are  having  an 
awful  fight,  and  we  cannot  get  them  to 
quit." 

Suzanne  scurried  out  to  the  school 
grounds,  all  the  way  racking  her  brain 
for  a  new  incentive  or  even  a  more  severe 
punishment  that  might  shake  Douglas 
from  his  sordid  attitude  and  help  him  to 
realize  that  life  can  be  filled  with  love 
and  friendships  and  peace  rather  than 
hatred,  suspicion,  and  quarrels.  And  then 
she  saw  big  overgrown  Douglas  sitting 
astride  little  Alvie,  looking  for  all  the 
world  as  if  nothing  would  please  him 
half  so  much  as  complete  annihilation. 
She  dragged  him  away  by  sheer  force,  and 
was  thankful  for  a  strong,  active  body 
that  could  meet  such  an  emergency. 

Because  she  could  think  of  nothing  to 
do,  nothing  to  say,  nothing  to  appeal  to 
more  than  she  had  already  done,  she 
merely  told  the  boys  to  find  their  own 
seats  in  the  schoolroom  and  to  remain 
after  school  was  dismissed,  lifting  her 
heart  in  an  appeal  for  guidance.  The 
afternoon  was  soon  gone,  and  Suzanne 
asked  the  reason  for  the  fight.  Both  boys 
agreed  that  Alvie  had  called  Douglas  by 
his  last  name  alone  rather  than  by  his 
first,  and  Douglas  had  suddenly  consid- 
ered that  an  insult.  The  practice  of  using 
last  names  was  common  among  the  boys 
on  the  playground,  so  clearly  there  was 
no  reason  to  keep  Alvie  longer.  Still  there 
was  no  light  regarding  a  way  to  appeal 
to  Douglas,  and  so  Suzanne  made  a  pre- 
tense of  working  for  another  twenty 
minutes,  hoping  that  Douglas'  own 
thoughts  might  lead  him  to  repentance. 
The  problem  had  to  be  faced.  "Doug- 
las, why  did  you  act  as  you  did  today 
pnd  ns  v<">u  have  been  recentlv?  You  know 


all   the   time   that    I    will   have   to  punish 
you." 

A  long  silence.  Suzanne  gripped  his 
arm  and  gave  it  a  little  shake.  "You  must 
answer  me  when  I  speak  to  you,  Doug- 
las." 

With  a  strong  jerk  to  free  his  arm 
from  the  firm  grasp  that  held  it,  he  stood 
before  her  in  wild-eyed,  uncontrollable 
anger,  fighting  the  air  with  his  fists  and 
swearing  through  clenched  teeth.  Suzanne 
could  just  distinguish  that  he  had  plans 
for  that  afternoon  which  she  had  thwart 
ed  by  keeping  him  after  dismissal.  Then, 
exhausted  physically  by  this  fit  of  mad- 
ness and  frightened  by  the  realization  of 
what  he  had  done,  he  fell  into  his  seat 
and  started  to  sob  with  a  spasmodic  and 
painful  inhaling  of  his  breath. 

Suzanne's  voice  was  very  calm.  "Doug- 
las, do  you  realize  what  happens  to  those 
who  allow  themselves  to  be  carried  away 
by  their  tempers  as  you  have  just  done?" 

"Yes,"  the  sobbing  voice  became  more 
violent,  "you  can  send  me  to  the  reform 
school."  The  conversation  was  taking  an 
unexpected  turn.  Apparently  someone 
had  threatened  him  with  this  overwhelm- 
ing punishment.  "Nobody  treats  me  the 
way — they   do  other   people." 

"Do  I  not  treat  you  as  well  and  give 
you  even  more  attention  than  I  do  the 
other  boys  and  girls?" 

"Well,  you  do  not  let  me  read — as 
often  as  you  do  the  ones — that  are  better 
readers,  and  I  do  not  see  how — we  are 
going  to  get  to  be  good  readers  if — you 
do  not  let  us  read  more  than  you  do 
them." 

"Probably  I  have  been  in  too  much  of 
a  hurry  to  get  some  of  the  necessary  oral 
reading  done,  Douglas.  I'm  glad  that  you 
mentioned  that.  I  will  try  to  have  you 
read  oftener."  Suzanne  knew  for  the 
first  time  that  he  had  hit  on  a  real  criti- 
cism as  she  thought  of  the  times  that  she 
had  been  in  such  a  hurry  to  introduce 
some  new  work  and  had  asked  one  of  the 
"good  readers"  to  read  a  paragraph  or 
two  of  explanation. 

"But  Douglas,  answer  my  first  ques- 
tion. Why  do  you  deliberately  break  our 
rules  as  you  did  today?"  The  teacher  was 
in  earnest. 

The  sobs  came  in  such  spasms  of 
breathing  that  Suzanne  could  scarcely 
understand.  "I  do  not — know  why — I 
do; — I   do   not — want   to." 

And  then  Suzanne  found  herself  sit- 
ting in  the  same  seat  with  him  and  her 
arm  was  around  his  rocking  shoulders. 
"I  know  what  you  mean,  Douglas,  and 
I  know  of  Someone  who  can  help  you. 
Do  you  remember  what  I  told  you  at 
Christmas  time  about  the  Baby  Jesus 
who  was  born  in  the  manger  and  how 
we  said  the  other  day  that  now  He  is  in 
Heaven  and  hears  us  when  we  talk  to 
Him?"  (Douglas  had  never  been  to  Sun- 
(Continued  on  paee  26) 
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Our  Loving  Savior 

Zfr//;y  /««r  Sheets 


In  the  morning,  in  the  morning, 
Daily  in  His  likeness  be. 


We  have  a  loving  Savior,  you  and  I, 
He  lives  beyond  the  blue,  blue  sky, 

Looking  down  upon  us  day  by  day, 
He  knows  everything  we  do  and  say. 

He  is  a  loving  Savior, 

So  very  kind  and  true, 
Now  do  you  have  any  troubles? 

Tell   Him,   He'll   see  you   through. 

This   kind   and   loving   Savior  is   Jesus, 
Our   best   Friend  of  the  hour; 

He's  the  best  to  tell  our  troubles  to, 
When  we  see  it's  out  of  our  power. 

He  is  a  friend   to  all  little  children, 
He  said,   "Suffer  them   to  come   unto 
me." 

So  children  always  love  and  serve  Him, 
And  be  good  like  He  wants  you  to  be. 

— Pine  Crest  Sanitarium,  Beckley,  W.  Va. 

We  Praise  His  Name 

Nannie  L.  Booth 

Praise  to  the  holy  name 
Of  our  Redeemer,  King; 
Great  tribute  of  the  highest 
Unto  Thee  now  we  bring. 

Oh!  praise  Thy  name  forever, 
We  lift  our  hearts  to  Thee, 
Who  died  for  our  transgression 
On  Calvary's  cruel  tree. 

In  pain  the  Savior  suffered, 
Upon  Golgotha's  brow; 
In  humble,  sweet  submission 
That  kingly  head  did  bow. 

Upon  the  cross  He  suffered 
Such  anguish,  pain,  and  shame, 
But  now  He  lives  forever, 
All  glory  to  His  name! 

In  the  Morning 

Mrs.  Viola  Bunker 

In  the  morning,  in  the  morning, 
Just  before  the  break  of  day, 
While   the  others   are   all   sleeping, 
I   can  hear  my  Savior  say: 
"Fear  not  now  and  never  doubt  me, 
Never  will  I  ever  fail." 
In  the  morning,  in  the  morning, 
Jesus  lifts  the  misty  veil. 

Veil  of  doubt  and  veil  of  sorrow, 

And  His  blessed  face  I  see, 

And  the  strength  I  need  tomorrow 

He  will  gladly  send  to  me. 

So  I'll  trust  Him  more  than  ever, 

Let  Him  have  His  way  with  me. 


Through  the  waters  He  will  lead  me, 
Of  this  life's  dark  troubled  sea, 
And   my  bark  will  anchor  safely 
Where  my  Savior  pilots  me. 
In  the  harbor  of  His  glory, 
To  that  homeland  up  above, 
In  the  morning,  in  the  morning, 
Resting  sweetly  in  His  love. 

In  the  morning,  in  the  morning, 
When  I  reach  the  golden  shore 
Where  my  loved  ones  will  be  waiting 
Who  have  traveled  on  before. 
All  their  grief  and  all  their  sorrow 
Jesus  now  has  taken  away. 
In  the  morning,  in  the  morning 
Of  that  promised  perfect  day. 

Is  it  Enough? 

Margaret  Lewis 

Is   it   enough   to  say  we  love  Him? 
Is  it  enough  to  walk  by  His  side, 
While  so  many  around  us  perish 
And  for  them  the  Savior  died? 

Is  it  enough  to  shout  the  victory? 
Others  need  the  victory  too; 
Others  need  to  know  the  Savior 
And  they  look  to  me  and  you. 

Is  it  enough  to  sit  by  idle? 
There   are   some  who  never  heard, 
They  know  nothing  of  the  Savior, 
Nothing   of   His   precious   Word. 

Can  we  close  our  lips  in  silence, 
Fold  our  hands  and  settle  down, 
While  lost  souls  are  going  onward, 
Heedless  drifting,  drifting  down? 

May  we  do  our  bit  for  Jesus, 
Though  the  way  gets  hard  and  rough, 
Do  our  best  to  win  the  sinner 
Till  Christ  says,  "It  is  enough." 


Someone  Is  Passing   By 

Pauline  Jackson 

A  stranger  once  was  passing  by, 
Looked  on  by  men  with  scornful  eye; 
Yet  on  His  journey  He  did  go, 
To  bear  a  message  men  should  know. 
For  He  was  sent  by  God  above 
To  bring  a  message  of  His  love; 
And  show  to  men  how  God  does  bless 
In  time  of  trouble  and  distress. 

He  was  passed  by  without  a  thought 
By  men  who  looked  on  Him  as  naught. 
They  turned  their  backs  unto  His  face, 
And  did  not  think  to  give  Him  a  place 
Within  their  homes  to  take  a  rest, 


Nor  share  with  them  what  they  pos- 
sessed. 

But  as  He  went  a  friend  at  heart, 
With  pity  moved  to  take  His  part, 
To  shield  Him  from  the  cold  and 

damp, 
That  He  should  not  be  called  a  tramp. 
She  made  Him  welcome  in  her  home, 
While  on  His  journey  He  did  roam; 
Yet  knew  not  then  that  in  distress 
Through  Him  would  come  God's  help 

and  grace. 

Be  careful  of  the  passerby, 
Who  on  God's  work  he  doth  rely; 
And  strive  each  day  His  will  to  do 
To  bring  the  peace  of  God  to  you. 
In  every  home  there  is  a  place 
Where  God  designs  to  give  His  grace; 
And  cheer  the  faint  and  broken  hearts, 
Through  men  that  He  hath  set  apart. 

They  often  weep  when  turned  away 
From  heart  and  home  both  night  and 

day; 
For  they're  aware  that  you  have  driven 
From  heart    and    home    the    peace  of 

heaven. 
You  scorn  the  plan  that  God  designed 
To  bless  the  hearts  of  human  kind. 
You  closed    your    doors    against    His 

grace, 
And  turned  your  backs  unto  His  face. 

Just  One  Day 

/.   Clarke   Glass 

The  morning  sun  fills  the  earth  with  light, 

Robing  the  shadows  in  garments  bright. 
The  rose  came  forth  to  adorn  the  earth, 

The  lilac  sang  its  song  of  mirth. 
Midday  sun  bid  the  dawn  adieu, 

Happy  song  birds  sang  all  day  through. 
The  bright  sun  set  in  the  distant  west, 

Then   shadows   returned    to    give   man 
rest; 
Who  could  have  formed  such  a  perfect 
plan, 

But  eternal  God  the  Friend  of  man? 

Try  Smiling 

Myra  Dell  Fields,  Ft.   Worth,  Tex. 

As  you  trod  along  the  street, 
Some  old  friend  you  chance  to  meet; 
And  you — they  fail  to  greet, 
Try   smiling. 

As  you  journey  down  life's  road, 
Though  you  bear  a  heavy  load; 
You're  reaping  from  the  seed  you  sowed, 
Try    smiling. 

When  your  life  is  sad  and  drear 
And   your  journey's   end   is   near; 
And  you  hear  no  word  of  cheer, 
Try   smiling. 

No  one  who  is  too  weak  to  carry  the 
cross  is  strong  enough  to  make  the  trip  to 
heaven. 
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Dreams,    books,    are    each    a    world;    and 

books,  we  know, 
Are  a  substantial  world,   both  pure  and 

good : 
Round  these,  with  tendrils  strong  as  flesh 

and   blood, 
Our  pastime  and  our  happiness  will  grow. 
— Wordsworth. 


Mountain  Peaks  of  Experience 

or 

The  Story  of  My  Life 

Price  2  5c 

Listen,  young  people!  The  Y.  P.  E.  or 
person  who  sends  in  the  largest  number 
of  orders  for  Mountain  Peaks  of  Experi- 
ence will  receive  a  nice  cash  prize  of 
$10.00.  We  must  have  another  500  or- 
ders to  pay  the  Publishing  House.  When 
we  reach  the  five  hundred  mark,  the 
prize  will  be  given. 

Now  really,  honestly,  young  people, 
don't  you  want  to  help  me  just  a  little  to 
lift  this  burden?  I  thank  you  now  for 
your  help. 

I  can  hear  you  say,  "Oh,  that  will  be 
easy  out  of  the  many  readers  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway,"  but  if  every  one  de- 
pends on  the  other,  it  will  be  impossible. 
So  send  in  your  order  now  and  be  one  of 
the  five  hundred. 

Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905 
Parker   St.,   Cleveland,   Tenn. 

HOME  SCENES 
When  we  wrote  the  play,  "Home 
Scenes,"  we  had  in  mind  the  closing  of 
Vacation  Bible  Schools.  On  the  last 
Saturday  night  of  the  school  let  the  chil- 
dren have  their  program,  and  Sunday 
night  put  on  a  parents'  program  and  use 
this  play.  It  is  the  picture  of  two  homes. 
One  young  couple  starts  out  in  life  to 
make  Christ  the  foundation  for  their 
home  and  it  has  a  very  beautiful  ending. 
The  other  couple  builds  on  a  sandy  foun- 
dation and  the  evening  of  life  is  very 
Bad.  It  is  a  sermon  within  itself.  Order 
this  play  and  use  in  connection  with 
your  school.  Price  25c. 

Order  from 
ALDA  B.  HARRISON 

2905  Parker  St. 
Cleveland,  Tennessee 

Note:  In  the  July  issue  on  page  16 
of  the  Lighted  Pathway,  you  will  find 
all  the  materials  advertised  for  Daily  Va- 
cation Bible  School  work.  Please  send  in 
your  orders  for  materials  at  once  and  get 
your  schools   started. 


"This   little   Book   I'd   rather   own. 
Than   all   the   gold   and   gems 

That   e'er  in  monarchs'   coffers  shone, 
Than    all    their    diadems." 


Bible   Readings   For   August 

Morning  Evening 

Aug.     1  Esther   1-2  Prov.  12 

Aug.    2  Esther  3-4  Prov.  13 

Aug.    3  Esther   5-7  Prov.  14 

Aug.    4  Esther  8-10  Prov.  15 

Aug.     5  Job   1-2  Prov.  16 

Aug.     6  Job   3-4  Prov.  17 

Aug.    7  Job   5-6  Prov.  18 

Aug.    8  Job  7-8  Prov.  19 

Aug.     9  Job  9-10  Prov.  20 

Aug.  10  Job   11-12  Prov.  21 

Aug.  11  job   13-14  Prov.  22 

Aug.  12  Job   15-16  Prov.  23 

Aug.  13  Job   17-18  Prov.  24 

Aug.  14  Job   19-20  Prov.  2  5 

Aug.  15  Job  21-22  Prov.  26 

Aug.  16  Job  23-24  Prov.  27 

Aug.  17  Job  2  5-27  Prov.  2  8 

Aug.  18  Job   28-29  Prov.  29 

Aug.  19  Job   30-31  Prov.  30 

Aug.  20  Job   32-3  3  Prov.  31 

Aug.  21  Job  34-35  Rom.     1 

Aug.  22  Job   36-37  Rom.     2 

Aug.  23  Job   3  8-39  Rom.     3 

Aug.  24  Job  40-41  Rom.    4 

Aug.  2  5  Job  42  Rom.     5 

Aug.  26  Eccl.  1-2  Rom.    6 

Aug.  27  Eccl.  3-4  Rom.    7 

Aug.  28  Eccl.  5-6  Rom.     8 

Aug.  29  Eccl.  7-8  Rom.    9 

Aug.  30  Eccl.  9-10  Rom.  10 

Aug.  31  Eccl.  11-12  Rom.  11 

Recommended  Books  For  Your 
Library 

For  Study 

Cruden's  Concordance  $2.00 

Smith's  Bible  Dictionary  1.50 

How  to  Prepare  Sermons,  Evans  ____  1.25 
Rightly  Dividing  the  Word,  Larkin  2.50 
100  Revival  Sermons  and  Outlines, 

Barton 1.39 

Deeper  Experiences  of  Famous  Chris- 
tians, Lawson 1.50 

History  of  the  Church  of  God, 


Simmons  

Revelation  Expounded,  Dake  

Fiction 
Under  Whose  Wings,  Zenobia  Bird, 
The  Return  of   the  Tide,   Zenobia 

Bird 
The  Girl  Who  Found  Herself,  Jack 

Lynn    

At  the  Crossroads,  Minnie  E.  Lud- 

wig    _ 

For  Children 
99  New  Sermons  for  Children,  by 

G.  B.  F.  Hallock,  D.D 

Picture   Story  Life  of  Christ,   by 

Elsie  E.   Egermeier  

Bible  Picture  ABC  Book,  by  Elsie 

E.  Egermeier  .". 

Our  Darling's  ABC  Book,  by 

Isabel  C.  Byrum  

The  Adventures  of  Jack  and  Joyce, 

by  Grace  Phelps  Lumm  

Tiny  Tots  in  Story  Town,  by 

Isabel  C.  Byrum  ___. 
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Lighted   Pathway  Rating 

Alabama  1,082  9 

Arizona  

Arkansas 134  2 

California  149  1 

Colorado  

Delaware  84 

Foreign  _ 36  5  * 

Florida    ..  2,264  21 

Georgia  4,440  3  1 

Iowa  42 

Idaho    84 

Illinois 5  54  5 

Indiana  192  1 

Kansas  90 

Kentucky  98  8  10 


Louisiana  315 

Maine   __  70 

Maryland    462 

Massachusetts  28 

Minnesota  2  8 

Michigan    304 

Mississippi  — _ 318 

Missouri    2  37 

Montana  1 1 2 

Nebraska    

New  Hampshire  14 

New  Jersey 70 

New  Mexico  77 

New  York  __  14 

North  Carolina 14,524 

North  Dakota  140 

Ohio  701 

Oklahoma  279 

Oregon  5  6 

Pennsylvania    720 

Rhode  Island  

South  Carolina  12,611 

South  Dakota  100 

Tennessee   1,699 

Texas    93  5 

Virginia    478 

Washington    84 

Washington,  D.  C.__  14 

West  Virginia 1,008 

Wyoming  14 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


My  Life  Story 


BEAU L AH  OSBON 


(Written  at  the  request    of    the    Editor) 

I  was  born  June  30,  1909,  in  Girade, 
Georgia.  I  came  in  answer  to  mother's 
prayers.  She  had  three  boys  and  wanted  a 
girl.  My  youngest  brother  is  seven  and 
one-half  years  older  than  I.  I  was  the  joy 
of  the  home. 

Everything  went  along  fine  until  I  was 
eleven  months  old.  I  was  stricken  with 
that  dreadful  disease,  infantile  paralysis. 
I  was  paralyzed  all  over  and  they  thought 
I  was  going  to  die.  Of  course,  mother  and 
father  worried  very  much,  as  all  true 
parents  will  do.  One  day  my  mind  com- 
pletely left  me.  Their  worries  increased. 
Mother  prayed  and  asked  God  if  He  would 
restore  my  mind  she  would  never  worry 
about  my  condition  any  more.  I  stayed  in 
that  condition  about  twenty-four  hours. 
Late  in  the  afternoon  of  the  second  day 
Arthur,  my  oldest  brother,  came  to  the 
bed  where  I  was  and  showed  me  a  ball. 
I  reached  for  the  ball  and  smiled.  That 
was  the  first  intelligent  expression  I  had 
had  for  twenty-four  hours.  I  was  carried 
to  the  very  best  doctors  and  they  told  my 
parents  that  plenty  of  sunshine  and  exer- 
cise was  all  that  would  do  me  any  good. 
When  I  was  able  to  take  the  sunshine  and 
exercise,  mother  gave  me  an  hour  exercise 
every  morning  and  then  put  me  out  in 
the  sunshine  when  the  weather  permitted. 
This  continued  until  I  could  walk.  I  was 
nearly  three  years  old  when  I  walked.  Oh, 
how  I  thank  God  for  a  mother  like  that 
to  sacrifice  everything  for  me.  The  disease 
settled  in  my  back  and  both  legs  and 
had  I  been  left  on  the  bed  I  would  have 
been  a  complete  invalid  today,  in  a  rolling 
chair,  but  thank  God  I  am  able  to  go 
about  by  the  aid  of  crutches.  I  can  go 
about  in  the  house  without  my  crutches. 

When  I  was  seventeen  months  old  God 
sent  me  a  sister  to  make  life  easier  for  me. 
The  story  of  my  life  would  not  be  com- 
plete without  mentioning  her.  She  learnej 
to  walk  several  months  before  I  did  and 
she  would  always  see  that  no  other  chil- 
dren hurt  me  and  that  my  toys  were  in 
my  reach. 

I  could  not  start  to  school  at  the  age 
of  six,  for  we  lived  in  the  country  and 
they  did  not  have  the  nice  buses  to  drive 
to  your  door  then  like  it  is  now,  so  my 
schooling  did  not  start  until  my  sister  was 
old  enough  to  go.  Father  bought  me  a 
book  just  like  hers  and  mother  would 
teach  me  at  home.  I  was  ready  for  the 
third  grade  when  we  moved  where  I  could 
go  to  school.  I  never  went  to  school  a  day 
in  my  life  without  my  sister  until  my  last 
year  in  high  school.  In  August,  1929,  God 
called  her  home  to  heaven.  It  seemed  that 
it  was  more  than  I  could  stand,  but  God 


was  with  me.  It  will  be  twelve  years  this 
August  since  she  left  us  and  I  mean  to 
meet  her  when  this  life  is  over. 

I  praise  God  for  Christian  parents  who 
have  taught  me  the  right  way.  Mother  re- 
ceived the  Holy  Ghost  when  I  was  three 
years  old.  Father  was  sanctified  when  I 
was  five  and  received  the  Holy  Ghost 
when  I  was  nine.  In  answer  to  their 
prayers  I  was  saved  at  ten  years  of  age  and 
received  the  Holy  Ghost  at  thirteen.  God 
has  had  His  hand  on  my  life  all  these 
years. 

We  have  lived  in  Aiken,  S.  O,  for  the 
past  sixteen  years.  There  is  no  Pentecostal 
movement  here  of  any  kind.  Father  fi- 
nanced a  four  weeks'  tent  revival  here  in 
July  and  August  of   1929.  As  far  as  we 


Be  axil  ah  Osbon 

can  tell  no  outward  good  was  done.  Old 
men  who  had  lived  here  all  their  life  said 
it  was  the  first  holiness  revival  ever  to  be 
held  in  Aiken.  If  for  no  other  purpose,  it 
will  be  a  witness  against  this  place  at  the 
day  of  judgment. 

January  21,  1937,  God  spoke  very  def- 
initely to  me  about  starting  a  Junior  work 
here  in  my  home.  I  was  at  a  loss  to  know 
how  to  begin  and  what  to  call  it.  I  kept 
praying  and  thinking  about  it  and  on  Jan- 
uary 2  8,  I  wrote  invitations  to  the 
mothers  of  the  children  who  lived  near 
me  and  told  them  just  what  I  was  going 
to  do,  and  every  mother  responded  and 
sent  her  children. 

We  called  the  organization  the  "Will- 
ing Workers'  Club."  We  organized  with 
fifteen  members.  We  have  thirty-four  on 


roll  now  and  we  have  ten  of  the  charter 
members  yet.  For  the  first  year  or  so  we 
sent  no  report  to  the  state  superintendent 
of  Y.  P.  E's  and  Sunday  schools.  Brother 
Robert  Johnson  was  the  state  superintend- 
ent at  that  time.  It  was  his  second  year  as 
state  superintendent  that  he  gave  me 
some  report  cards  and  every  month  since 
then  I  have  sent  in  a  report. 

We  have  missed  only  eight  months  of 
the  four  years  in  having  our  meetings. 
Two  years  last  May  we  had  to  stop  on 
account  of  the  infantile  paralysis  epidemic 
and  before  the  quarantine  was  lifted  I 
had  planned  to  go  to  B.  T.  S.  The  quar- 
antine was  lifted  in  August  and  the  chil- 
dren began  to  beg  me  to  start  the  meet- 
ings again,  but  it  was  so  near  time  for  me 
to  go  to  B.  T.  S.  that  I  would  not  start 
then.  I  went  to  school  and  did  not  get  to 
stay  but  half  the  term,  as  my  brother  next 
to  me  was  taken  seriously  ill.  I  had  to 
come  home  to  help  in  the  office  in  our 
business.  Just  as  soon  as  the  children 
found  out  I  was  home  they  wanted  the 
meetings  to  begin  again.  I  came  home 
from  school  January  12,  1940,  and  on 
January  2  6  we  started  again  and  have  not 
missed  a  week  since,  only  on  account  of 
bad  weather. 

I  am  hoping  soon  to  have  a  chapel  for 
our  meetings.  The  class  has  grown  so  large 
that  some  of  the  children  have  to  sit  on 
the  floor  in  my  front  room.  I  believe  more 
would  attend  if  I  had  some  place  large 
enough  to  accommodate  them.  Pray  that 
I  will  soon  get  the  building. 

I  desire  your  prayers  that  I  may  con- 
tinue in  this  great  work.  I  am  expecting 
to  see  great  results  at  the  day  of  judg- 
ment. 


Someone    Is   Watching 

A  young  boy  and  his  mother  were 
asked  out  to  dinner.  It  was  a  beautiful 
home  and  everything  served  was  of  the 
best.  The  boy  was  glad  to  meet  a  Chris- 
tian young  man  from  college,  who  had 
won  many  honors  while  there.  It  was 
with  admiration  that  he  watched  him 
during  dinner.  It  was  time  for  wine  to 
be  served.  The  boy  watched  the  young 
man  from  college  to  see  what  he  would 
do.  His  mother  had  one  time  told  him 
that  it  was  wrong  to  drink  wine,  so  he 
watched  the  college  student  to  see  what 
he  thought  about  it.  The  waiter  was  mov- 
ing slowly  around  the  table  filling  glasses. 
The  college  student  saw  him  coming  and 
turned  his  glass  upside  down.  After  the 
dinner  the  mother  sought  out  the  young 
man  and  said,  "I  wish  to  thank  you  for 
turning  your  glass  at  the  table.  My  boy 
was  watching  you  and  he  admires  you, 
and  whatever  you  do,  he  thinks  is  right. 
Again,  I  thank  you."  It  never  pays  to 
indulge  in  something  that  will  harm  the 
body.  Someone  may  be  watching  and  will 
be  led  to  do  wrong. 


August,  1941 
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HEALING  FOR  THE  SOUL 

L.   B.    Thomas 


This  is  a  very  important  subject  and 
should  be  considered  in  a  sincere  man- 
ner. The  theme  of  our  message,  Psa.  41: 
4,  reads  like  this:  "I  SAID,  LORD,  BE 
MERCIFUL  UNTO  ME.  HEAL  MY 
SOUL;  FOR  I  HAVE  SINNED 
AGAINST  THEE."  The  Psalmist  real- 
ized that  when  a  person  sins  against  God 
and  does  the  wrong  thing,  that  the  soul 
will  have  to  suffer  for  the  deed. 

When  a  person  sins  his  soul  is  sick.  He 
can't  find  rest,  no  matter  how  much  he 
may  try."  A  person  who  has  done  wrong 
may  try  to  ease  his  conscience  by  going 
to  worldly  amusements  and  places  of  en- 
tertainment, yet  that  does  not  bring 
satisfaction  to  that  soul  which  needs  to 
be  healed.  Before  a  person  will  seek  God 
he  has  to  see  the  need  of  salvation,  and 
realize  that  his  soul  is  pleading  for  love, 
which  is  obtainable  from  God  through 
Jesus    Christ. 

A  sinsick  soul  is  in  trouble  and  God  is 
the  one  who  can  relieve  him.  Psalms  40: 
17  says,  "THOU  ART  MY  HELP  AND 
MY  DELIVERER."  Dear  unsaved  man 
or  woman,  Jesus  understands  your  trou- 
bles. The  enemy  may  tell  you  that  you 
have  done  too  much  for  God  to  for- 
give, but  God  loves  you  and  knows  your 
condition.  Again  the  enemy  may  say  to 
you,  "You  can't  get  forgiveness  from 
your  fellowman,  you  have  committed 
too  many  wrongs  against  him."  Listen 
friend,  God  stands  with  outstretched 
arms  ready  and  willing  to  help  you. 

1  John  1:9,  "If  we  confess  our  sins, 
he  is  faithful  and  just  to  forgive  us  our 
sins,  and  to  cleanse  us  from  all  unright- 
eousness." I  am  sure  if  we  are  willing  to 
humble  ourselves  and  confess  to  God,  He 
will  do  just  what  He  said  He  would  do. 
Why  may  we  believe  that?  Because  He 
said  in  2  Peter  3:9,  "The  Lord  is  not 
slack  concerning  his  promise,  as  some 
men  count  slackness;  but  is  longsuffer- 
ing  to  usward,  not  willing  that  any 
should  perish,  but  that  all  should  come 
to  repentance."  Surely  healing  for  the 
soul  is  one  of  His  main  promises;  so  if 
He  is  not  slack,  I  am  sure  He  will  an- 
swer prayer.  Sinsick  soul,  be  honest 
with  vourself  and  God. 

The  Lord  is  a  merciful  Savior.  He  is 
beckoning  for  you  to  come.  Matt.  11: 
28,  "Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labour 
and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you 
rest."  Your  soul  wants  rest,  but  are  you 
finding  that  rest?  No,  why?  Because  the 
dance  hall  and  theatre  can't  give  you 
rest.  In  fact,  the  world  has  no  rest  for 
you,  so  the  consequence  is  that  you  have 


not  found  that  sweet  rest  for  your  soul 
which  the  Savior  desires  to  give  you. 
Dear  one,  if  you  are  in  sin  there  is  a  bur- 
den on  your  heart,  and  no  one  but  Christ 
can  take  it  away.  If  each  individual  who 
is  unsaved  will  obey  Matt.  11:29  which 
says,  "Take  my  yoke  upon  you,  and 
learn  of  me;  for  I  am  meek  and  lowly  in 
heart:  and  ye  shall  find  rest  unto  your 
souls,"  I  am  sure  he  will  get  saved.  If  a 
person  will  obey  the  Word  of  God  his 
soul  will  be  healed  and  he  will  have  rest. 
The  3  0th  verse  of  that  chapter  is  very 
encouraging  to  a  sick  soul.  Jesus  says, 
"For  my  yoke  is  easy,  and  my  burden  is 
light." 

If  you  need  healing  for  your  soul,  the 
thing  for  you  to  do  is  to  make  Jeremiah 
17:14  your  prayer,  "Heal  me,  O  Lord, 
and  I  shall  be  healed;  save,  and  I  shall  be 
saved:  for  thou  art  my  praise."  God  is 
the  only  one  who  can,  because  just  shak- 
ing hands  with  the  preacher  will  not  ap- 
ply the  blood  of  Jesus  to  your  soul.  Call- 
ing on  God  for  mercy  and  strength  will 
bring   healing. 

Isaiah  53:5  says,  "And  with  His 
stripes  we  are  healed."  This  prophecy  is 
concerning  Christ.  I  believe  this  can  be 
applied  to  the  soul.  1  Peter  2:24  says, 
"Who  his  own  self  bare  our  sins  in  his 
own  body  on  the  tree,  that  we,  being 
dead  to  sins,  should  live  unto  righteous- 
ness: by  whose  stripes  ye  were  healed." 
You,  who  are  on  the  downward  road,  will 
you  not  stop  and  consider  that  Jesus  paid 
the  price  for  your  redemption?  Jesus 
will  do  the  same  for  you  that  He  said 
He  would  do  for  the  woman  of  Samaria, 
whom  He  met  at  the  well.  He  told  her  if 
she  would  drink  of  the  water  that  He 
gave,  she  would  never  thirst  again,  but 
the  water  which  He  gave  would  be  a 
well  of  water  springing  up  into  everlast- 
ing life.  Isn't  that  a  wonderful  prom- 
ise? Friend,  you  don't  have  to  be  down 
and  out  any  longer,  just  call  on  Jesus  to- 
day. Use  these  words,  "Make  haste  to 
help  me,"  which  is  found  in  Psa.  40:13. 
Let  the  Lord  know  you  need  help  in  a 
hurry.  If  a  person  gets  sick  in  body  and 
wants  a  doctor,  and  somebody  starts  out 
for  him  he  usually  goes  in  a  rush.  When 
a  person  is  unsaved  he  ought  to  rush  to 
the  altar  and  bow  before  the  Lord  and 
ask  for  the  healing  touch  from  the 
throne.  The  reason  some  people  don't 
get  salvation  is  because  they  are  not  hun- 
gry enough  to  rush  to  the  Lord. 

I  remember  reading  in  the  eighth 
chapter  of  St.  John  about  a  woman  who 
was  in  trouble.  She  was  taken  in  adul- 
tery, in  the  very  act.  The  scribes  and 
Pharisees    who     brought     her    to    Christ 


wanted   to  know   what   to  do   with  her. 

Moses  in  the  law  commanded  that  such 
should  be  stoned,  so  they  asked  Jesus  to 
see  what  He  would  say  about  it.  They 
said  this  just  because  they  desired  to 
get  something  against  Him  that  they 
might  accuse  Him.  Instead  of  answer- 
ing He  stooped  down  and  wrote  on  the 
ground  with  His  finger,  as  though  He 
had  not  heard  them.  He  lifted  Himself 
up,  and  said,  "He  that  is  without  sin 
among  you,  let  him  first  cast  a  stone  at 
her."  He  stooped  down  and  wrote  again. 
Her  accusers  left  one  by  one  until  they 
were  all  gone.  Jesus  lifted  Himself  up 
again  and  asked  her  where  her  accusers 
were  and  if  any  man  condemned  her. 
She  said,  "No  man,  Lord."  He  replied, 
"Neither  do  I  condemn  thee:  go,  and 
sin  no  more."  The  Lord  will  heal  your 
soul  as  He  did  this  poor  woman's  soul. 
He  will  speak  the  words  and  set  you 
free,  if  you  will  only  draw  near  Him. 
St.  John  8:36  says,  "If  the  Son  therefore 
shall  make  you  free,  ye  shall  be  free  in- 
deed." So  remember,  healing  for  the  soul 
comes  from  the  Lord. 

Report  of  Vacation  Bible  School 
From  South  Dakota 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
Bible  School  at  Lebanon,  May  26. 

We  were  fortunate  in  securing  the  use 
of  the  local  high  school  building  which 
provided  rooms  for  each  class.  This  was 
greatly  appreciated  by  both  teachers  and 
pupils. 

There  was  an  average  attendance  of 
thirty  each  day,  also  a  number  of  visitors 
during  the  term. 

The  pupils  received  their  first  year 
certificates  June    15. 

The  primary  class  was  under  the  di- 
rection of  Brother  D.  I.  Duncklee,  who 
has  been  holding  some  special  services  at 
the  church.  He  showed  pictures  on  a 
flannel  graphboard,  telling  stories  in  con- 
nection. The  little  folks  certainly  enjoyed 
it.  They  learned  new  songs  and  choruses, 
also  coloring  and  memory  work. 

The  intermediate  class  was  taught  by 
Sister  Lyla  Jandeth  of  Lebanon,  whose 
cheerfulness  added  a  degree  of  joy  to  the 
school. 

Brother  Anton  Meyer,  our  pastor, 
taught  the  senior  class.  We  covered  a 
great  amount  of  Bible  and  biblical  ma- 
terial in  this  class. 

The  school  closed  June  6  with  every- 
one greatly  benefited  and  expressing  his 
joy  for  having  attended. 

The  church  here  gave  two  nice  cash 
offerings,  one  for  material  used  in  teach- 
ing and  one  for  our  teachers,  which  in- 
deed speaks  the  sentiment  of  the  whole 
congregation. 

We  are  looking  forward  to  next  year 
and  hope  and  pray  that  Vacation  Bible 
Schools  will  continue  to  grow  in  the 
great  Church  of  God. 
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From  My  Scrapbook 

MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 


Sunset 

I  sat  as  the  day  was  ending 
And  watched  the  setting  sun 
And  wondered  if  this  hand  of  mine 
Had  all  of  its  duty  done. 
Or  if,  at  times,   it   had   failed   to  shine 
When  the  best  of  its  work  could  be  done, 
Had  it  failed  to  cheer  some  lonely  life 
That  was  passing  this  stormy  way; 
And  I  wondered  if  this  hand  of  mine 
Had  failed  to  do  its  part, 
To  lift  the  heavy  burden 
That  crushed  another's  heart. 

Written  by  Squire  Spencer,  age  91  years, 
Lake  Worth,  Florida. 

Life's  Mirror 

There  are  loyal  hearts,  there  are  spirits 
brave, 

There  are  souls  that  are  pure  and  true; 
Then  give  to  the  world  the  best  you  have, 

And  the  best  will  come  back  to  you. 

Give  love,  and  love  to  your  life  will  flow, 
A  strength  in  your  utmost  need; 

Have  faith,   and   a    score   of   hearts   will 
show 
Their  faith  in  your  word   and  deed. 

Give  truth,  and  your  gift  will  be  paid  in 
kind, 

And  honor  will  honor  meet; 
And  a  smile  that  is  sweet  will  surely  find 

A  smile  that  is  just  as  sweet. 

Give   sorrow    and    pity    to      those      who 
mourn; 
You  will  gather  in  flowers  again 
The  scattered  seeds  of  your  thought  out- 
borne, 
Though  the  sowing   seemed  but  vain. 

For  life  is  the  mirror  of  king  and  slave — 

'Tis  just  what  we  are  and  do; 
Then  give  to  the  world     the     best  you 

have, 
And  the  best  will  come  back  to  you. 

— "Madeline   Bridges"    (Mary   Ainge   De 
Vere.) 

God,  Give  Us  Men 

God,  give  us  men!  A  time  like  this  de- 
mands 

Strong  minds,  great  hearts,  true  faith  and 
ready  hands; 
Men  whom  the  lust  of  office  does  not 
kill; 

Men   whom    the  spoils   of   office   cannot 
buy; 
Men  who  possess  opinions  and  a  will; 

Men  who  have  honor;  men  who  will  not 
lie; 


Men  who  can  stand  before  a  demagogue 
And    damn    his    treacherous    flatteries 
without  winking! 

Tall  men,  sun-crowned,  who  live     above 
the  fog 
In   public   duty   and  in   private   think- 
ing! 

For  while  the  rabble,  with  their  thumb- 
worn  creeds, 

Their    large    professions    and    their    little 
deeds, 

Mingle  in     selfish     strife,     lo!     Freedom 
weeps, 

Wrong  rules  the  land  and  waiting  Justice 
sleeps. 

— Josiah  Gilbert  Holland. 

The  Human  Touch 

'Tis  the  human  touch  in  this  world  that 
counts, 
The  touch  of  your  hand  and  mine, 
Which  means   far  more   to   the   fainting 
heart 
Than  shelter  and  bread  and  wine; 
For  shelter  is  gone  when  the  night  is  o'er, 

And  bread  lasts  only  a  day, 
But  the  touch  of  the  hand  and  the  sound 

of  the  voice 
Sing  on  in  the  soul  alway. 

— Spencer  Michael  Free. 

Optimism 

Talk  happiness.  The  world  is  sad  enough 
Without   your   woes.   No   path   is   wholly 

rough; 
Look  for  the  places  that  are  smooth  and 

clear, 
And   speak   of   those,    to  rest    the   weary 

ear 
Of    earth,    so    hurt    by    one    continuous 

strain 
Of  human  discontent  and  grief  and  pain. 

Talk   faith.      The    world      is      better   off 

without 
Your    uttered    ignorance      and      morbid 

doubt. 
If  you  have  faith  in  God,  or  man,  or  self, 
Say  so.  If  not,  push  back  upon  the  shelf 
Of   silence   all   your   thoughts,    till    faith 

shall  come; 
No  one  will  grieve  because  your  lips  are 

dumb. 

Talk  health.  The  dreary,  never-changing 

tale 
Of  moral  maladies  is  worn  and  stale. 
You  cannot  charm,  or  interest,  or  please 
By  harping  on  that  minor  chord,  disease. 
Say  you  are  well,  or  all  is  well  with  you, 
And  God  shall  hear  your  words  and  make 

them  true. 

— Ella  Sheeler  Wilcox. 


Pray  Without  Ceasing 

Unanswered   yet   the   prayer      your      lips 
have  pleaded 
In  agony  of  heart  these  many  years? 

Does  faith  begin  to  fail,  is  hope  declin- 
ing. 
And  think  you  all  in  vain  those  falling 
tears? 

Say  not   the  Father  has   not  heard   your 
prayer; 

You   shall   have   your   desire,      sometime, 
somewhere. 

Unanswered    yet?    tho'    when    you    first 
presented 

This  one  petition  at   the  Father's  throne, 

It  seemed  you   could   not   wait   the   time 
of  asking, 
So  anxious  was  your  heart  to  have  it 
done; 

If  years  have  passed  since  then,     do  not 
despair, 

For  God  will  answer  you  sometime,  some- 
where. 

Unanswered    yet?    But   you    are    not    un- 
heeded ; 
The  promises  of  God  forever  stand; 
To   Him  our   days    and      years   alike   are 
equal; 
Have  faith  in  God!   It  is  your  Lord's 

command. 
Hold    on    to   Jacob's    angel,    and    your 
prayer 
Shall    bring    a    blessing    down    sometime, 
somewhere. 

Unanswered    yet.    Nay,    do   not   say   un- 
answered, 
Perhaps   your   part   is   not   yet   wholly 
done, 

The  work  began  when  first  your  prayer 
was  uttered, 
And  God  will  finish  what  He  has  be- 
gun. 

Keep   incense    burning    at    the    shrine    of 
prayer, 

And    glory      shall      descend      sometime, 
somewhere. 

Unanswered    yet?    Faith    cannot    be    un- 
answered; 
Her  feet  are  firmly     planted     on  the 
Rock; 
Amid  the  wildest  storms  she  stands  un- 
daunted, 
Nor  quails  before  the  loudest  thunder 
shock. 
She    knows    Omnipotence   has    heard    her 

prayer, 
And   cries,    "It   shall    be   done    sometime, 
somewhere." 

— Ophelia  Guy  an  Browning. 

The  man  who  misses  repentance  will 
miss  everything.  If  your  repentance  is 
shallow,  your  religious  life  will  be  shal- 
low. If  your  coming  to  Christ  does  not 
mean  everything,  you  will  not  get  every- 
thing. If  your  surrender  is  not  complete 
you  cannot  receive.  If  your  hands  are 
filled  you  cannot  take  hold.  —  Gypsy 
Smith. 


August,  1941 
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Exchange  Page 

(Continued  from  page    13) 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  has  been  a  bless- 
ing to  our  Y.  P.  E.  here  in  Dillon  and  al- 
so to  many  others.  We  thank  God  for  a 
paper  like  it. 

We  sell  about  twelve  rolls  here  and 
don't  find  it  any  trouble  to  sell  them. 
We  sell  to  many  friends  who  arc  not 
Christians.  Our  Gideon,  Brother  Olen 
Peele,  is  doing  a  good  work.  Although 
he  is  too  old  to  belong  to  the  Y.  P.  E., 
he  feels  that  he  must  do  something.  He 
gives  all  the  profit  he  makes  to  the  Y.  P. 
E. 

We  not  only  sell  the  papers  on  a  route, 
but  we  have  bought  a  loud  speaker  and 
sell  them  on  the  streets.  We  make  two  or 
three  towns  every  Saturday  afternoon  and 
have  street  services  and  after  the  service 
we  sell  the  papers.  The  Lord  is  blessing  us 
in  a  wonderful  way.  I  am  anxious  to  get 
the  Lighted  Pathway  into  as  many  new 
fields  as  possible. 

May  the  Lord  richly  bless  you  and  re- 
ward you  for  your  good  work.  —  Earl 
Stone,  Dillon,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way for  about  four  years.  It  has  really 
meant  a  blessing  to  me.  There  are  other 
people  I  know  who  enjoy  reading  it  also. 

Our  district  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  school 
rally  was  held  here  in  our  church  in  Feb- 
ruary. God  certainly  did  bless.  Our  state 
superintendent,  Brother  Archie  McWil- 
liams,  was  in  charge  of  the  services. — 
Mrs.  T.  D.  Mooneyham,  Shawnee,  Okla. 

Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
has  given  that  young  man  or  woman  a 
greater  talent  than  you?  Perhaps  you 
have  gotten  your  eyes  on  the  other  fel- 
low so  that  you  have  failed  to  discover 
your  own.  You  may  have  one  that  is 
needed  just  as  much  as  that  great  singer 
or  that  great  speaker,  but  you  have  never 
discovered  it,  because  your  eyes  have  been 
closed  and  your  heart  filled  with  jealousy. 
You  have  been  sitting  down  discouraged 
and  blue  because  you  cannot  do  things 
that  will  call  forth  great  applause  from 
the  listeners. 

You,  like  Ivy  in  the  story,  may  have  a 
talent  that  will  mean  just  as  much  to  the 
Lord,  though  it  may  be  that  yours  is  to 
be  a  hidden  ministry.  And  when  you  go 
to  receive  your  reward,  if  you  have  been 
satisfied  with  what  God  gave  you  and 
have  done  your  best  as  Ivy  did,  then  your 
life  has  counted  for  God.  Dear  ones,  do 
you  feel  any  of  that  old  jealousy  lurking 
in  your  heart?  Just  remember  what  Solo- 
mon said,  "Jealousy  is  cruel  as  the  grave, 
the  coals  thereof  are  coals  of  fire." 

Let  us  ask  ourselves  the  question: 


Am  I  so  consecrated  to  the  Master's 
service  that  it  matters  little  what  my 
brother  and  sister  does  or  how  great  tal- 
ents they  may  display,  just  so  I  can  do 
the  Master's  will?  Am  I  just  as  willing  to 
take  the  lowest  place  and  be  hidden  away 
behind  the  cross  as  I  am  to  be  lifted  up 
on  a  pedestal  with  the  eyes  of  the  world 
upon  me?  This  will  prove  to  us  whether 
or  not  we  can  effectively  work  for  Christ. 
This  is  the  reason  God's  work  is  hindered 
and  our  churches  are  not  prospering  as 
we  would  like  to  see  them.  There  are 
jealousies  lurking  around  in  our  midst, 
and  no  demon  that  Satan  sends  out  to 
do  his  bidding  can  do  so  much  harm  as 
this  jealous  demon.  Let  us  search  our 
hearts  and  see  if  he  is  lurking  anywhere 
around  and  let  us  realize  that  it  is  old 
Satan  trying  to  destroy  our  usefulness  in 
the  service  of  the  Master.  In  the  strength 
of  Jesus  we  can  overcome. 


Prize  Winner 

Ralph  Williams  is  the  happy  winner  of 
the  cash  prize  of  $5.00  for  selling  the 
most  papers  and  having  the  money  in  on 
time. 


Honor  Roll 

Mrs.   Ollie   Hill,  Riverside,  Ga. 

Mrs.    Frances   Hobbs,   Thomaston,   Ga. 

Nellie   Davis,   Anderson,   S.   C. 

Henry   Henderson,   Lindale,   Ga. 

T.  J.   Collins,  Ninety   Six,   S.  C. 

Miss  Ruth  Ross,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 

Shirell  Avery,  Erwin,  N.  C. 

Miss  Ruth  Ross  and  Brother  Shirell 
Avery  sold  the  same  number  of  papers 
and  got  their  money  in  on  time. 
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^      tBible  Wessons     ^k 

(Isa.  66:1),  loved  us  so  dearly  and  ten- 
derly that  He  gave  the  thing  dearest 
His  bosom,  His  only  Son,  that  you  and 
I  might  be  redeemed  and  brought  back 
into  fellowship  with  God.  Is  God  able 
to  keep  me?  Sure  He  is.  I  am  convinced 
that  there  is  no  power  in  hell,  heaven, 
nor  earth  which  can  pluck  you  out  of 
the  hand  of  God.  Yet,  I  must  be  true 
to  you  and  say  there  is  no  power  in  hell, 
heaven,  nor  earth  which  can  keep  you 
from  breaking  the  seal  from  the  inside 
and  jumping  out  of  God's  hand  and  pro- 
tection. Adam  did  it  and  he  lost  Para- 
dise. Saul  did  it  and  he  lost  a  home,  a 
throne  and  kingdom.  Judas  did  it  and 
he   fell   by  transgression. 

I  Am  Indebted  to  Christ 

Christ  the  divine,  Christ  omnipotent, 
Christ  our  Redeemer,  Christ  our  propi- 
tiation, Christ  our  salvation,  suffered  in 
the  garden,  suffered  on  the  road  to  Cal- 
vary, suffered  on  the  cross,  suffered  for 
you  and  me.  Why  did  He  take  upon 
Himself  flesh  and  blood  in  this  sinful 
world,  a  man  who  knew  no  sin?  That 
you  and  I  might  be  saved.  He  did  it  for 
me!  He  did  it  for  you!  He  did  it  for  a 
lost  world!  Love  found  a  way  to  redeem 
and  reconcile  the  estranged  sinners  of 
this  world.  Oh!  mystery  of  mysteries, 
the  Son  of  God,  born  of  the  virgin,  con- 
ceived by  the  Holy  Ghost,  thus  uniting 
both  His  human  nature  and  divine. 
Therefore,  Jesus  was  manifested  that  He 
might  destroy  the  works  of  the  devil  and 
put  away  sin  by  the  sacrifice  of  Him- 
self on  the  cross  of  Calvary.  Sin  is  a  foul 
disease.  Sin  is  murder,  lying,  lust,  dis- 
honesty and  a  whole  catalogue  of  rapine 
and  iniquity.  And  regardless  of  how 
low  down  in  sin  one  may  be,  there  is 
power  in  the  precious  blood  of  Calvary 
to  snap  the  fetters  and  set  the  captive 
free,  for  we  are  redeemed,  not  with  sil- 
ver nor  with  gold,  but  with  the  precious 
blood  of  Jesus  Christ.  (1  Peter  1:18-19). 
I  Am  Indebted  to  the  Church 

Rom.  10:15.  Everything  I  have  re- 
ceived in  regeneration,  water  baptism, 
the  light  on  holiness,  in  the  experience 
of  the  baptism  of  the  Holy  Ghost  and 
the  joy  and  reward  which  shall  be  mine 
hereafter,  I  owe  first  to  my  Savior  who 
redeemed  me  through  His  shed  blood,  and 
then  to  the  Church  which  brought  me 
the  gospel  of  my  salvation,  the  riches  of 
His  grace.  The  Church  is  made  up  of 
individuals;  it  is  not  composed  of  brick 
and  stone  and  mortar,  or  of  boards  and 
nails  and  plaster;  it  is  composed  of  living 
men  and  women  who  were  once  dead  in 
sin  but  have  been  made  alive  in  Christ. 
Every   time   we   do  something   to  injure 


PROGRAM  OUTLINE 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo 
orients  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
•ervice  too  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
calks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
icripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
aeed  '.o  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
ire  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
ire  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
vorkers.    Let  us   bear   this   in   mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
ion   Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
unless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
ft  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians who  can  always  be  depended  on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
:hu  roughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
night  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
uhey  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
aave  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
Tieeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
ome   to   the   altar   of   prayer   and   accept   Christ. 

**************************** 

I  Am  a  Debtor 

Ottis  Hewett 

Scripture:    Romans    1:14. 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

You  ask,  To  whom  am  I  indebted  for 
this  peacefulness  I  enjoy  in  my  soul?  I 
will  tell  you:  First,  to  God;  second,  to 
Christ;  third,  to  the  Church.  We  are  in- 
debted to  someone  for  everything  we 
have  or  use.  In  olden  times  people  made 
their  cotton,  yarn  and  then  homespun. 
Now  we  depend  on  the  merchant,  the 
merchant  depends  on  the  wholesale 
house,  the  wholesale  house  depends  on 
the  factory,  the  factory  depends  on  the 
cotton  broker,  the  cotton  broker  de- 
pends on  the  farmer.  Far  different.  We 
are  just  as  dependent,  in  a  way,  in  spirit- 
ual matters.  God,  Christ,  and  the  Church 
are  the  ones  on  whom  we  are  dependent. 
We  will  hear  more  about  this  from  the 
speakers. 

I  Am  Indebted  to  God 

The  love  of  God  for  the  human  race 
is  incomprehensible  and  with  only  twen- 
ty-six letters  in  the  alphabet  cannot  be 
explained.  "For  God  so  loved  the  world, 
that  he  gave  his  only  begotten  Son 
.  .  .  .  "  John  3:16.  What  we  owe  to 
Him  is  fairly  well  summed  up  in  that 
verse  of  scripture.  A  great,  great  God, 
who  can  use  the  earth  for  His  footstool 


one  of  the  members  of  the  body  of 
Christ — "we  are  members  of  his  body, 
of  his  flesh  and  of  his  bone" — we  injure 
ourselves;  and  every  time  we  do  some- 
thing to  help  one  who  is  a  "fellow  citi- 
zen with  the  saints,  and  of  the  house- 
hold of  God" — we  do  something  to  help 
ourselves.  We  are  a  part  of  the  Church; 
we  are  incomplete  without  it,  and  it  is 
incomplete  without  us.  Realize  this  and 
the  Church  will  come  before  all  other  re- 
lationships. We  cannot  relegate  to  any 
but  the  power  of  Christ's  Word  the 
credit  for  raising  dead  Lazarus  from  the 
grave.  But  before  our  Savior  cried, 
"Lazarus,  come  forth,"  He  said  to  His 
disciples,  "Take  ye  away  the  stone." 
Please  do  not  ask,  "Couldn't  God  save 
Cornelius  without  the  help  of  Peter?"  It 
always  puzzled  me  to  figure  out  why  an 
all-powerful  God,  who  could  lower  a 
tray  of  meats  from  the  sky  as  an  object 
lesson  to  a  thick-headed  saint,  could  not, 
by  direct  interposition,  save  a  tender- 
hearted sinner.  But  no,  here  we  are  again 
confronted  with  the  eternal  enigma  of 
human  and  divine  cooperation.  If  per- 
chance I  were  successful  in  clearing  up 
the  case  of  Cornelius,  my  next  problem 
would  be  to  tackle  the  case  of  the 
Ethiopian  whose  conversion  apparently 
could  not  be  consummated  until  Philip, 
the  evangelist,  was  caught  away  from  a 
city-wide  revival  campaign  in  Samaria, 
to  interpret  Isaiah  fifty-three  to  a  lone 
sinner   in   the   desert. 

This  debt,  what  is  it?  What  do  we  owe 
to  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  to  His 
Church?  We  owe  a  life,  in  terms  of 
years  and  days  and  hours.  We  owe  a  life 
in  terms  of  faith  and  hope  and  love.  We 
owe  a  life,  in  terms  of  consecrated  serv- 
ice. We  owe  a  life,  in  terms  of  dollars 
and  cents.  I  AM  A  DEBTOR. 

God's  Keeping  Power 

EXELMA    HOLLEY 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Today  we  are  glad  we  are  serving  One 
who  is  able  to  keep  us  from  evil.  Even 
Jesus  prayed  the  Father,  "I  pray  not  that 
thou  shouldest  take  them  out  of  the 
world,  but  that  thou  shouldest  keep 
them  from  evil." 

He  is  so  mindful  of  us,  even  the  hairs 
of  our  heads  are  numbered.  And  His  eyes 
are  over  us,  and  His  ears  are  always  open 
unto  our  cries.  The  devil  lets  his  subject 
have  all  the  rope  he  desires,  or  do  as  he 
pleases,  but  God  keeps  us  by  His  power, 
and  there  are  certain  restrictions  upon 
us.  There  is  no  excuse  for  people  failing 
or  falling  by  the  way,  for  God  is  able  to 
keep  that  we  commit  unto  His  hand.  He 
is  faithful  to  that  promise  in  2  Thess.  3: 
3. 

Keeping  Our  Hearts 
Prov.  4:2  3 

This  is  so  important  in  these  evil  days. 
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But,  praise  God,  wc  arc  serving  One  who 

has  tin.-  power  to  keep  evil  thoughts, 
doubt,  jealousy,  envy,  strife,  selfishness, 
unbelief,  fear,  .mil  hatred  out  of  our 
hearts  if  wc  yield  wholly  to  Him,  .mil 
obey  Him.  He  alone  can  keep  our  hearts 
pure.  After  He  takes  sin  out  of  our 
hearts,  then  our  thoughts  will  be  pure. 
Keeps  Our  Hands  and  Feet 
1    Sam.    2:9 

The  sinner  has  the  privilege  to  go  and 
come  when  he  desires,  but  God  keeps  our 
feet  even  from  falling.  He  helps  us  to 
put  them  down  in  sure  places.  Then  He 
keeps  our  hands  from  mischief,  If  wc  are 
kept  by  the  power  of  God  our  hands 
will  not  take  what  doesn't  belong  to  us. 

I  once  heard  of  a  Hindu  boy  who 
stole  something  from  a  roommate.  The 
dean  and  teachers  decided  to  cut  his 
hands  off,  then  he  could  never  steal  again. 
Gandhi  told  them,  The  deed  came  from 
his  heart,  and  pleaded  with  them  not  to 
punish  him  that  way.  He  took  his  pun- 
ishment of  six  months  confined  to  a 
room,  with  only  bread  and  water.  Jesus 
bore  our  sins  and  suffered  for  us  that 
we  might  be  free  and  not  have  to  obey 
the  devil. 

We  may  now  yield  our  members  of 
instruments  of  righteousness,  and  by  so 
doing  others  know  whose  servants  wc 
are. 

Keeping  Peace 
Isa.    26:3 

Oh,  the  peace  of  mind  we  may  have  if 
we  resist  the  devil,  for  we  are  only 
tempted  when  we  draw  away,  or  get  our 
minds  off  of  God.  A  good  way  to  retain 
that  peace  is  to  delight  ourself  in  the 
Lord.  When  our  minds  are  on  God  and 
His  goodness,  the  trouble  and  evil  of  this 
world  will  not  worry  us.  That  peace 
cannot  be  disturbed  by  the  enemy  of  our 
souls.  He  will  also  keep  us  at  peace 
among  ourselves.  And  when  our  ways 
please  the  Lord,  He  maketh  even  our 
enemies  to  be  at  peace  with  us.  Prov. 
16:7. 

Our  Part 
1   Tim.    5:22 

We  are  admonished  not  to  be  partak- 
ers of  other  men's  sin;  to  refrain  from 
all  appearance  of  evil;  to  be  led  by  the 
Spirit   of   God. 

God  will  not  allow  us  to  be  tempted 
or  overcome  above  that  we  are  able  to 
stand.  His  grace  is  sufficient.  We  should 
trust  His  grace.  We,  His  people,  are  to 
be  separate,  and  touch  not  the  unclean 
things.  God  will  not  hold  us  with  hand- 
cuffs, or  keep  us  from  going  where  we 
should  not,  as  He  did  Balaam. 

If  we  keep  ourselves  unspotted  from 
the  world  and  let  God  keep  us  by  His 
power,  there  will  be  no  danger  of  our 
falling. 

Conclusion 

Knowing  the  Lord's  love  and  care  for 
His  children  we  arc  glad  to  recommend 


llmi,  !o  those  who  do  not  know  of  His 
love  or   keeping   power. 

Cod  wants  to  prove  to  the  unbelievers 
ih rough  you  and  me  His  great  keeping 
power,  that  He  is  able  to  take  us  through 
this  sinful  world,  and  present  us  fault- 
less unto  His  coming.  I  feel  that  is  long 
enough.    We    will    be    preserved    forever. 

These  are  the  people  who  will  be  in 
the  Bride — those  who  have  been  kept  un- 
defiled  without  spot,  He  will  present 
unto  Himself. 

The    Cross    Love    Designed 

Esther  Holland 
Scripture:  Matt.  16:24. 

"Thai  said  Jesus  unto  bis  disciples,  If 
any  man  will  come  after  me,  let  him 
deny  himself,  an-d  take  up  his  cross,  and 
fallow  me."  The  word  we  wish  to  em- 
phasize is  "his."  "Must  Jesus  bear  the 
cross  alone  and  all  the  world  go  free?  No, 
there's  a  cross  for  every  one  and  there's  a 
cross  for  me."  God  the  Father  must  have 
designed  the  cross  on  which  Jesus  died 
to  redeem  the  world  from  sin,  but  it  was 
through  love  for  His  creatures  that  caused 
Him  to  do  so.  Then  Jesus  said  that  the 
servant  is  not  above  his  lord,  and  here  He 
mentions  the  individual  cross  for  each  be- 
liever. I  didn't  design  my  own  cross,  you 
didn't  design  yours;  if  wc  had,  there  are 
many  things  attached  to  it  that  we  would 
have  left  off,  wouldn't  we?  Then  what  is 
the  purpose  of  the  cross  in  our  lives? 

The  Purpose  of  the  Cross  for  the 
Individual 

Paul  said  there  was  given  unto  him  a 
thorn  in  the  flesh  lest  he  become  exalted 
through  the  abundance  of  revelations  he 
received  from  God.  That  thorn  was  a  part 
of  his  cross  and  was  to  keep  him  humble 
before  God.  Isaiah  tells  us  that  we  are 
created  for  the  glory  of  God  and  surely 
if  we  are,  we  cannot  glorify  Him  with 
pride  in  our  hearts,  with  prejudice 
against  someone,  with  jealousy  there, 
with  eye-service  as  men-pleasers;  so  then 
it  becomes  necessary  for  God  to  cause 
something  to  come  into  our  lives  to  open 
our  eyes  to  our  position  in  His  sight  and 
to  understand  His  purpose.  Many  will 
say  that  they  cannot  understand  why 
certain  things  had  to  happen  to  them. 
Well,  it  is  to  make  them  more  Christ- 
like; it  is  to  bring  out  the  best  that  is 
in  him  and  make  him  strong  in  Christ. 
Poor  (and  yet  why  should  I  say  poor?) 
Fanny  Crosby  said  that  being  blind  from 
birth  she  would  rather  not  see  at  her  death 
for  when  she  crossed  over,  the  first  face 
she  would  ever  behold  would  be  that  of 
Jesus,  her  precious  Savior!  Was  her  cross 
heavy  to  bear?  Study  the  words  of  her 
hymns  that  are  used  so  frequently  in  our 
services.  In  her  "Near  the  Cross"  we  find 
that  she  recognized  the  cross  on  which 
He  died  for  her  and  her  cross  she  meek- 
ly bore  for  Him.  Each  individual  has  a 
different   cross,   for   we   are   each    differ- 


ent in  our  personality,  but  remember, 
love  designs  your  cross  to  meet  your 
needs  and  my  cross  to  meet  my  needs 
and  if  we  each  will  bear  it  and  honor 
it  as  a  part  of  the  divine  plan  of  God  to 
make  us  perfect,  there  will  soon  be  that 
consciousness  of  thanksgiving  rather 
than  murmuring  because  our  lot  is  such. 
But  regardless  of  Paul's  thorn  in  the 
flesh,  he  said  in  Gal.  2:20,  "For  me  to 
live  is  Christ,"  or  the  life  that  I  now 
live,  I  live  by  the  faith  of  the  Son  of 
God,  and  if  Paul  could  become  as  nearly 
perfect  as  that,  then  your  cross  will  help 
you   to   become   oerfect    also. 

My  Attitude  Toward  My  Cross 
First,  I  must  deny  myself  of  anything 
that  would  hinder  me  in  doing  the 
Lord's  bidding.  I  must  deny  myself  of 
anything  that  would  cause  my  mind  to 
wander  from  the  law  or  precept  of  God; 
deny  self  of  any  pleasure  that  might  be 
scheduled  for  a  time  when  God  has  a 
work  for  me  to  do;  deny  self  of  material 
things  (sometimes  needs)  to  give  unto 
God's  cause;  deny  self  of  the  company  I 
might  select  when  it  is  not  that  which 
God  would  have  mc  keep;  deny  self  of 
compliments  or  praise  that  would  tend 
to  give  me  the  glory  that  rightfully  be- 
longs unto  God.  When  I  have  denied  my- 
self of  everything  that  would  charm  mc 
or  draw  me  a  step  from  God,  that  is  not 
all — I  must  take  up  my  cross.  It  isn't 
always  easy  to  shoulder  a  load,  espe- 
cially when  others  are  looking  on  with 
scorn,  but  I  must  do  it  with  a  willing 
heart,  not  minding  what  others  might 
say  or  think.  It  will  probably  bring  suf- 
fering, but  through  it  I  must  go  on 
with  my  head  up  above  the  waters  that 
would  drown  my  soul;  I  must  suffer 
without  murmuring  or  complaining  and 
yet  trusting  Him  to  take  me  through. 
Will  He  do  it?  Yes,  "I  will  never  leave 
thee  nor  forsake  thee,"  is  a  rock  on  which 
I  will  stand  and  I  know  I  cannot  fail. 
Then,  I  must  bear  it  at  all  times  and  in 
all  places.  There  may  be  times  when 
there  would  be  those  present  whom  I 
would  not  like  to  see  me  bearing  my 
cross,  but  I  must  do  it  with  a  smile  that 
will  prove  that  I  am  serving  One  who  is 
depending  on  me  through  thick  or  thin 
and  I  am  following  Him.  It  won't  be 
long  until  others  will  change  their  at- 
titude toward  me,  especially  when  they 
have  misjudged  me,  for  they  will  see 
that  I  am  not  bearing  my  cross  to  be 
seen  of  men,  but  to  obey  God  and  to 
gain  the  crown  that  He  has  promised  at 
the  end  of  the  way. 

The  Result  of  Bearing  My  Cross 
If  love  designed  my  cross,  love  will 
help  me  to  bear  it  without  reproach,  love 
will  keep  me  true  and  humble  in  the 
sight  of  my  Lord,  love  will  give  me 
strength  to  go  through  the  rocky  places, 
love  will  protect  me  from  the  enemy, 
love  will  hold  my  hand  in  time  of  sorrow 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


and  distress,  love  will  open  the  way 
where  there  is  no  way,  love  will  lift  me 
up  when  I  fall,  love  will  give  me  vic- 
tory over  my  enemies,  love  will  go  with 
me  the  last  mile  of  the  way.  And  when 
I  have  been  faithful  to  that  wonderful 
love  which  is  God  Himself,  and  when  I 
shall  have  finished  my  course  here,  that 
same  love  will  light  the  way  for  me  to 
cross  the  River  of  Jordan  and  then  give 
me  that  crown  that  awaits  me  in  glory 
land.  Is  it  worth  it?  Yea,  a  million  times 
YEA.  Love  binds  us  unto  God,  and  it  is 
through  the  suffering  that  comes  to  us 
that  opens  our  eyes  that  we  may  behold 
the  greatness  of  God,  and  it  is  through 
that  cross  which  He  has  designed  to 
make  us  perfect  in  His  sight  that  we 
grow  in  faith  and  love  and  mercy  and 
gain  His  favor  here  and  labor  for  the 
crown  that  awaits  us  yonder. 

Showers  of  Blessings 

Alda  B.  Rankin  McLkndon 

Scripture:  Ezek.  34:26 

Thoughts   for  the   Leader 

Most  everyone  enjoys  the  cool  refresh- 
ing showers  that  are  sent  on  the  earth  to 
give  moisture  and  promote  the  growth  of 
that  which  is  necessary  for  our  very  ex- 
istence. Many  times,  however,  we  take  the 
things  God  gives  us  as  a  matter  of  fact 
and  do  not  really  take  time  to  be  grateful 
unto  Him  or  even  as  much  as  thank  Him 
for  such  blessings.  After  awhile,  perhaps, 
a  drouth  comes  and  then  it  is  we  begin  to 
realize  the  need  of  God's  blessings  and 
how  dependent  we  are  upon  Him.  If  the 
drouth  continues  we  "may  even  get  des- 
perate and  begin  to  call  on  God  for  the 
showers  to  be  sent,  for  we  realize  we  can- 
not live  without  them.  God  in  His  infi- 
nite wisdom  may  withhold  the  showers 
to  awaken  us  and  cause  us  to  realize  our 
dependence  upon  Him. 

In  this  lesson  we  wish  to  consider  some 
truths  from  the  Word  of  God  concern- 
ing the  showers  of  blessings  God  sends 
upon  us,  not  only  as  individuals  but  as 
a  nation. 

God's  Nature  Is  to  Bless 

It  is  part  of  God's  nature  to  bless  and 
His  blessings  come  not  only  upon  the 
unrighteous.  He  sends  the  sunshine  and 
the  rain  upon  the  just  and  the  unjust. 
He  gives  health,  strength,  and  physical 
life  to  both  the  evil  and  the  good.  He  is 
a  God  of  mercy  and  is  longsuffering. 
God  deals  with  people  in  many  different 
ways,  seeking  so  earnestly  to  bring  them 
to  repentance,  for  He  tells  us  in  His 
Word  that  He  is  longsuffering,  not 
willing  that  any  should  perish,  but  that 
all  should  come  to  repentance,  2  Pet.  3:9. 
"The  Lord  is  merciful  and  gracious, 
slow  to  anger,  and  plenteous  in  mercy," 
but  He  says,  "He  will  not  always  chide: 
neither  will  he  keep  his  anger  for  ever." 
Psa.    103:8,    9. 


As  long  as  the  righteous  remain  upon 
the  earth,  the  unjust  receive  many  of 
God's  blessings;  but  just  try  to  imagine 
what  a  sad  time  it  will  be  when  all  the 
righteous  are  taken  away  to  be  with  God 
forever  and  His  mercy  is  withdrawn 
from  the  unjust  and  they  are  left  to 
suffer   throughout   eternity. 

God's  Richer  Blessings 

The  richer  blessings  of  God  come  to 
those  who  meet  certain  conditions.  He 
says,  "If  ye  be  willing  and  obedient,  ye 
shall  eat  the  good  of  the  land."  Isa.  1:19. 
To  the  penitent  heart  He  gives  forgive- 
ness, to  the  humble  He  gives  grace,  and  to 
those  who  hunger  and  thirst  after  right- 
eousness He  fills  with  righteousness.  We 
see  from  God's  Word  that  if  we  meet  the 
conditions  God's  richer  blessings  will  be 
poured  out  upon  us.  If  we  trust  Him, 
He  will  never  leave  us  nor  forsake  us, 
for  He  is  a  friend  that  sticketh  closer 
than  a  brother.  Prov.  18:24.  if  we  be- 
lieve in  Him,  we  shall  never  perish,  but 
have  everlasting  life.  John  3:16.  "if  we 
suffer  with  him,  we  shall  also  reign  with 
him  .  .  .  ."  Rev.  2:10.  If  we  are  over- 
comers,  we  shall  not  be  hurt  of  the  sec- 
ond death,  but  will  be  made  a  pillar  in 
the  temple  of  God  and  will  be  permitted 
to  sit  with  Christ  on  His  throne.  Rev.  2: 
11;    3:12,   21. 

We  see  from  these  scriptures  God  has 
the  richest  blessings  to  bestow  upon  us  if 
we  will  only  meet  the  conditions  neces- 
sary to  receive  them. 

Where  Showers  Are  Most  Plentiful 

The  showers  of  blessings  are  more 
plentiful  in  some  places  than  others. 
When  we  are  brought  to  the  place  of 
self-denial  and  we  follow  the  example 
of  Jesus  in  not  pleasing  ourselves,  but 
in  doing  the  will  of  God,  we  receive 
great  blessings  from  Him.  Many  times 
the  showers  of  blessings  may  come 
through  suffering.  At  the  time  we  are 
going  through  the  suffering,  we  may 
not  be  able  to  see  what  good  can  be  ac- 
complished through  our  suffering,  but 
God  knows  best  and  we  must  be  as  clay 
in  the  Potter's  hand.  Just  ahead  may  be 
great  showers  of  blessings.  Remember,  it 
takes  the  storm-cloud  to  form  the  rain- 
bow; and  so  it  may  take  the  suffering 
to  make  you  the  great  channel  of  blessing 
God  wants  you  to  be. 

Another  place  of  blessing  is  in  the 
reading  of  God's  Word,  for  here  it  is  that 
we  receive  faith,  for  "faith  cometh  by 
hearing,  and  hearing  by  the  word  of 
God,"  Rom.  10:17,  and  "without  faith 
it  is  impossible  to  please  God."  Heb.  1 1 : 
6.  Along  with  the  reading  of  God's 
Word  is  the  secret  place  of  prayer  where 
we  can  commune  with  God,  and  what 
showers  of  blessings  He  pours  out  upon 
us  as  we  wait  upon  Him.  "But  they  that 
wait  upon  the  Lord  shall  renew  their 
strength;  they  shall  mount  up  with 
wings  as  eagles;   they  shall  run,  and  not 


be  weary;   and  they  shall  walk,  and  not 
faint,"   Isa.   40:3  1. 

Hindrances  to   Spiritual  Blessings 

As  we  study  God's  Word,  we  find 
there  may  be  hindrances  in  the  way  that 
may  prevent  us  from  receiving  His  spirit- 
ual blessings.  It  may  be  the  spirit  of 
worldliness,  for  we  cannot  live  like  the 
world  and  receive  God's  rich  blessings 
upon  our  lives.  It  may  be  the  spirit  of 
selfishness,  for  we  may  be  so  busy  think- 
ing about  ourselves  and  planning  our 
own  lives  that  we  fail  to  receive  the 
bless'ngs  of  God.  Again,  it  may  be  selt- 
wdl  that  hinders  us  in  receiving  His 
blessing.  God  desires  to  plan  our  life 
and  Lie  who  created  us  knows  just  what 
is  needful  and  best  for  each  life.  It  may 
be  your  life  seems  worthless  and  you 
may  think  you  have  no  talents,  but  just 
turn  your  life  over  to  the  One  who  cre- 
ated you  and  trust  Him. 

I  am  reminded  of  the  story  of  the  vio- 
lin that  was  about  to  be  sold  at  auction 
lor  only  a  small  sum.  This  violin  didn't 
appear  to  be  very  valuable  until  the  one 
who  made  the  violin  stepped  up  and  be- 
gan playing  it,  and  what  music  there 
was  in  it  when  it  was  touched  by  the 
master-builder.  The  bids  began  going 
higher  and  higher  and  it  was  finally  sold 
for  a  large  sum  of  money.  Suppose  the 
master-builder  had  not  touched  those 
strings  and  sent  forth  that  melodious 
music,  the  violin  would  scarcely  have 
been  noticed. 

So  it  is  with  our  lives,  we  may  be  un- 
noticed and  seem  worthless,  but  let  the 
Master-builder  have  control  for  He  can 
make  us  a  great  channel  of  blessing  to 
others,  and  as  we  are  a  channel  of  bless- 
ing to  others  so  it  is  that  we  receive  the 
showers  of  blessings  from  the  God  who 
created  us  and  gave  Himself  a  ransom 
for  us  that  we,  through  Him,  might  be 
saved. 

NOTE:  If  possible,  sing  the  song, 
"Showers  of  Blessings,"  at  the  close  of 
the  lesson. 


Out  in  the  Fields  With  God 

Elizabeth   Barrett   Browning 
The  little  cares  that   fretted  me, 

I  lost   them  yesterday 
Among    the   fields,   above   the   sea, 

Among  the  winds  at  play; 
Among  the  lowing  of  the  herds, 

The  rustling  of  the  trees; 
Among  the  singing  of  the  birds, 

The  humming  of  the  bees. 

The  foolish  fears  of  what  may  happen, 

I  cast  them  all  away 
Among    the    clover-scented    grass, 

Among  the  new-mown  hay; 
Among   the   rustling  of   the   corn, 

Where   drowsy   poppies   nod, 
Where   ill    thoughts     die     and   good   are 
born — 

Out  in  the  fields  with  God. 

— The  Young  People's  Society. 
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Committal 


JAMES  H.   McCONKEY 


"Commit  thy  way  unto  the  Lord,  trust 
also  in  him,  and  he  shall  bring  it  to  pass." 
Psa.  37:5. 

We  have  seen  that  the  gist  of  the 
truth  concerning  surrender  is  found  in 
Paul's  terse  sentence,  "Yield  yourselves 
unto  God."  This  single  word  "yourselves" 
sweeps  in  the  whole  scope  of  our  lives, 
from  horizon  to  horizon.  It  is  the  de- 
scriptive word  of  a  quit-claim  deed 
which  transfers  forever  to  God  all  we 
are  and  all  we  have.  Let  us,  reflecting 
upon  its  all-inclusiveness,  notice  that  it 
beseeches  us  to  yield  unto  God — 

1,  Our  all,  in  committal.  God 
would  not  only  have  us  yield  all  that  we 
are  to  His  service,  but  all  that  we  have 
to  His  keeping.  He  would  have  His 
yielded  children  to  be  at  perfect  rest  and 
peace  concerning  all  the  varied  interests 
of  their  lives.  He  would  have  them 
"anxious  in  nothing;"  "casting  all  their 
care  upon  Him;"  "kept  in  perfect 
peace"  because  they  trust  in  Him.  Es- 
sential to  this  is  the  great  lesson  of  com- 
mittal, for  perfect  peace  has  its  human 
condition  in  a  perfect  committal.  This 
would  He  have  us  fulfill  that  He  may 
show  His  perfect  power  to  keep.  Sup- 
pose, by  way  of  illustration,  you  own  a 
rare  and  precious  diamond.  It  has  new- 
ly come  into  your  possession  as  an  heir- 
loom from  a  departed  loved  one.  By 
and  by,  as  you  come  to  realize  the  price- 
less worth  of  the  gem,  you  begin  to  be 
burdened  with  anxious  care  in  the  keep- 
ing of  it.  Every  noise  at  night  startles 
you;  every  daily  narrative  of  theft  or 
burglary  fills  your  heart  with  fear;  ev- 
ery passing  week  but  increases  the  bur- 
den of  your  care  and  disquietude  con- 
cerning this  treasure.  But  at  last  a  sym- 
pathetic friend  who  knows  your  sad 
plight  approaches  you  some  day  with 
this  timely  suggestion,  "Friend,"  says  he, 
"your  heart  is  burdened  with  care  in  the 
matter  of  this  jewel  because  you  your- 
self are  keeping  it.  And  that  heart  will 
continue  to  be  burdened  so  long  as  you 
continue  to  keep  it.  Do  you  not  know 
that  at  a  certain  site  in  your  town  stands 
a  strong  trust  building  to  which  you 
may  commit  the  keeping  of  your  gem 
and  be  at  perfect  rest  concerning  it?" 

Impelled  by  these  words  you  go  down 
town  to  the  spot  named.  You  walk 
around  the  great  building,  noting  its 
massive  walls,  strong  doors,  and  barred 
and  bolted  windows.  You  go  inside  and 
scrutinize  closely  the  great  vaults,  the 
time  lock  with  its  marvelous  mechanism, 
the  complicated  lock  boxes  for  the  keep- 
ing of  treasures.  Perfectly  satisfied,  you 


commit  your  diamond  to  the  cashier,  see 
him  deposit  it,  and  close  the  steel  doors, 
locking  and  double-locking  them  against 
all  intruders.  And  now  something  has 
happened  to  the  jewel.  You  have  com- 
mitted it  to  a  place  which  is  able  to  keep 
it  against  all  intrusion.  But  something 
has  happened  to  you,  too,  for  you  find 
yourself  at  perfect  peace  about  your 
treasure.  The  thief  may  prowl  about 
your  mansion,  break  your  bolts  and  bars, 
yea,  even  enter  your  home,  but  he  can 
not  disturb  your  peace  concerning  the 
now  committed  jewel.  Whenever  you 
think  of  the  diamond  you  think  of  the 
strong  trust-building  which  now  secure- 
ly keeps  it,  and  straightway  you  are  at 
rest,  at  rest  indeed  concerning  your  dia- 
mond. 

But  there  is  still  another  lesson  for 
you  to  learn.  You  own  a  valuable  watch 
which  is  yet  in  your  keeping.  Concern- 
ing this,  you  still  bear  this  same  strain 
of  anxious  care  until  your  friend  comes 
again,  and  telling  you  that  they  also  keep 
watches  in  the  same  trust-building,  ad- 
vices you  to  commit  yours  to  its  secure 
keeping.  This  you  do,  and  peace  comes 
concerning  the  committed  watch. 

And  now  as  you  continue  to  worry 
over  your  stocks  and  bonds  and  other 
valuables,  your  friend  comes  at  the  last 
and  tells  you  that  you  need  have  no  care 
at  all  concerning  anything.  "For,"  says 
he,  "they  keep  in  that  trust-building  not 
only  diamonds  and  watches,  but  stocks, 
bonds,  mortgages,  securities,  leases  and 
deeds,  in  short,  all  the  personal  valuables 
you  own.  Now  if  you  will  just  make  a 
complete  committal,  you  will  have  com- 
plete peace."  Whereupon  you  gather 
up  everything  you  possess  and  sweepingly 
commit  the  whole  of  it  to  that  trust- 
building  which  has  already  won  your 
confidence  by  its  safe  keeping  of  your 
first  and  rarest  treasure,  and  then  you 
come  into  perfect  rest  because  of  your 
perfect  committal  to  a  perfect  trustee. 

Children  of  God,  is  not  the  truth  very 
plain  here?  And  does  it  not  convict  our 
hearts?  There  was  a  time  in  your  life 
when  you  were  sorely  burdened  in  the 
effort  to  keep  the  rarest  jewel  in  exist- 
ence— that  of  your  own  soul.  After  years 
of  self-effort,  self-righteousness,  and 
agonizing  struggle  you  gave  up  the  ef- 
fort and  simply  and  trustfully  threw 
yourself  upon  Jesus  Christ,  looking  to 
Him  in  helpless  trust  to  keep  that  which 
you  had  committed  to  Him.  Wherefore, 
for  years  you  have  been  at  rest  concern- 
ing the  keeping  of  this  priceless  jewel 
of  your  own  soul,  for  you  know  whom 


you  have  believed  and  are  persuaded  that 
He  is  able  to  keep  that  which  you  have 
committed  to  Him.  Yet  though  at  peace 
concerning  your  soul's  salvation,  your 
life  is  burdened  with  anxious  care  about 
a  host  of  other  things.  You  are  anxious 
about  your  business,  your  health,  your 
loved  ones,  your  future,  your  friends, 
your  service  and  ministry  for  Him,  and 
your  numberless  other  interests.  Has  it 
never  dawned  upon  you  that  just  as 
you  committed  your  soul  to  Jesus  Christ 
so  He  would  have  you  commit  every- 
thing else  to  Him?  Have  you  never 
learned  that  only  a  perfect  committal 
will  give  you  a  perfect  peace?  Have  you 
never  seen  that  the  blessed  Lord  is  lov- 
ingly and  tenderly  interested  in  every  de- 
tail of  your  life,  and  would  have  you 
commit  all  to  Him,  even  as  you  com- 
mitted the  keeping  of  your  soul? 

For  care  is  linked  with  keeping.  He 
who  keeps  the  treasure  bears  the  care. 
Thus  if  we  try  to  keep  our  lives  we  bear 
the  care.  But  if  we  commit  them  and  all 
their  interest  to  God  He  bears  it.  Yet 
how  can  God  keep  that  which  we  do  not 
commit?  "I  know  whom  I  have  believed 
and  am  persuaded  that  He  is  able  to 
keep" — what?  That  which  I  keep  my- 
self? That  which  I  insist  upon  carrying, 
managing,  and  worrying  over?  Nay 
"that  which  I  have  committed  unto 
him."  "Casting  all  your  care  upon  him" 
is  as  true  for  us  as  "for  he  careth  for  you" 
is  true  of  Him.  Wherefore,  beloved,  is 
there  anything  in  your  life  that  has  long 
been  a  haunting  shadow  of  care,  a  bur- 
den of  anxiety,  a  barrier  between  you 
and  perfect  peace?  If  so,  then  search  your 
heart  and  see  if  this  be  not  the  explana- 
tion of  it.  Take  it,  and  definitely,  final- 
ly, and  irrevocably  commit  it  to  God. 
How  else  can  He  possibly  keep  it?  Is  this 
not  the  secret  of  your  failure?  There  is 
nothing  wrong  with  the  trust-building! 
You  are  sure  of  that.  "He  abideth 
faithful."  It  must  be  in  your  failure  to 
commit,  for  He  has  never  since  the 
world  began  failed  to  keep  that  which 
has  been  committed  to  Him.  Wherefore 
if  there  be  lack  of  perfect  peace  in  your 
life  hasten  to  make  that  perfect  com- 
mittal which  will  permit  a  perfect  Christ 
to  prove  His  perfect  keeping. 

2.  Our  wills,  in  submittal.  Not 
only  are  we  to  commit  our  life  to  God, 
but  also  to  let  Him  have  His  way  with  it. 
With  the  committal  of  all  things  should 
go  submission  in  all  things.  When  we 
yield  our  lives,  we  yield  our  plans  con- 
cerning those  lives,  and  accept  God's 
dealings  with  them.  Not  only  "commit 
your  way  unto  the  Lord,"  but  "trust  al- 
so in  Him."  Not  only  take  your  hands 
off  but  let  Him  put  His  hands  on  just 
as  He  may  see  fit.  Many  of  us  err  here. 
We  commit  the  clay  into  the  Potter's 
hand,  but  we  will  not  stay  under  the 
hand.  We  commit  the  marble  to  the  Di- 
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vine  Sculptor,  but  we  do  not  relish  His 
use  of  the  chisel.  We  commit  our  ship  to 
the  broad  ocean  of  His  will  and  purpose, 
but  we  do  not  like  His  grasp  upon  the 
helm.  Wherefore,  when  the  Potter  begins 
to  mould  with  pressure  that  is  painful  to 
us,  the  Sculptor  to  smite  and  chisel  until 
it  hurts,  or  the  Helmsman  to  steer  into 
the  teeth  of  storm,  gloom,  and  tempests 
that  chill  our  hearts  with  fear,  we  would 
fain  shrink  from  the  pressure,  the  blow, 
the  unknown  path  which  we  had  not 
included   in  our   plan   for  life. 

But  this  we  may  not  do.  For  God 
alone  knows  the  very  best  for  the  life 
that  has  been  placed  in  His  hands.  He 
alone  sees  the  preparation  it  needs  for 
an  eternal  existence  hereafter.  We  know 
but  a  brief  share  of  its  present.  He 
knows  its  end  "from  the  beginning." 
He  alone  knows  how  to  shape  it  to  His 
perfect  purpose.  He  knows  what  will 
best  work  out  its  eternal  weight  of  glory 
in  the  ages  to  come.  But  to  do  this,  He 
needs  a  submitted  will.  He  cannot  work 
the  wish  of  His  Father-heart  for  us  if  we 
shrink,  waver,  and  rebel  under  our  new 
and  unexpected  treatment.  The  "com- 
mit" that  puts  all  into  His  hands  needs 
the  "trust  also"  that  keeps  all  things  un- 
der His  hand.  Therefore  let  us  not  only 
sweepingly  commit  to  God's  keeping, 
but  trustfully  submit  to  God's  chasten- 
ing. Let  us  not  only  give  ourselves  into 
His  hand,  but  also  stay  under  His  hand 
as  He  deals  out  to  us  that  which  is  best 
from  His  standpoint,  however  grievous 
it  may  be  from  ours.  As  we  deliberate- 
ly and  irrevocably  commit  all  unto  His 
keeping,  let  us  say  to  Him,  "Lord,  this 
life  which  I  now  yield  to  Thee,  I  know 
not  what  is  best  for  it,  but  Thou  dost. 
While  I  carried  out  my  own  will  con- 
cerning it,  I  found  naught  but  failure, 
mistake,  fruitlessness,  disappointment. 
Now,  yielding  it  to  Thee,  I  submit  also 
to  Thy  will  concerning  it.  As  thou  may- 
est  see  fit,  send  prosperity  or  adversity, 
rest  or  toil,  service  or  suffering,  abase- 
ment or  exaltation,  crucifixion  or  glorifi- 
cation; the  starlit  night  of  faith  or  the 
meridian  blaze  of  Thy  conscious  full- 
ness. Stay  not  Thine  hand,  spare  not  the 
chastening  fires,  cool  not  the  furnace  or 
crucible  until  Thou  hast  had  Thy  per- 
fect way  with  me.  By  Thy  grace  I  will 
walk  with  Thee,  though  the  path  be  not 
of  my  choosing.  I  will  trust  Thee  when 
I  cannot  see  Thee.  I  will  submit  to  Thee 
when  I  cannot  understand  Thee.  Yea,  I 
yield  myself  wholly,  absolutely,  irrevoc- 
ably in  humble,  trustful  submission  to 
Thy  blessed  will." 

It  will  help  us  much  in  so  coming  in- 
to a  place  of  perfect  submissiveness  to 
God's  will  if  we  ponder  carefully  a  few 
self-evident  truths.  They  are  these.  Our 
God  is  a  God  of  tender,  compassionate, 
unchangeable,  and  limitless  love.  And 
the  God  of  limitless  Love  is  worthy 


of  limitless  trust.  If  these  be  not 
truths  then  there  is  no  truth  in  the  uni- 
verse! If  the  Man  who  died  for  us  does 
not  perfectly  love  us,  and  is  not  worthy 
of  unconditional,  boundless  trust,  then 
is  the  gospel  of  the  grace  of  God  a  fa- 
ble, and  the  faith  of  His  redeemed  ones 
but  the  flimsy  fabric  of  a  dream.  And 
if  the  God  of  limitless  love  is  worthy  of 
limitless  trust,  shall  we  not  accord  it  to 
Him,  or  else  stand  condemned  in  our 
own  hearts?  Let  us  be  honest.  Which  is 
the  troubler  of  our  soul?  Do  we  doubt 
God's  perfect  love  and  consequent  per- 
fect trustworthiness?  If  so,  let  us  con- 
fess that  with  secret  shame.  Do  we  be- 
lieve in  God's  perfect  love  and  perfect 
faithfulness?  Then  let  us  yield  Him  that 
perfect  trust  and  submissiveness  which 
such  belief  has  a  right  to  claim. 

Moreover,  if  God  is  love  His  will  is 
the  most  perfect  thing  in  the  universe 
for  us,  His  children.  The  Holy  Ghost 
says  it  is  a  "perfect  will."  (Rom.  12:2.) 
He  does  not  say  that  we  always  see  it  to 
be  perfect,  but  that  it  is  perfect.  There- 
fore it  is  as  perfect  when  we  cannot  un- 
derstand it  as  when  we  can;  as  perfect 
when  it  seems  unjust  and  grievous  to 
us,  as  when  it  seems  just  and  acceptable; 
as  perfect  when  the  way  is  rough,  toil- 
some, and  shrouded  in  thick  darkness,  as 
when  it  is  smooth,  easy  of  ascent,  and 
flooded  with  noonday  light.  The  ques- 
tion that  comes  to  us  should  be: — Is,  or 
is  not  the  will  of  God,  who  is  incarnate 
love,  the  best  thing  in  the  world  for 
us?  If  it  is,  then  let  us  either  yield  to  it, 
or  confess  that  we  do  not  care  to  so  do. 
And  yielding  ourselves  because  it  is  good 
and  perfect,  do  not  let  us  draw  back 
when  it  seems  to  be  otherwise.  So  to  do 
is  to  dethrone  faith  and  enthrone  our 
poor  judgment  in  her  stead. 

Finally,  the  God  who  is  love  is  also 
supreme.  Therefore,  everything  which 
comes  into  our  lives  is  either  sent  by  Him 
or  permitted  by  Him.  Reason  grows  diz- 
zy and  staggers  at  this,  but  faith  calm- 
ly and  trustfully  accepts  it  as  an  eternal 
truth,  for  God  Himself  declares  it.  "All 
things  work  together  for  good  to 
them  that  love  him."  Not  that  all 
things  are  good  in  themselves,  for  evil  is 
not  good.  But  all  things  work  together 
for  good  to  them  that  love  Him.  In  some 
way  God  will  make  even  the  wrath  of 
man  to  praise  Him.  In  some  way  the 
God  who  rules  in  righteousness  will  over- 
rule all  unrighteousness.  In  some  way 
even  the  evil  that  assails  His  children  is, 
by  the  time  it  reaches  them,  in  His  per- 
missive will  for  them.  This  is  inscrutable 
to  us  now,  but  faith  bows  under  His 
hand  and  joyfully  accepts  His  assurance 
"What  I  do  thou  knowest  not  now  but 
thou  shalt  know  hereafter!"  "Ye  thought 
evil"'*'*  but  God  meant  it  unto  good," 
said  the  sobbing  Joseph  to  his  awe-strick- 


en brethren.  The  blackest  crime  of  hu- 
man history  was  the  crucifixion  of  Him 
who  was  that  Joseph's  great  antitype. 
It  seemed  the  masterstroke  of  hell,  the 
final  extinguishment  of  the  light  of  the 
world,  the  utter  defeat  of  the  God  of  the 
universe.  Yet  out  of  it  flowed  the  bless- 
ings of  a  redemption  which  shall  glorify 
God  through  all  the  ages  of  eternity. 
"Oh,  the  depth  of  the  riches  of  both 
the  wisdom  and  knowledge  of  God!  How 
unsearchable  are  His  judgments,  and  H'.s 
ways  past  finding  out!"  Beloved,  that 
God  is  love,  that  as  such  He  is  worthy 
of  absolute  trust,  that  His  will  must  be 
the  best  thing  in  existence  for  us,  and 
that  all  which  comes  to  us  is  either  sent 
or  suffered  to  come  by  Him — these  are 
great  foundation  stones  of  "the  truth  as 
it  is  in  Christ  Jesus."  Have  we  forever 
settled  down  upon  them?  In  the  full 
light  of  them  an  absolute  submission  to 
the  will  of  the  Christ  of  love  is  not  only 
intelligent  and  reasonable,  but  will  bring 
us  into  a  place  where  His  eternal  peace 
can  keep  our  hearts  beyond  all  our  fond- 
est dreams. 

In  attestation  of  these  truths  is  re- 
called here  the  remarkable- experience  of 
a  child  of  God,  narrated  to  the  writer 
from  her  own  lips.  Earnestly  longing  and 
seeking  for  years  to  know  the  truth  of 
the  fullness  of  life  in  Christ,  she  came 
one  day  into  a  Bible  class  in  an  interior 
city  of  this  state.  There  as  she  sat  eagerly 
drinking  in  the  truth,  God  sent  to  her 
hungry  heart  the  message  it  had  long 
needed.  She  learned  that  the  Spirit  whom 
she  had  been  beseeching  for  years  to  en- 
ter had  already  come  in  to  abide  forever. 
She  saw  that  what  God  wanted  was  not 
long  and  agonizing  waiting  and  petition 
for  His  incoming,  but  an  absolute  sub- 
mission of  the  will  in  all  things  and  for 
all  time  to  Him  who  was  already  in- 
dwelling. And  so  one  bright  Sabbath  day, 
rejoicing  in  the  faith  of  His  indwelling, 
she  yielded  herself  a  living  sacrifice  unto 
God,  in  complete  and  trustful  submission 
to  His  will  whatever  it  might  be.  No 
great  manifestation  of  power  followed, 
no  rapturous  uplift,  no  wonderful  vision 
of  things  of  which  it  was  unlawful  to 
speak.  But  her  hitherto  restless  soul  was 
flooded  with  peace,  the  unspeakable 
peace  of  the  God  of  peace  Himself,  fill- 
ing her  soul  with  His  conscious  presence 
in  response  to  the  utter  yielding  of  the 
being  to  Him.  The  passing  months  found 
that  peace  still  abiding.  Through  that 
absolute  yielding  of  herself  to  His  will, 
God  had  anchored  her  soul  in  a  haven 
of  rest  by  moorings  so  secure  that  no 
storm  seemed  able  to  rend  them.  She  was 
established  in  Christ  Jesus.  And  now 
came  a  test  that  proved  to  her  forever 
what  God  could  do  with  a  submitted  will 
and  a  trustful  heart. 

"I  had  a  son,"  said  she,  "a  youth  about 
eighteen  years  of  age.  He  was  a  bright, 
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joyous  boy,  a  Christian,  but  not  living  as 
close  CO  Cod  .is  my  heart  yearned  to  sec 
him. — But  he,  too,  as  well  as  all  else 
that  I  possessed,  I  had  definitely  com- 
mitted to  God  when  I  made  my  surren- 
der. When  the  adversary  tried  to  break 
my  peace,  tempting  me  to  doubt  con- 
cerning my  boy,  I  simply  lifted  up  my 
heart  and  said,  'Lord,  I  have  committed 
him  to  Thee;  Thy  will  be  done  in  his 
lite.'  One  summer  night,  after  he  had 
retired  to  his  room,  attracted  by  the 
sound  of  music  in  a  near-by  square,  he 
went  out,  unknown  to  me,  to  enjoy  it. 
Strolling  up  the  street  in  company  with 
another  lad,  these  two  exchanged  some- 
words  of  boyish  badinage  with  a  man 
standing  by,  and  then  passed  on.  As  they 
passed  the  corner  of  an  alley  farther  on, 
this  man  stepped  out  from  its  shadow 
the  spot  I  kneeled  by  the  prostrate  form 
midnight  my  doorbell  rang,  and  th|C 
policeman,  to  whom  I  opened,  said, 
'Madam,  your  son  is  seriously  hurt  and 
you  are  wanted  immediately.'  I  quickly 
called  my  husband  and  other  son  and 
hastened  up  the  street,  not  knowing  what 
was  coming.  All  I  remember  now  of 
that  midnight  journey  was  that  as  I  sped 
along  the  silent  street  I  found  myself 
lifting  up  my  heart  to  God  and  repeat- 
ing again  and  again,  'Lord,  I  have  com- 
mitted him  to  Thee;  Lord,  Thy  will  be 
done;  Thy  will  be  done.'  When  I  reached 
the  spot  I  kneeled  by  the  prostrate  form 
of  my  boy,  touched  his  face,  grasped  his 
hands,  and  lifted  his  head,  only  to  find 
him  weltering  in  a  pool  of  blood,  already 
dead!  When  the  awful  fact  dawned  upon 
us,  my  husband  fainted,  and  my  other 
dear  son  was  well-nigh  overcome  with 
grief.  But  there,  in  the  dead  of  night,  in 
the  most  awful  hour  of  a  mother's  life,  I 
came  to  know  what  God  could  do  with 
a  submissive  will  and  a  trustful  heart.  I 
would  never  have  thought  it  possible 
for  God  to  keep  a  weak,  trembling, 
stricken  soul  as  He  kept  me  in  that 
dreadful  hour.  As  I  knelt  by  my  mur- 
dered boy  the  fountains  of  grief  seemed 
stayed.  Underneath  me  were  unseen, 
everlasting  arms.  A  flood-tide  of  unut- 
terable peace  swept  into  my  soul  and 
brooded  over  my  stilled  heart  with  an 
eternal  calm  that  nothing  in  the  uni- 
verse, it  seemed,  could  ever  disturb. 
When  the  day  dawned  men  and  women 
flocked  into  my  house  and  cried,  'What 
kind  of  a  woman  are  you?  "What  do  you 
mean?  How  do  you  explain  this  strange 
calm  that  seems  to  possess  you?'  and  I 
could  only  answer — 'It  is  not  I,  but 
Christ,  Christ.'  " 

Troubled  one,  is  the  way  gloomy,  and 
does  God  seem  harsh  and  unloving  in  the 
inscrutable  trials  and  afflictions  that  He 
has  permitted  to  come  into  your  life, 
even  though  He  Himself  has  not  di- 
rectly sent  them?  Does  the  burden  seem 
more  than  you  can  bear?  the  trial  so  pe- 


culiar that  the  darkness  can  never  be 
dispelled?  the  grief  too  agonizing  ever  to 
be  soothed?  the  wound  too  deep  ever  to 
be  healed?  Then  remember  this:  only 
through  perfect  submissiveness  and  per- 
fect trustfulness  can  God  have  His  per- 
fect way  in  our  lives.  Do  we  want  Him 
to  have  that  way  and  carry  out  His  high- 
est purpose  for  us?  Then  no  affliction  is 
too  grievous,  no  furnace  too  hot,  no  price 
too  costly  in  comparison  with  the  infi- 
nite blessedness  which  comes  with  en- 
tire submission,  and  unconditional  trust 
in  Him.  Since  this  is  the  sole  condition 
by  which  God  can  perfectly  work 
through  us,  it  must  be  the  supreme  one 
He  would  have  wrought  in  us.  Well  it  is 
for  us  that  He  will  not  even  stop  short 
of  suffering  in  order  to  accomplish  it. 
Here  it  is  that  divine  fatherhood  over- 
tops human,  for  human  parents  through 
sympathy  may  spare  us  suffering,  but 
in  the  light  of  eternity  the  highest  ex- 
hibit of  God's  Father-love  will  be  seen 
in  His  refusal  to  spare  us  our  deepest 
suffering  because  in  so  doing  we  would 
have  missed  our  highest  good. 
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IMPORTANT  ANNOUNCE- 
MENT 

The  subscription  contest  for  j 
the  scholarship  in  Bible  Train- 

ing   School  will  close     August  ! 

30,      1941.       All     contestants  j 

please  work  hard  between  now  I 

j    and  closing  date.  I 

A  School  Teacher's  Problem 

(Continued  from  page   14) 
day    school.    His    father    thought    that 
church  was  for  "sissies.")    "He  can  help 
you  to  be  good  for  all  the  time.  Shall  we 
ask  Him  to  help  you  right  now?" 

There  was  a  violent  nod  of  the  head 
that  was  buried  deep  into  one  arm,  while 
the  other  hand  was  occupied  with  the 
handkerchief  that  Suzanne  had  slipped 
into  it.  God  was  near  that  day  as  Suzanne 
prayed  as  :!:c  had  never  done  before,  ray- 


ing, "You"  where  she  had  always  said 
"Thou,"  and  using  childlike  language,  for 
she  knew  that  this  was  probably  the  only 
example  that  Douglas  would  have  to 
follow  when  he  asked  this  new  Friend  to 
"help  him  to  be  good."  Together  they 
asked  forgiveness  for  past  naughtiness 
and  for  help  to  be  a  better  boy.  Douglas 
looked  up  with  such  a  shiny  face  through 
all  the  smears  of  grime  and  promised  that 
every  night  before  he  went  to  bed  he 
would  ask  this  Child  of  the  manger  to 
help  him  to  be  the  kind  of  boy  he  really 
wanted  to  be. 

Just  before  he  went  out  the  door,  he 
stopped  and  turned  to  his  teacher  so  sin- 
cerely. "One  thing  I  like  about  you,  Miss 
Rheimer,  is  that  you  do  not  have  any 
pets.  You  treat  all  of  us  good.  Miss  Moore 
never  did  like  me  in  the  third  grade  and 
she  always  treated  me  mean.  You  are  not 
that  way.  I  told  my  mother  so,  too. 
Good-night." 

Suzanne  closed  the  door  and  stood  in 
near  unbelief  at  the  happenings  of  the 
afternoon.  Her  most  ethereal  dream  had 
been  realized.  A  miracle  had  taken  place 
before  her  eyes.  "Christian  teachers  really 
do  have  an  influence,"  she  murmured 
half  aloud. 

As  the  days  went  by  and  she  saw  a 
normal,  happy  boy  replace  such  a  sullen 
one,  the  face  of  an  honest,  upright  man 
was  seen  very  often  in  her  mind's  eye, 
while  the  face  of  a  near  criminal  was 
stuffed  into  that  wastebasket  where  she 
discarded  all  the  unpleasant  things  that 
she  considered  were  unworthy  of  remem- 
brance.— Light  and  Life  Evangel. 
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THE  GOSPEL  IN  AN  EXPRESS 
TRAIN 

Grace  Pettman 

"A  carriage  to  myself!  Oh,  how  de- 
lightful— as  delightful  as  it  is  unexpected. 
The  Lord  Himself  must  have  known  how 
tired — how  very  tired  I  was." 

Helen  Grant,  who  had  been  spending 
time  and  strength  in  seeking  to  win  souls 
for  the  Lord  she  loved,  settled  herself  con- 
tentedly in  the  corner  of  the  carriage,  as 
the  train  drew  out  of  a  big  and  busy 
Yorkshire  station.  There  were  two  or 
three  stops  on  the  long  run  to  London, 
but  it  was  the  depth  of  winter,  and  very 
few  people  seemed  to  be  traveling.  Helen 
just  closed  her  eyes,  glad  to  rest — to  pray 
for  the  work  she  had  left  behind,  the 
work  which  lay  ahead. 

"Doncaster!  Doncaster!!" 

The  great  station  was  busy  as  usual; 
folks  came  crowding  to  the  train,  but 
still  Helen  was  hoping  to  be  left  alone, 
for  most  people  had  taken  their  seats"'  ** 
the  train  was  just  off,  and  then""*"" "Well, 
good-bye  lass!  Hope  you'll  find"'**" 

The  last  words  were  lost,  as  the  handle 
of  the  carriage  door  was  seized,  and  the 
door  wrenched  open  by  the  practiced  hand 
of  a  young  railway  man  in  uniform.  But 
it  was  no  casual  passenger  to  whom  he 
said  good-bye,  it  was  his  young  wife, 
whose  eyes  were  sad  as  she  gave  him  a 
kiss — sad  with  the  parting — and,  as  it 
came  out  afterwards,  sorrowing  for  some- 
thing more.  She  leaned  out  of  the  carriage 
window  to  wave  her  husband 
farewell,  then  sat  down  in  the 
corner  opposite  to  Helen  Grant 
and  closed  her  eyes. 

It  was  not  very  long  before 
Helen  saw  b'g  tears  creeping  un- 
der the  closed  lids — tears  rolled 
slowly  down  the  girl's  cheeks. 
This  would  never  do!  There  was 
a  long  non-stop  run  before  them. 
Helen  felt  she  must  find  out 
what  was  the  matter.  The  young 
ivoman  had  left  the  carriage  win- 
dow wide  open,  and  Helen  knew 
it  wasn't  every  body  who  shared 
her  love  of  fresh  air,  even  in  win- 
ter time. 

So,  first  of  all  making  some 
excuse  to  ask  the  girl  if  she 
would  prefer  the  window  partly 
closed,  Helen  tried  to  draw  the 
stranger  into  conversation. 

By  and  by  it  all  came  out;  and 
now  the  tears  came  unbidden. 
"I've  left  my  home  at  an  hour's 


notice**  "My  father  is  dying!  They've 
sent  for  me!"  How  cold  even  words  of 
sympathy  seemed  just  then,  though  Helen 
Grant  herself  had  not  long  before  lost  her 
own  mother. 

THE  WAY  OF  SALVATION 
Then  she  said,  "If  that  dear  father  of 
yours  is  ready  to  meet  God  and  his  suf- 
ferings are  great — you  cannot  wish  him 
to  linger  in  his  pain!" 

"No,  oh,  no!  I  know  he's  all  right! 
I  have  a  good  Christian  father,  I  know 
for  him  it  will  mean  heaven!"  Then  Helen 
laid  her  hand  on  that  of  the  girl  in  the  op- 
posite corner,  and  said  gently,  "Thank 
God  for  that!  But  what  about  you,  if 
God's  call  came  for  you  instead  of  your 
father?  Is  it  well  with  your  soul?"  Her 
head  was  bent  still  lower  now  and  the 
tears  fell  more  quickly  than  ever. 

"No!  I  can't  say  I  am  saved.  I  wish  I 
could.  I  know  there's  something  I  haven't 
got." 

"But  it's  something  you  may  have,  here 
and  now — if  you  will,"  said  Helen,  pull- 
ing out  her  little  pocket  Bible.  "See,  here 
is  God's  own  Word  for  it!  'All  have 
sinned' — and  that  included  you,  me  and 
everybody  else.  But  since  all  of  us  are  un- 
der sin,  and  sin  cannot  enter  the  presence 
of  a  Holy  God,  the  Lord  Jesus  gave  Him- 
self that  He  might  become  the  way  to 
heaven!  There  is  His  way  of  salvation, 
clearly  enough.""""* 'Come  now,  and  let  us 
reason  together***:  though  your  sins  be 
as  scarlet,  they  shall  be  as  white  as  snow.' 


He  says  'Come.'  Will  you  come  here 
and    now?" 

The  express  roared  on  at  forty  or  fifty 
miles  an  hour,  but  there  on  the  floor  of 
the  railway  carriage  the  two  knelt  down, 
Helen  Grant  and  the  girl  whose  name  she 
did  not  even  know  till  afterward. 

Simply  taking  God  at  His  Word*** 
Coming  because  He  invited  her  to  come; 
giving  herself  to  Him,  just  as  she  was; 
the  porter's  young  wife  sought  and  found 
the  salvation  Christ  offered,  through  His 
shed  blood  upon  the  cross  of  Calvary. 

"Just  as  I  am,  without  one  pica, 
But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  Thou  bid'st  me  come  to  Thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  came!" 

Very  softly  came  the  words,  the  plea 
for  pardon,  the  surrender  of  a  soul  to 
Him  who  had  bidden  her  come.  Then 
Helen  Grant  pointed  to  her  Bible  again. 
"He  has  said,  'Come' — and  you  have 
just  told  Him  you  do  come,  here  and 
now!  Now,  what  has  happened?  Look  at 
this.  'Him  that  cometh  to  me  I  will  in  no 
wise  cast  out.'  Has  He  cast  you  out?  No. 
Why  not?  Because  He  says  He  will  not 
cast  you  out,  and  His  Word  can  never  be 
broken.  Then,  what  has  He  done?"  Very 
softly  came  the  words,  while  God's  own 
peace  and  joy  suddenly  transfigured  her 
face — "He's  taken  me  in!" 

A  strange  place  for  the  seeking  Saviour 
to  meet  a  seeking  sinner,  in  a  railway  car- 
riage, as  the  Northern  Express  thundered 
on  its  way!  But  God  can  save  the  soul  of 
a  man  or  woman  anywhere — at  home,  at 
work,  on  a  journey!  Yes,  you,  just  as  you 
are  and  where  you  are,  here  and  now,  if 
you  will  give  yourself  to  Him  and  believe 
His  Word.  Those  two  in  the  train  that 
winter's  morning  talked  together  long  and 
earnestly,  until — "Newark!  Newark!!" 
The  train  slowed  down  and 
stopped.  With  a  clasp  of  the 
hand,  and  a  whispered,  "God 
bless  you,"  the  two,  whom  God 
had  brought  together  that  morn- 
ing, parted,  never  since  to  meet 
again.  Afterward  Helen  Grant 
received  a  letter. 

"I  was  just  in  time  to  see  my 
dear  father!  He  died  triumph- 
antly, knowing  he  was  going  to 
be  with  Jesus.** "And  I? — well, 
if  1  never  meet  you  again  on 
earth,  I  know  I  shall  see  you  up 
in  glory." 

So  wrote  the  girl  who,  on  her 
way  to  her  father's  deathbed, 
found  Christ  as  her  own  person- 
al Savior  in  a  railway  train. — 
The  Christian   (London). 

We  cannot  overstate  our  debt 
to  the  past,  but  the  moment  has 
the  supreme  claim. — Emerson. 
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Do  You  Need  Christ? 


R.  J.  Staats 


"lie  is  despised  and  rejected  of  men;  a 
man  of  sorrows,  and  acquainted  with 
grief:  and  we  hid  as  it  were  our  faces 
from  him;  he  was  despised  and  we  es- 
teemed him  not.  Surely  he  hath  borne  our 
griefs,  and  carried  our  sorrou/s:  yet  we  did 
esteem  him  stricken,  smitten  of  God,  and 
afflicted,"  Isa.   5  3:3,  4. 

In  PUTTING  this  question  we  have  in 
mind  Jesus  Christ  as  the  Redeemer  of  men 
and  not  as  a  moral  example.  Do  you  need 
a  Redeemer?  You  may  be  of  the  host  of 
the  self-satisfied  who  say,  "No,  I  am 
good  enough  as  I  am.  I  do  nothing  fla- 
grantly wrong.  I  represent  the  better  ele- 
ment in  the  community.  I  am  doing  the 
best  I  can."  The  trouble  is  that  your  best 
is  not  good  enough,  since  the  law  of 
God  demands  perfection.  Surely  no  one 
has  the  effrontery  to  step  before  the  judg- 
ment throne  of  God  and  say,  "Lord,  be- 
hold a  perfect  man.  My  life  has  been  un- 
sullied by  a  single  blameworthy  deed;  I 
have  never  spoken  an  ill-considered,  un- 
truthful or  angry  word.  My  heart  has 
never  been  marred  by  a  single  untoward 
thought."  Unless  we  have  a  completely 
unsullied  record  there  is  no  hope  of  justi- 
fying ourselves  before  the  eternal  Judge. 
The  Bible  tells  us,  "If  we  say  that  we  have 
no  sin,  we  deceive  ourselves,  and  the 
truth  is  not  in  us."  It  tells  us  again  that 
there  is  no  difference,  "For  all  have 
sinned,  and  come  short  of  the  glory  of 
God."  It  tells  vis  furthermore  that  "all 
our  righteousnesses  are  as  filthy  rags." 
Plain  and  inexorable  is  God's  judgment 
over  sin.  Let  us  notice  2  Peter  2:4-7, 
"For  if  God  spared  not  the  angels  that 
sinned,  but  cast  them  down  to  hell,  and 
delivered  them  into  chains  of  darkness, 
to  be  reserved  unto  judgment;  And  spared 
not  the  old  world,  but  saved  Noah  the 
eighth  person,  a  preacher  of  righteousness, 
bringing  in  the  flood  upon  the  world  of 
the  ungodly;  And  turning  the  cities  of 
Sodom  and  Gomorrha  into  ashes  con- 
demned them  with  an  overthrow,  making 
them  AN  ENSAMPLE  unto  THOSE 
that  after  should  live  UNGODLY;  and 
delivered  just  Lot,  vexed  with  the  filthy 
conversation  of  the  wicked." 

Early  did  God  come  to  Israel,  through 
EZEKIEL,  18:4,  saying,  "THE  SOUL 
THAT  SINNETH,  IT  SHALL  DIE."  In 
spite  of  our  best  efforts  our  lives  remain 
tarnished  with  daily  transgressions  against 
God's  holy  law.  There  is  no  use  in  pictur- 
ing God  as  a  weak  and  indulgent  Father 
who,  in  the  kindness  of  His  heart,  can  not 
punish  sin.  We  are  apt  to  forget  that  jus- 
tice is  also  a  quality  of  God  and  that  jus- 
tice demands  that  transgression  of  divine 
law  be  followed  by  the  threatened  pun- 


ishment. There  is  hope  for  us  only  if  the 
law  be  fulfilled  and  our  transgression  of 
it  be  atoned  for.  This  law  fulfillment  and 
this  atonement  for  our  sins  have  been  ac- 
complished by  Jesus  Christ.  For  this  cause 
and  purpose  He  came  to  earth,  as  the 
Scripture  declares,  "The  Son  of  man  is 
come  to  save  that  which  was  lost."  What- 
ever human  accomplishments  we  may 
have,  whatever  virtues  we  may  exhibit,  we 
belong  to  the  lost  and  are  in  need  of  a 
Savior.  However  carefully  we  may  ar- 
range our  life,  our  unatoned  sins  stand  as 
a  barrier  between  us  and  our  God.   It  is 
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useless  to  call  God  our  Father  as  long  as 
that  Father  is  angry  and  alienated  because 
of  our  wilful  disobedience.  He  can  be  a 
loving  Father  only  after  a  reconciliation 
hac.  been  effected,  after  the  children  have 
come  to  Him  in  penitence  and  have  ac- 
cepted the  atonement  which  His  only  be- 
gotten Son  has  provided.  Yes  indeed,  you 
need  Christ. You  need  Him  more  than  you 
need  anything  else  in  this  world.  You 
need  Him  in  order  to  have  peace  of  heart 
and  a  quiet  conscience.  There  is  happiness 
only  in  Him.  Christianity  does  not  mean 
that  we  go  about  our  tasks  with  solemn 
mien  and  lead  a  melancholy  life.  Only  he 
is  truly  happy  who  has  the  positive  con- 
viction that  the  guilt  of  his  wrongdoing 
has  been  removed,  that  the  consequences 
of  his  sins  have  been  suffered,  that  the 
love  and  considerate  care  of  the  heaven- 
ly Father  now  accompany  him  in  his 
daily  tasks. 

You  need  Jesus  particularly  at  the  end 
of  life's  road  when  you  shall  stand  before 
the  throne  of  One  whose  all-seeing     eyes 


look  into  the  innermost  recesses  of  your 
heart,  before  whom  nothing  can  be  hid- 
den. In  that  hour  there  is  hope  only  in 
the  fact  that  we  may  stand  clothed  in  the 
garment  of  our  Savior's  righteousness. 
That  garment  is  ours  by  the  faith  that 
will  be  in  our  hearts  through  the  channel 
of  which  we  realize  that  we  need  a  Savior. 
"The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  cleanses  us 
from  all  sin."  You  need  Jesus  in  order 
that  the  terrors  of  death  may  be  removed. 
He  has,  through  His  death  and  resurrec- 
tion made  our  death  merely  an  exit  from 
the  strange  land  of  our  pilgrimage,  and 
an  entry  upon  the  real  life  which  Christ 
has  prepared  for  us.  Your  whole  life  is  a 
failure  unless  you  have  found  Christ.  All 
your  social  and  business  activities,  your 
charities  and  benevolences,  are  pitiful 
pastimes  of  a  doomed  soul  unless  Jesus  has 
become  your  personal  Savior.  No  matter 
how  rich,  according  to  temporal  stand- 
ard, your  life  be,  it  has  missed  its  divinely 
intended  purpose  unless  you  have  lived  it 
in  the  company  of  our  Savior.  On  the 
other  hand,  your  Ffe  may  be  devoid  of 
the  pleasures  and  comforts  which  human 
beings  hold  so  dear,  and  may  be  full  of 
misery  and  hardship.  And  yet  it  is  a  suc- 
cessful life  if  it  is  lived  in  the  company  of 
Jesus  and  has  the  blissful  termination 
which  God  intended  for  it.  Christ  said, 
"If  any  man  will  come  after  me,  let  him 
deny  himself,  and  take  up  his  cross,  and 
follow  me."  The  crosses  we  have  in  life 
such  as  sickness,  discomforts,  loss  of  loved 
ones,  business  reverses  and  the  like  are 
nothing  to  compare  to  the  cross  which  Je- 
sus bore  for  us.  When  we  are  downcast, 
because  of  these  physical  sufferings,  we 
have  but  to  turn  to  the  Word  of  God  and 
again  hear  Jesus  say,  "Come  unto  me,  all 
ye  that  labour  and  arc  heavy  laden,  and  I 
will  give  you  rest.  Take  my  yoke  upon 
you,  and  learn  of  me;  for  I  am  meek  and 
lowly  in  heart:  and  ye  shall  find  rest  un- 
to your  souls."  YES,  WE  ALL  NEED 
CHRIST. 

Sprained   Ankle 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

gang"  had  ever  wanted  to  have  him  stay 
and  keep  him  company. 

Every  day  after  that,  Roger  would  stop 
and  play  with  Jimmy,  and  the  boys  would 
study  together.  They  were  in  the  same 
grade  at  school,  so  Jimmy  was  able  to 
keep  up  with  his  class.  Thus  it  was  that 
Jimmy  and  Roger  really  came  to  be  great 
friends. 

In  a  few  weeks  Jimmy's  ankle  was  well 
and  he  was  back  at  school.  Roger  was 
happy  to  have  him  back,  but  he  couldn't 
help  thinking  about  the  long  days  when 
he  must  play  alone,  for  the  boys  seldom 
had  time  to  wait  for  Roger  to  go  along. 
He  listened  anxiously  after  school  as  they 
gathered  around  Jimmy  and  begged  him 
to  "Come  on  and  play  ball."  Imagine  his 
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delight  when  Jimmy  threw  his  arm 
around  his  shoulder  and   said: 

"Sure  we'll  play  ball,  but  we'll  take 
Rog.  He  can  play  until  he's  tired.  We'll 
take  turns  running  for  him.  And  don't 
forget,  he  is  as  good  sport  as  you'll  find 
out,  especially  if  you  get  sick  or  laid 
up  or  something." 

That  was  several  years  ago.  Jimmy  and 
Roger  are  still  the  best  of  friends.  Often 
one  of  the  boys  will  say,  "Think  what 
we  all  would  have  missed  if  Jimmy 
hadn't  sprained  his  ankle." — The  Chris- 
tian World. 

A  Little  Child  Shall  Lead  Them 

(Continued  from  page   10) 

like  daddy.  I  like  you,  too,  sir,  I  mean 
Danny." 

"They  walked  up  the  street  several 
blocks  and  came  to  a  lovely  white  cot- 
tage. Bright  red  roses  covered  the  arch- 
"way  over  the  entrance  and  filled  the  air 
with    their    sweet    perfume. 

"A  lovely  little  home  you  have  here, 
Sammy,"  he  commented. 

"We  think  it  is.  At  least  it's  ours," 
Sammy  answered  with  the  air  of  a  gentle- 
man. 

They  walked  up  on  the  porch  and 
Sammy  opened  the  screen  door.  "Hello, 
mother!"  he  exclaimed,  going  at  once  to 
her  side  and  kissing  her  cheek. 

"Mother,  this  nice  man  wanted  to 
talk  to  you,  so  I  brought  him  on  in.  His 
name  is  Danny." 

"How  do  you  do?  Dan  Perry's  the 
name,  and  you  are  Mrs.  Jeffery?"  Dan 
finished  the  introduction,  extending  his 
hand  to  her. 

"I  am  glad  to  meet  you,  Mr.  Perry. 
Won't   you  have  a  seat?" 

"I  am  quite  tired,  Sammy  dear,  so  take 
these  envelopes  and  put  them  away,"  she 
said. 

To  Dan  she  looked  not  only  tired  but 
very  sick.  Her  pale  face  showed  lines  of 
suffering.  He  noticed  that  she  was  badly 
crippled,  her  lower  limbs  drawn  and 
withered.  But,  Dan  thought,  in  spite  of 
her  suffering,  he  had  never  seen  a  more 
angelic  face.  There  shone  forth  from  it  a 
fineness  of  spiritual  character,  courage 
and  strength.  Something  about  her  made 
him  wish  to  confide  in  her,  for  here  he 
knew  he  could  find  help. 

"You  look  so  very  tired,"  Dan  said, 
not  knowing  where  to  start. 

"Yes,  I  am  tired,  Mr.  Perry.  But  let's 
not  talk  about  that.  You  came  here  for 
some  purpose,  did  you  not?"  she  asked. 

"Well,  yes,  I  did.  I  met  Sammy  down 
near  the  docks.  I  had  been  sitting  there 
pitying  myself  because  I  lost  my  wife 
when  your  Sammy  came  up.  He  told  me 
of  his  father's  death  and  how  you  had 
gone  on  bravely  and  cheerfully,  trying  to 
make  the  best  of  it.  It  made  me  wish  to 
see   you   personally.    Frankly,   I   had   just 


about  decided  to  end  it  all,"  Dan  said 
sadly. 

"You  say  you  lost  your  wife,  sir?"  she 
asked  gently.  She  could  see  that  the 
young  man  was  still  in  a  desperate  mood. 

"Yes,"  he  answered.  "Last  Friday  she 
died  and  this  afternoon  she  was  buried. 
It  seems  my  very  life  was  buried  with  her. 
I  have  no  desire  to  live,  or  I  didn't  have 
until  Sammy  came." 

"I  am  sure  that  your  heart  has  been 
crushed,"  she  said  tenderly,  wiping  her 
eyes.  "You  have  my  deepest  sympathy.  I 
know  the  bitterness  of  it  all,  and  I  beg 
of  you  not  to  let  it  embitter  your  life, 
sir.  I  know  what  it  can  do  to  one  if  we 
are  cowardly  enough  to  let  it.  I  say  cow- 
ardly, because  to  pity  one's  self  makes  one 
a  weakling.  If  we  are  brave  enough  to 
look  for  it,  we  can  find  plenty  to  be 
grateful  for.  Brace  up,  sir,  find  your 
place  in  the  world  and  fill  it  to  the  best 
of  your  ability.  You'll  find  plenty  to  do 
in  this  old  world  of  sorrow  to  make  your 
life  worth  while.  Give  your  heart  to 
Jesus  and  let  Him  transform  it  for  you," 
here  she  paused  as  if  to  give  her  words 
weight. 

Dan  sat,  his  head  in  his  hands.  His 
broad  shoulders  shook  as  he  began  to  see 
what  a  coward  he  had  been.  Here  he  sat, 
strong,  healthy,  a  good  job,  and  oh,  so 
many  other  things  to  be  grateful  for. 
Here  was  this  invalid  trying  to  be  cheer- 
ful, when  it  looked  to  him  like  she  had 
so  little  to  be  cheerful  for.  Indeed,  he 
felt  perfectly  ashamed  of  himself,  and 
for  the  first  time  in  his  life  he  felt  he 
needed  this  Christ  that  he  had  so  often 
heard  both  Ellen  and  his  mother  speak 
about.  This  dear  little  woman  also  rec- 
ommended Him  to  him,  and  surely  there 
was  something  besides  the  human  that 
could  inspire  her  to  be  brave  under  her 
impossible  circumstances. 

"Would  you  like  Sammy  and  me  to 
pray  for  you,  sir?"  she  asked  gently. 
"Kneel  down  there  and  give  yourself  to 
God,"  she  urged. 

How  long  Dan  stayed  there  he  did  not 
know,  but  his  whole  world  was  changed 
when  he  arose. 

"You  have  no  idea  how  much  you  have 
helped  me,  Mrs.  Jeffrey.  I  have  been  a 
coward,  but  I  am  ashamed  of  it  now. 
It  is  going  to  be  different  now.  Now 
that  we  have  all  that  settled,  I  want  to 
ask  you  a  question,  if  it  is  not  too  per- 
sonal," he  said. 

"You  are  not  well  at  all,  arc  you?  You 
look  like  you  need  medical  care,  and  that 
right  away,"  he  said  anxiously. 

"I  am  not  well,  sir.  I  guess  I've  worked 
too  hard.  But  I  can't  quit.  Today  I  could 
hardly  keep  going  at  all.  But  somehow  I 
have  kept  on  working.  Please,  sir,  let's 
not  talk  any  more  about  it.  I  am  going 
to  be  all  right,"  she  said,  trying  to  pass 
it  up  lightly. 

"But  we  must  talk  about  it.  I  may  be 


able  to  help  you,  and  I  surely  do  wish 
to."  Dan  saw  her  frail  form  as  it  slumped 
forward  in  her  chair.  He  jumped  to  her 
side  and  picked  her  up  in  his  arms,  going 
to  an  adjoining  bedroom  and  placing 
her  gently  down. 

"She's  fainted,  Sammy.  Run  get  me  a 
basin  of  water  and  a  wash  cloth."  Dan 
tried  to  be  calm,  but  to  him  she  looked 
like  she  was  dead. 

Dan  quickly  wrung  a  cold  cloth  out 
and  placed  it  on  her  brow.  Then  he  told 
Sammy  to  watch  while  he  phoned  the 
doctor.  Calling  the  first  one  listed,  he 
rushed  back  to  her  side.  She  had  made  no 
stir.  He  continued  to  work  with  her  as 
best  he  could. 

"My  mother's  not  going  to  die,  is  she 
Danny?"  Sammy  asked  tearfully. 

"No,  darling,  your  mother  just  can't 
die  like  this.  I  wish  that  doctor  would 
come  on." 

"Why  don't  that  doctor  come  on!"  Dan 
said  impatiently. 

"Sammy,  go  to  the  window  and  see  if 
he  is  coming.  O  God,  please  send  him 
on,"  he  prayed. 

"Here  he  comes  now.  I'll  go  open  the 
door,"  Sammy  said. 

Sammy  opened  the  door  quickly  and 
said,  "Come  in,  doctor.  My  mother  is 
awfully  sick,"  he  said  as  he  led  the  way 
to  her  room. 

"O  doctor,  it's  not  too  late,  is  it?" 
Dan  asked. 

"The  lady  is  a  very,  very  sick  little 
woman.  But  if  we  can  get  her  to  the 
hospital  at  once,  maybe  we  can  save  her. 
I'll  have  an  ambulance  here  for  her  in  a 
few  minutes,"  the  doctor  said  as  he,  hat 
in   hand,   rushed  out. 

The  ambulance  drove  off  with  the 
frail  little  woman  and  left  Sammy  be- 
wildered,  holding   on   to  Dan's   hand. 

"Where  are  they  taking  my  mother, 
Dan?"  he  asked  tearfully. 

"To  the  hospital,  son.  They're  going 
to  make  her  well  again,"  Dan  answered. 
"You  are  going  home  with  me  and  stay 
awhile." 

Days  went  slowly  by  for  Dan  and 
Sammy.  They  were  staying  at  his  moth- 
er's. He  went  away  to  work  each  morning 
after  seeing  Sammy  safe  to  school.  These 
daily  walks  to  and  from  school  helped  to 
strengthen  the  tie  that  had  already  bound 
them  together.  Many  times  through  the 
day  he  called  the  hospital.  Lovely  bou- 
quets of  flowers  were  sent  to  her,  and 
daily  Dan  and  Sammy  were  there  to  see 
her  at  visiting  hour. 

Today  the  doctor  met  them  in  the 
hallway  and  said, 

"Sammy,  I  think  your  mother  wishes 
to  talk  to  you,  son.  In  just  a  few  min- 
utes you  may  go  in.  But  I  must  tell  you, 
son,  your  mother's  not  going  to  get 
well.  You  must  be  brave  and  promise 
you'll  try  real  hard  to  keep  from  crying," 
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the   kind   doctor  said   gently. 

Sammy  held  tightly  to  Dan's  hand 
and  looked  up  to  him  and  said,  "If  you'll 
hold  my  hand  tight,  Dan,  I'll  try  not  to 
cry." 

"I'll  hold  them  tight,  son,"  Dan  prom- 
ised as  they  walked  toward  the  door.  The 
nurse  ushered  them  quietly  in  and  left 
them.  They  walked  over  where  Mrs. 
Jeffrey  lay.  She  held  out  her  hand  to 
Sammy  who  quickly  took  it  in  both  his 
hands  and  kissed  it. 

"Do  you  feel  better  today,  mother?" 
Sammy   asked,    trying    to    be    cheerful. 

"No  darling,  mother  feels  much  worse. 
That's  why  1  wanted  to  talk  to  you.  You 
remember,  darling,  how,  when  Daddy  left 
us,  we  said  that  we  were  going  to  be  very 
good  so  we,  too,  could  go  to  meet  him 
in  that  lovely  country  where  he  is  rest- 
ing?" 

"Yes,  mother,  I  have  been  good,  have- 
n't I?"  he  said.  "I  have  tried  real  hard." 

"Darling,  you  have  been  very  good, 
but  you  must  keep  on  being  good  until 
Jesus  calls  you  home.  Jesus  has  already 
called  me,  and  I'll  be  going  right  away. 
I  want  you  to  remember  always,  that 
even  though  your  father  and  I  are  gone, 
yet  we  love  you,  and  want  you  to  be 
good  and  brave,  so  we  will  be  able  to  see 
you  again.  Some  day  Jesus  will  tell  you 
to  come  home  and  then  we'll  all  be  to- 
gether again,"  Mrs.   Jeffery  said. 

"Mr.  Perry,  would  it  be  asking  too 
much  of  you  to  ask  you  to  take  my  Sam- 
my and  make  him  your  son?  I  won't 
mind  going  if  I  know  you  will  do  this 
for  me,"  she  asked. 

"Indeed,  it  is  not  asking  too  much, 
Mrs.  Jeffery.  I  have  learned  to  love  Sam- 
my very  much,  and  I  shall  count  it  a 
real  pleasure  to  have  him  as  my  own," 
Dan  said  as  he  stood  beside  Sammy. 

"Then  put  your  little  hand  in  his,  Sam- 
my, and  remember  he'll  be  your  daddy 
from  now  on.  Good-bye  and  God  bless 
you  both.  Remember  I'll  be  waiting  with 
daddy  for  you,  dear.  Good-bye,  Mr.  Perry, 
and  may  God  give  you  wisdom  to  train 
him  in  the  right  way."  So  saying  she 
relaxed   on    her   pillow. 

"I'll  do  my  best,  Mrs.  Jeffery.  By  the 
grace  of  God,  I'll  train  him  right,"  Dan 
promised.  Dan  wiped  his  eyes  freely  and 
when  he  looked  up  he  cried.  "O  nurse! 
Come  quick!" 

The  nurse  stepped  in  and  said  with  a 
sigh,  "She's  gone,  sir.  We  expected  it.  I'll 
say  one  thing  for  her,  she  was  the  sweet- 
est, most  patient  person  I  ever  waited  on. 
Bless  her  heart.  It's  all  over  now.  God 
bless  you  both,"  she  said  kindly  as  she 
led  them   to  the  door. 

Two  wonderful  years  had  passed,  and 
the  once  empty  white  cottage  was  full 
of  boyish  laughter  as  Sammy  skipped  and 
romped  with  his  big  German  police  dog. 
Other  boys  saw  them  and  envied  them, 


and  came  often  to  the  cheerful  home 
where  the  kindly  old  housekeeper  always 
had  plenty  of  cookies  and  lemonade.  Dan 
they  liked,  too,  for  he  talked  to  them  and 
told  them  interesting  things  and  always 
made  them   feel   so  welcome. 

Dan  and  Sammy  sat  together  in  the 
glider  out  in  the  shady  lawn.  The  shad- 
ows were  lengthening  and  the  sun  getting 
ready  to  plunge  down  beyond  the  ocean. 
The  giant  palm  trees  waved  their  long 
fringed  arms  in  the  gentle  breeze.  Dan 
put  his  arms  around  Sammy  and  pulled 
him  close. 

"Sammy,  did  you  know  you  saved  my 
life?"  he  asked. 

"No,  daddy!"  he  said  startled. 

"You  did,  son.  I've  always  intended  to 
tell  you  when  you  were  older,  so  you 
could  understand.  Do  you  remember  that 
first  day  we  got  acquainted?  I  was  then 
debating  the  possibility  of  ending  it  all. 
You  came  just  in  time.  I  am  sorry  for 
it  now,  but  it  is  true." 

"You  mean  you  were  going  to  drown 
yourself?"    Sammy    interrupted. 

"Yes,  son,  I  was  a  coward  just  like 
your  mother  said,  a  weakling.  I  have  you 
to  thank  that  I  am  not  dead  today.  Some- 
how what  you  said  gave  me  courage. 
Then  your  coming  into  my  home  as  you 
did,  and  your  wonderful  mother  helping 
me  to  find  God  has  changed  my  whole 
life  and  has  made  living  so  worth  while. 
In  fact,  Sammy,  you  are  my  treasure  and 
although  I  have  not  words  to  express  it, 
I'll  try  hard  to  make  it  up  to  you  through 
the  years  ahead." 

"I  am  glad  if  I  have  helped  you  a  little, 
daddy,  for  without  you  I'd  never  have 
been  able  to  be  brave  again  after  my 
mother  died.  There  just  wouldn't  have 
been  anything  for  me  to  live  for.  I  ap- 
preciate my  wonderful  home  with  you, 
daddy.  You  have  made  me  very  happy," 
Sammy   said    gratefully. 

"Then,  son,  let's  travel  life's  road  to- 
gether, doing  all  the  good  we  can.  Let's 
make  a  trail  of  sunshine  follow  our  path, 
help  the  suffering,  visit  the  sick,  cheer 
the  discouraged  and  let's  prove  to  the 
whole  wide  world  that  Christ  makes  life 
worth  while,  even  though  we  have  been 
made  to   drink  of  life's  bitter  cup." 

The  house  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  is  the 
place  where  no  one  is  ever  turned  away. 
That  white  cottage  is  the  place  where 
healings  occur  and  heavy  burdens  of 
others   are  made  light. 

In  the  evening  twilight  two  forms  are 
seen  to  kneel  in  solemn  gratitude  to  God, 
for  helping  them  to  find  that  life  is 
worth  living  when  lived  for  God. 

Why  I  Know  the  Bible  Is  the  Word 
of  God 

(Continued  from  page   8) 

About  2,000  gave  this  strange  fee  and 
then  these  Bibles  were  publicly  burned 
on  the  plaza  by  the  Catholic  authorities. 


The  result  was,  however,  that  on  the  day 
after  the  bonfire  3,000  additional  Bibles 
were  distributed  by  the  representatives  of 
the  American  Bible  Society.  Wide  atten- 
tion was  attracted  to  the  event,  and  what 
is  going  to  be  the  possible  outcome  of 
this  unique  advertisement  thus  furnished 
the  Word  of  God,  other  than  the  further- 
ance of  the  Gospel  in  the  Philippines.  Yes, 
the  Bible  is  here  to  stay  and  you  might 
as  well  try  to  brush  the  spots  off  the  sun 
as  to  try  to  sweep  the  Bible  off  the  earth. 

3.   SCIENTIFIC    PERSECUTION 

Then  we  must  not  overlook  the  fact 
that  there  has  been  the  antagonism  of 
science;  that  a  certain  species  of  science 
has  stalked  into  the  pulpit  and  sought  to 
set  aside  the  Word  of  God. 

We  know  full  well  the  debt  we  owe  to 
science,  but  science  should  know  its  place 
and  above  all  should  learn  a  little  humility 
from  its  own  failure  to  solve  the  many 
riddles  that  have  forever  been  laughing 
in  its   face. 

Modern  science  tells  us  that  it  would 
take  2  5  0,000  years  to  count  the  atoms  in 
a  pinhead  and  that  these  are  sweeping 
about  each  other  like  so  many  revolving 
worlds.  It's  an  interesting  piece  of  infor- 
mation, but  will  science  tel!  us  anything 
about  the  mystery  of  raatier  itself  that 
Plato  or  Aristotle  did  not  know?  Will 
science  explain  motion  to  us  and  tell  us 
how  these  molecules,  or  electrons,  as  they 
call  them  now,  ever  began  to  move  in  the 
first  place?  Will  science  tell  Charles  Dar- 
win what  life  is  or  where  it  came  from? 
Will  it  unravel  the  mystery  of  thought 
and  resolve  the  riddle  of  self-conscious- 
ness? And  if  it  renders  a  verdict,  how 
does  it  know  but  that  later  science  will 
prove  it  false? 

Science,  after  all,  is  but  little  more  than 
the  history  of  discarded  theories.  In  1806 
the  French  Institute  of  Science  had  no 
less  than  eighty  scientific  theories  on 
record,  every  one  of  which  was  hostile  to 
the  Bible,  but  today  there  is  not  a  re- 
spectable scientist  in  the  world  who  will 
lend  his  name  to  a  single  one  of  them. 

And  so  when  these  learned  men  of 
scientific  method  come  running  breath- 
less into  the  pulpit  and  tell  the  startled 
crowd  that  this,  that  and  the  other  thing 
can't  be  true  because  of  what  they  have 
discovered,  we  are  not  going  to  be  in  a 
hurry  to  lay  on  the  shelf  the  Old  Book 
our  fathers  and  mothers  taught  us  to 
believe  came  from  God. 

The  Bible  puts  the  creation  of  light 
before  the  creation  of  the  sun,  and  science 
grinned  sardonically  and  said  it  couldn't 
be  so.  But  science  in  those  days  knew 
nothing  about  radium  and  helium  or 
pitchblende  and  perhaps  other  substances 
which  glowed  with  radio  activities  that 
even  in  this  day  have  not  been  discovered; 
nor  did  it  know  that  light  came  from 
vibration  caused  by  the  cooling  of  heated 
bodies,    and    that    therefore   this    seeming 
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contradiction  can  find  full  explanation  in 
the  process  through  which  the  earth  in 
its  formative  period  had  necessarily  to 
pass. 

They  said  that  Exodus  claims  that  the 
name  Jehovah  was  unknown  to  the  patri- 
archs. That  is  not  so;  but  if  it  is  and 
Exodus  is  a  forgery,  as  they  could  have  us 
believe,  then  the  author  of  the  forgery 
must  have  been  a  brilliant  one  indeed  to 
have  given  himself  away  like  that.  The 
argument   refutes   itself. 

They  said  no  whale  could  ever  have 
swallowed  Jonah;  its  throat  is  not  big 
enough.  But  I  heard  Frank  T.  Bullen,  who 
knew  as  much,  if  not  more,  about  the 
deep  than  any  man  of  his  day,  say  he 
helped  to  capture  a  whale  more  than  86 
feet  long  in  whose  stomach,  when  they 
cut  him  open,  they  found  a  shark  four- 
teen feet  long  and  four  feet  in  diameter. 
It  may  have  been  a  whale  that  swallowed 
Jonah,   but   the  Bible  doesn't   say   it   was. 

They  say  that  Moses  could  not  have 
written  the  Pentateuch  because  at  the 
date  assigned  writing  and  such  literary 
excellence  was  unknown.  And  then  some 
inconsiderate  archaeologist  dug  up  a  whole 
town  over  there  and  found  a  library  filled 
with  books  showing  that  writing  had  been 
a  known  art  hundreds  of  years  before  Mo- 
ses had  ever  been  born,  and  that  a  splen- 
did literature  existed  long  before  Moses 
ever  put  his  pen  to  the  writing  of  the 
Pentateuch. 

Again  they  come  running  to  tell  us 
that  Genesis  14  is  a  false  record  because 
the  king  mentioned  there  never  existed, 
and  once  more  this  same  ridiculous  ar- 
chaeologist pushed  his  persistent  spade  a 
little  too  deep  down  and  uncovered  some 
relics  bearing  the  very  name  of  this  king 
Amraphel,  and  "covered  with  the  very 
dust  of  the  age  in  which  he  is  said  to  have 
lived." 

For  a  hundred  years  now,  and  especially 
during  the  last  fifty,  wonderful  discov- 
eries have  been  made  in  Babylonia,  Egypt 
and  Palestine,  and  not  one  of  them  has 
disproved  a  single  line  of  this  old  Book, 
and  many  of  them  have  lent  to  it  the 
strongest  confirmation. 

It  might  be  well  just  here  to  remind 
you  of  the  paper  drawn  up  by  the  British 
Association  for  the  advancement  of  sci- 
ence in  1865.  This  paper  was  signed  by 
nearly  600  recognized  men  of  science  and 
among  other  remarkable  things  it  con- 
tained the  following: 

"We,  the  undersigned  students  of  the 
natural  sciences,  desire  to  express  our  sin- 
cere regret  that  research  into  scientific 
truth  is  perverted  by  some,  in  our  times, 
into  occasion  for  casting  doubt  upon  the 
truth  and  authenticity  of  the  Holy  Scrip- 
tures. We  conceive  that  it  is  impossible 
for  the  Word  of  God  as  written  in  the 
book  o'f  Nature  and  God's  Word  written 
in  the  Holy  Scripture,  to  contradict  one 
another,  however  much  they  may  appear 


to  differ,  and  we  confidently  believe  that 
a  time  will  come  when  the  two  records 
will  be  seen  to  agree  in  every  particular." 
No,  we  have  nothing  to  fear  for  the 
old  Book  from  any  of  the  supposed  an- 
tagonisms of  science. 

(To  be  Continued) 

I  Pray,  Sir 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
men  and  women,  young  and  old,  rich  and 
poor,  have  proved  this  to  be  true  beyond 
a  shadow  of  doubt,  and  we  can  testify 
that  it  sets  the  joy  bells  ringing  in  our 
hearts,  and  that  it  certainly  does  make 
our  life's  day  more  beautiful,  and  keeps 
the  fires  of  our  faith  burning  brightly, 
and  we  find  ourselves  praying  the  same 
prayer  that  David  of  old  prayed:  "Bless 
the  Lord,  O  my  soul:  and  forget  not  all 
His  benefits."  Bless  and  praise  His  holy 
name! 

We  remember  with  joy  and  thanks- 
giving that  promise  found  in  God's  Holy 
Word  that  "they  that  wait  upon  the 
Lord  shall  renew  their  strength."  And  we 
remember  that  David,  known  as  the 
sweet  singer  of  Israel,  said  in  the  Psalms, 
"in  my  distress  I  cried  unto  the  Lord, 
and  he  heard  me  and  delivered  me  out 
of  all   my  troubles." 

Prayer  is  a  wonderful  art  which  the 
devil  will  do  all  in  his  power  to  prevent 
our  learning,  for  it  is  a  proof  of  God's 
great  love  to  mankind  and  is  the  human 
means  of  communication  between  God 
and  man,  and  the  highest  privilege  we 
can  enjoy,  to  speak  to  God  through  the 
divinely  appointed  way,  our  Lord  and 
Savior   Jesus    Christ. 

Prayer  is  the  God-appointed  means  of 
the  nourishment  of  the  Christ-life  within 
us.  Prayer  is  the  source  and  center  of  all 
real  comfort  and  happiness,  and  just  as 
this  young  Christian  waitress  had  found 
it,  prayer  brings  peace  and  real  joy  and 
destroys  the  desire  for  any  of  the  rubbish 
of  life. 

Try  this  real  way  of  happiness  that  this 
waitress  had  found,  and  the  joy  of  the 
Lord,  we  are  told,  will  be  your  strength, 
for  God  has  given  in  His  holy  Word 
directions  and  principles  which,  if  fol- 
lowed, give  the  human  heart  what  it  de- 
sires.— The  Elim  Evangel. 

Sally  Jo 

(Continued  from  page   3) 
pick  on  them  so,  and  they're  too  little  to 
fight." 

"I'll  be  glad  to  go  with  your  boys, 
Mrs.  O'Leary,"  Sally  Jo  spoke  up.  "They 
know  the  place,  do  they?" 

"Oh,  yes,  indeed."  The  sick  woman's 
face  brightened.  "It's  a  pretty  good  walk 
though." 

"I  don't  mind  that."  Sally  Jo  answered 
brightly.  "I'd  love  to  take  a  walk  this 
beautiful   afternoon." 

"Kathie,  go  call  Tim  and  Billy,"  the 
mother    directed    the    flaxen-haired    little 


girl. 

She  darted  out  of  the  door  in  great 
excitement,  and  in  a  few  minutes  re- 
turned with  two  ragged  little  urchins. 
They  were  indeed  small  for  their  years, 
and  their  clothing  was  as  fine  a  pair  of 
misfits  as  could  well  be  imagined.  The 
older  child  was  evidently  wearing  some 
other  boy's  cast-off  clothing  much  too 
large  for  him.  He  had  almost  a  man's  size 
shirt  on,  with  the  sleeves  rolled  up  as 
far  as  they  would  go.  The  garment  bagged 
about  his  thin  little  body  like  an  overfull 
blouse.  The  trousers  may  have  been  long 
once,  but  they  were  cut  off  at  the  knees. 
The  younger  boy  had  a  chubby  body  and 
it  was  tucked  into  garments  entirely  too 
small.  The  sleeves  were  tight  and  scarcely 
reached  his  knees.  Both  boys  were  bare- 
foot. 

Sally  Jo  could  not  help  laughing  at  the 
funny  sight.  She  wondered  whether  to 
suggest  that  they  wash  their  faces  before 
starting  on  the  walk.  But  evidently  these 
backwoods  people,  even  though  living  so 
near  the  city,  thought  nothing  about  ap- 
pearances. She  considered  that  the  farmer 
people  had  doubtless  seen  them  in  this 
apparel  before  and  would  think  nothing 
of  it. 

Gaily  they  started  off  through  the 
woods.  She  found  them  bright,  amusing 
little  fellows,  and  she  really  enjoyed  the 
walk  immensely. 

She  was  glad  they  seemed  to  be  jour- 
neying in  an  opposite  direction  from  the 
bus  line,  but  even  then  she  shrank  back 
for  an  instant  when  after  a  little  walk 
they  came  out  on  a  main  high  road.  There 
didn't  seem  to  be  much  traffic,  but  when- 
ever an  automobile  came  along  she  felt 
the  curious  eyes  directed  toward  her  and 
her  two  little  escorts. 

It  was  a  relief  when  they  reached  the 
big  farm,  where  the  boys  were  evidently 
well  known. 

"Yes,  indeed,"  the  farmer's  wife  told 
her,  "we  are  very  glad  to  give  a  pail  of 
milk  to  Mrs.  O'Leary  whenever  possible. 
She's  a  good  sort,  and  they  are  having  a 
hard  time.  I'm  awfully  sorry  to  hear  she 
is  ill.  We  have  wondered  why  she  and 
the  boys  haven't  been  down  for  a  long 
while." 

She  chattered  on  until  Sally  Jo  found 
it  hard  to  get  away  from  her. 

Just  as  they  were  about  to  leave,  the 
farmer  himself  came  along. 

"Mrs.  O'Leary  sick?"  he  said.  "Well, 
well,  that's  too  bad.  Boys,  you  haven't 
been  down  for  a  long  time.  Come  on  over 
here  and  let  me  give  you  a  bag  of  things 
to  take  back.  You  won't  mind  carrying 
it,  will  you?" 

"No  sir,"  Tim  spoke  up.  "We  would 
be  awful  glad." 

"Yes,  sir,"  piped  Billy,  "  'cause  we're 
hungry  now." 

"That  so?"  the  farmer  asked  kindly. 

He  handed  them  each  an  apple.  "Wash 
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it  off  there  at  the  pump,  and  you  can  eat 
it  right  now   while  I  pack   you   a  bag." 

Into  a  burlap  sack  he  dumped  a  measure 
of  potatoes.  Another  of  turnips  followed. 
Then  a  paper  bag  of  apples  slipped  in,  too. 

"I  guess  that's  about  all  you  can  carry, 
boys,"  he  said.  "Here,  I'll  fix  it  for 
you."  He  tied  a  rope  about  the  middle  of 
the  sack  and  ran  a  stick  through  it,  giv- 
ing one  end  to  each  boy. 

"I'd  like  to  send  a  chicken  up  to  your 
mother,  but  I'm  afraid  you  can't  manage 
it  this  time." 

Sally  Jo  had  been  watching  it  all  with 
fascinated  eyes.  What  a  prince  of  a  giver 
this  rugged,  homely  man  was!  She  was 
thrilled  that  she  was  having  a  part  in 
passing  on  his  bounty.  If  he  was  willing 
to  give  a  chicken,  which  would  mean  so 
much  help  and  nourishment  to  the  poor 
sick  woman,  she  would  certainly  be  will- 
ing to  help. 

"If  you  really  mean  that  you  would 
like  to  give  a  chicken  to  Mrs.  O'Leary," 
she  said  with  gentle  dignity,  "I'd  be  glad 
to  carry  it.  The  woman  is  sick  and  needs 
nourishing   food." 

"The  thing  is  I  haven't  got  one  killed, 
ma'am.  I  usually  send  up  a  live  one  and 
they  keep  it  until  Tom  O'Leary  gets  home 
and  then  he  kills  and  cooks  it.  Will  Pop 
be  home  tomorrow  night,  Tim?" 

"Yessir,"  snapped  back  the  answer. 

"And  you  still  have  that  pen  you  can 
keep  the  chicken  in?  You'll  remember 
to  feed  it  and  water  it  tomorrow,  will 
you?" 

"Yessir." 

"All  right,  I'll  get  one.  We  have  several 
shut  up.  You  had  better  put  her,  cage 
and  all,  in  the  cellar  tonight,  so's  no  one 
will  come  and  help  themselves  and  carry 
her  away.  Here's  some  corn  to  feed  her." 

He  opened  the  mouth  of  the  sack 
and  dropped  in  two  ears  of  yellow  corn. 

The  farmer's  wife  was  standing  nearby 
with  a  little  bucket  of  milk  and  a  parcel 
that  Sally  Jo  judged  was  a  loaf  of  bread. 
In  a  few  minutes  the  farmer  returned 
with  a  plump-looking  hen  held  fast  by 
the  legs. 

"I  guess  you'd  better  carry  the  chick- 
en," he  said.  "I  think  the  boys  have  all 
they  can  manage  with  that  sack.  I  am 
afraid  they  will  let  her  get  away." 

Sally  Jo  was  not  timid,  but  she  had 
never  before  held  a  hen  by  the  legs.  How- 
ever, she  was  not  going  to  fail  Mrs. 
O'Leary  in  getting  that  chicken  over 
there  somehow.  Gingerly  she  reached  for 
it,  and  just  as  the  farmer's  hand  was  about 
to  release  it,  the  hen  emitted  a  raucous 
squawk. 

Sally  Jo's  hand  drew  back,  and  the 
farmer  laughed  heartily.  "I  had  better  put 
her  in  a  sack,  too,  hadn't  I?" 

"If  you  don't  mind,"  Sally  Jo  answered 
pleasantly.  "I  am  afraid  if  she'd  do  that 
while  I  was  carrying  her,  I  might  drop 
her." 
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The  farmer  went  chuckling  to  the  barn 
for  another  sack. 

"Boys,  you  can  bring  both  of  these  back 
next   time  you  come,  won't  you?" 

"Yessir." 

At  last  they  were  ready  to  start.  Sally 
Jo  carried  the  can  of  milk  and  the  bag 
with  the  hen.  Tim  and  Billy,  who  were 
almost  of  a  height,  carried  the  heavy  sack 
strung  on  a  pole,  while  Tim  hugged  un- 
der one  arm   the  loaf  of  bread. 

The  farmer  and  his  wife  laughed  as 
they  watched  them  go,  the  oddly  dressed 
boys  with  their  awkward-looking  bundles 
and  the  dainty  girl  with  her  unusual 
burden. 

"We  would  put  something  in  that  one 
little  empty  hand  of  yours,  Billy,  but  I 
guess  you'll  have  to  change  hands  every 
now  and  then  and  it  would  be  in  your 
way." 

"Give  my  love  to  your  Ma,  and  tell  her 
we're  sorry  she  is  sick.  I'll  try  to  get  over 
to  see  her  soon,  but  I'm  so  busy,"  called 
his  wife  after  them. 

As  Sally  Jo  followed  the  boys  down 
the  road,  she  was  shaking  with  laughter 
at  the  comical  sight  they  would  make.  She 
devoutly  hoped  they  would  get  off  the 
highway  before  any  automobiles  came 
along.  But  no,  there  was  one  coming 
round  the  turn  now. 

There  was  nothing  to  do  but  grin  and 
bear  it.  She  would  not  look  toward  the 
car  at  any  rate.  They  would  probably 
stare  at  the  boys  and  never  notice  her. 

The  car  was  coming  toward  them  very 
slowly,  and  Sally  Jo  was  looking  intently 
across  the  field  in  the  opposite  direction. 
Presently  it  stopped,  and  a  strangely 
familiar  voice  said,   jovially, 

"Why,  Sally  Jo  Brenton,  where  are  you 
going?" 

Unwillingly,  she  turned  to  see  Edward 
Barnett  in  a  handsome  car  with  a  beauti- 
fully dressed  woman  beside  him. 

"Good  afternoon,  Mr.  Barnett,"  she 
said  demurely,  with  all  the  dignity  she 
could  summon. 

"Are  you  and  your  companions  going 
far?"  he  asked. 

"Not  so  very,"  she  replied,  and  then  as 
she  saw  his  eyes  rest  in  unconcealed 
amusement  on  the  queer  figures  of  the 
two  little  boys,  she  added,  "I  am  helping 
these  boys  take  some  things  to  their  sick 
mother.  I  don't  know  the  way  back,  but 
they  are  showing  me." 

"Oh,"  and  his  face  changed.  "So  this 
is  the  kind  of  mission  work  you  were  go- 
ing to  do.  Well,  this  is  the  kind  I  believe 
in." 

"So  do  I,"  Sally  Jo  replied  quietly. 

Mr.  Barnett  then  introduced  the  lady 
who  was  with  him,  and  they  chatted  to- 
gether for  a  few  minutes. 

Meanwhile  the  boys  were  trudging  on 
down  the  road  with  their  load. 

"Sally  Jo,  get  in  the  car,  and  we  will 
take  you  where  you  want  to  go." 

"I  have  to  follow  those  boys,  or  I  don't 


know  where  I  am  going." 

"We'll  take  them.  You  all  seem  to  be 
pretty   well   laden." 

"I  don't  believe  a  car  can  go  the  way 
we  came.  We  only  followed  a  path 
through   the  woods." 

"There  ought  to  be  some  way  a  road 
can  get  to  any  house  in  this  vicinity,"  he 
answered  briskly,  "and  I  am  sure  there 
is.  I  used  to  know  this  neighborhood 
pretty  well.  Come,  get  in,  and  I'll  drive 
on  and  pick  the  boys  up.  They'll  tell  us 
how   to  get   in   to  their  house." 

He  sprang  from  the  car  and  opened 
the  other  door  for  her  to  enter,  mean- 
while  taking    the   queer-shaped    bundle. 

Sally  Jo  settled  back  in  the  seat,  thank- 
ful now  for  the  tightly  covered  milk 
pail.  Mr.  Barnett  started  to  place  the 
other  package  at  her  feet,  when  there 
was  a  squawk  and  a  flop,  and  the  brown 
parcel  tumbled  to  the  ground  and  started 
to  caper  crazily  about  in  the  road. 

"Great  Jack,  Sally  Jo!  What's  in  that 
bag?  I  thought  it  felt  like  something 
alive." 

Sally  Jo's  last  remnant  of  dignified 
aloofness  vanished.  She  burst  out  laugh- 
ing, and  the  other  girl  laughed,  too,  while 
they  watched  the  portly  form  of  Edward 
Barnett  as  he  attempted  to  recapture  the 
hen.  It  looked  like  a  kind  of  game.  She 
would  lie  still  until  he  reached  her,  and 
just  as  he  stooped  to  pick  her  up  she 
would  give  another  flap  and  hop  away 
a  few  yards  beyond  him. 

Tim  and  Billy  heard  the  commotion, 
and  rested  their  heavy  sack  on  the  ground 
and  watched,  too. 

"Don't  you  let  her  get  away,  Mister, 
whatever  you  do.  We  need  her.  I'll 
help  you  catch  her,"  and  Tim  was  racing 
toward   them. 

Another  car  swung  round  the  curve 
and  drew  beside  Mr.  Barnett  just  as  he 
made  a  grab  at  the  fluttering  fowl  and 
missed  it. 

"Hello,  Barnett,  what's  this?  Trying 
to  reduce,  or  is  it  some  new  game  you've 
invented?" 

Edward  Barnett's  face  was  red,  but  he 
laughed  gamely. 

"New  to  me,"  he  said.  "There,  the 
kid's  got  it.  Bring  it  along,  buddy.  There's 
the  bag;  you  can  put  it  in  the  car  your- 
self." 

"I  must  go  back  and  help  Billy." 

"You  get  in  the  car  and  hold  that 
thing.   We'll   pick   up   Billy." 

The  other  car  went  on,  its  occupants 
roaring  with  laughter.  Mr.  Barnett  turned 
his  car  about  and  drove  back  to  where 
little  Billy  was  standing,  the  loaf  under 
one  arm,  but  his  other  hand  clutching 
the  bag  as  though  he  expected  it  might 
try  to  run  away,  too. 

"I'll  help  Billy  in  with  the  bag,  Mis- 
ter." Tim  stood  up,  as  though  about  to 
jump  out  as  soon  as  the  car  stopped. 

"You  hang  on  to  that  bag  you've  got, 
bud.   I'll   lift  this  one  in.   Is  there  any- 
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thing  alive  in  it?" 

"No — sir,"   giggled   the  boys. 

"Did  you  say  Barker's  Hollow,  Sally 
Jo     Then  I  know  how  to  get  in  there." 

Sally  Jo,  sitting  laughing  on  the  back 
seat  with  the  two  little  boys,  the  pail  of 
milk  still  carefully  held  on  her  lap,  won- 
dered at  herself  with  a  great  relief.  She 
had  dreaded  the  first  meeting  with  Mr. 
Barnett,  but  this  meeting  under  such 
ridiculous  circumstances  had  brushed 
away  every  vestige  of  embarrassment. 
They  were  all  still  laughing  when  they 
reached  Mrs.  O'Leary's  little  home,  the 
one  "with  the  big  geranum"  the  boys 
proudly  pointed  out. 

"If  you  and  your  friend  are  going  back 
to  town,  Sally  Jo,  we  will  take  you  if  you 
like,"  Mr.  Barnett  said  as  he  helped  Sally 
Jo  and  the  boys  and  packages  out  of  the 
car.  "Better  put  a  paper  weight  on  that 
one,  buddy,  before  it  comes  to  life  again." 

It  was  a  merry  party  that  returned  to 
the  city  in  the  late  afternoon,  leaving 
behind  them  a  tearfully  grateful  Mrs. 
O'Leary   and  her  happy  family. 

"But  the  best  part  of  all,  Aunt  Sarah," 
Sally  Jo  confided  that  night,  "is  that  I 
have  seen  Mr.  Barnett,  and  I  still  think 
he  is  a  nice  man,  but  I  don't  love  him 
the  leastest  mite.  I  wonder  now  if  I  ever 
did." 

And  then  after  a  moment  she  added, 
dreamily,  "And  that  red  geranium!  I  nev- 
er want  to  forget  it.  What  a  wonder  it 
worked!  I  believe  it  made  the  difference 
between  Mrs.  O'Leary's  family  and  all 
the  others.  Just  that  one  little  touch  of 
beauty.    I'll   remember   that." 

:>      *      i'c      * 

It  was  the  night  before  Christmas.  The 
weather  had  been  so  mild  that  groups  of 
young  people  from  the  various  churches 
had  planned  a  Christmas  carol  service  in 
the  public  park.  The  tall  evergreen  trees 
were  strung  with  myriad  coloured  lights. 
Around  these  they  were  to  gather  for  an 
hour  of  song  and  some  brief  speeches. 
There  were  boys  with  cornets  and  trom- 
bones to  lead  the  music  and  a  multitude 
of  singers.  The  night  was  perfect,  and  the 
square  was  packed. 

Not  far  from  the  illuminated  trees 
stood  Sarah  Josephine  Brenton  with  a 
group  of  young  people  from  her  church. 
She  was  singing  with  her  whole  heart,  a 
glad  light  in  her  eyes  and  her  lips  over- 
flowing with  praise.  How  she  did  love  it 
all,  the  happy  Christmas  preparations,  the 
songs  and  carols. 

Then  came  the  thought,  almost  crush- 
ing her  for  an  instant.  She  was  mingling 
in  this  happy  service  for  the  last  time. 
Where  would  she  be  next  Christmas? 
Somehow  at  the  holiday  season  South 
America  seemed  far  away! 

A  lump  came  in  her  throat  and  she 
could  not  sing.  She  bit  her  lips  to  still 
their  trembling.  She  tried  to  think  of 
something  else,  of  anything!   But  it  was 


no  use.  A  tear  rolled  down  her  cheek, 
and  she  brushed  it  away,  at  first  fur- 
tively, then  as  more  came,  frankly  and 
almost  angrily.  Finally  she  had  to  hide 
her  face  in  her  handkerchief,  while  she 
shook  with  silent  sobs.  All  around  her 
the   glad   carols   were   ringing: 

"As  with  gladness  men  of  old 

Did  the  guiding  star  behold," 

Oh,    if    only    she    could    think    of    the 

star,    of    something,    besides    that    awful 

homesickness     that   engulfed   her.      They 

were  singing  now: 

"All   our   costliest   treasures   bring, 

Christ,  to  Thee,  our  heavenly  King." 

That  was  what  she  was  doing.  She  was 
bringing  herself,  all  that  she  was,  to 
Christ  the  King.  But  that  was  not  all.  She 
was  going  out  to  bring  others,  that  she 
might  present  them  to  the  heavenly  King. 
Suddenly  she  was  glad. 

She  lifted  her  face.  There  was  a  rapt 
expression  on  it.  The  heightened  color 
remained,  and  a  little  tear  now  and  then 
rolled  unheeded  down  her  cheek,  but  with 
trembling  lips  she  was  again  attempting 
to  sing. 

Across  the  circle  a  pair  of  eyes  were 
watching  her.  He  had  been  watching  her 
from  the  first  as  she  sang.  He  had  seen 
the  first  tears,  and  wondered.  What  deep 
emotion  was  stirring  the  girl?  As  the 
tears  rained  down  her  face,  he  wondered 
again.  He  saw  the  struggle  to  regain 
composure.  And  then  the  girl  turned  her 
face  full   toward  him. 

"Why,  it's  Sally  Jo  Brenton,  as  sure 
as  I'm  alive." 

He  almost  said  the  words  aloud.  He 
looked    again,    keenly,    eagerly. 

She  was  singing  now,  singing  as  though 
she  meant  it  with  her  whole  heart.  Now 
and  then  her  lips  would  tremble,  and 
there  were  tears  in  her  eyes.  But  what  a 
lovely  expression,  and  what  a  heavenly 
smile!  What  was  she  seeing?  It  was  plain 
that  she  was  seeing  something,  something 
beyond  the  closely  packed  throng  about 
the  brilliantly  lighted  tree. 

He  could  never  guess  that  she  saw 
before  her  some  dark  little  faces,  hearing 
with  wonder  the  old,  old  story.  That  back 
there  in  the  shadows,  beyond  the  chil- 
dren, among  the  trees,  she  was  seeing 
weary  faces,  furrowed  with  pain,  but 
with  a  new  hope  slowly  breaking  through 
their  gloom.  They  were  hearing  for  the 
first  time  of  a  God  who  loved  them.  For 
them    Sally   Jo   sang: 

"Christ  the  Savior  is  born, 
Christ  the  Savior  is  bom." 

But  the  man  looked  and  wondered. 
How  little  the  years  had  changed  her. 
There  was  an  added  something  that  he 
could  not  explain,  but  it  drew  him.  He 
wondered  if  he  could  possibly  get  through 
all   those  people  and  reach  her  side. 

A  flood  of  tender  memories  rolled 
over  him.  He  never  could  forget  how  she 


talked  and  how  she  listened  that  night 
as  they  walked  home  after  the  picnic.  She 
seemed  to  sense  his  inmost  thought.  He 
remembered  the  tones  of  her  voice  as 
she  promised  to  pray  for  him  that  God 
would  keep  him  true. 

He  loved  her  that  night.  No  girl  he 
ever  knew  had  responded  to  his  deepest 
need  for  sympathy  and  understanding  as 
she  had  done.  Often  afterward  he  had 
thought  of  her,  and  wished  he  might  see 
her  and  talk  with  her  again. 

How  much  had  passed  since  then.  The 
crowded  studies  had  left  but  little  time 
to  think  of  girls.  He  had  meant  to  see 
her  again,  or  to  write  her,  but  he  had 
not.  And  as  the  years  of  further  study 
stretched  out  before  him  it  seemed  better 
to  wait.  Of  course  she  had  forgotten  him 
long  ago.  He  recalled  again  the  very 
message  he  had  given  that  night,  on 
"Make  the  valley  full  of  ditches."  Well, 
he  had  spent  many  years  digging  ditches, 
and  what  did  it  all  amount  to?  Had  God 
indeed  filled  the  valley  with  water?  If 
not,   why  not? 

"Dunstan,  what  are  you  gazing  at?  I 
don't  believe  you  heard  a  word  I  said." 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  Estelle.  I  was 
thinking.  I  see  over  there  across  the  circle 
a  little  friend  I  haven't  seen  for  years.  I 
was  wondering  if  we  could  possibly  make 
our  way  around  there.  I'd  like  to  meet 
her  again." 

"Meet  'her'!  I  suppose  it  is  one  of  the 
girls  you  used  to  know  when  you  were 
in  the  seminary.  That's  somewhere  near 
here,  isn't  it?" 

"Yes,"  he  answered  slowly,  his  eyes 
still  on  Sally  Jo's  face.  He  was  hoping 
she  would  look  this  way  once  again.  Just 
then  she  looked  full  towards  him  and 
smiled.  But  he  knew  she  was  not  seeing 
him. 

"Estelle,  would  you  mind  if  we  slipped 
over  there  and  tried  to  see  her?  The 
crowd  will  soon  be  breaking  up." 

"Oh,  Dunstan,  why  must  you?"  There 
was  veiled  impatience  in  the  voice.  "You 
know  we  ought  to  be  going  back  to 
Aunt  Caroline's.  The  Millers  are  coming 
tonight  to  help  decorate.  I  suppose  they 
are  there  now.  Come  on,  we  really  ought 
to  be  going." 

She  slipped  her  hand  through  his  arm 
and  started  out  of  the  crowd.  He  had  no 
choice  but  to  lead  her  to  their  car.  He 
was  making  his  first  visit  to  Estelle's 
aunt  for  the  Christmas  holiday.  He  could 
not  be  rude.  But  his  mind  was  on  Sally 
Jo  as  they  drove  across  the  country 
through    the   mild    star-lit    night. 

What  had  been  in  Sally  Jo's  mind  that 
had  caused  the  sudden  tears?  What  did 
she  see  as  she  sang  those  old  songs  with 
that  wonderful  light  on  her  sweet  young 
face? 

Dunstan  Perry   wondered. 
(To  be  continued) 
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In  the  Deeps  of  Prayer 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

ready  to  plunge  into  the  vast  ocean  of 
His  matchless  love  and  mercy,  to  make 
them  noble,  Spirit-filled  witnesses  to  His 
glorious,  transforming  and  keeping  pow- 
er, lives  that  seek  to  sink  their  all  into 
— "His  will,"  to  joyously  proclaim  it — 
"Be  done;"  this  is  His  blessed  seeking." 
Though  we  may  pray  to  Him  for 
many  things,  and  though  He  may,  out  of 
the  boundless  heart  of  His  great  love, 
supply  precious  provision  by  way  of  an- 
swer, yet  He  yearns  for  us  to  cut  away 
from  all  selfly  narrow  traces,  that  our 
heart  may  ever  sink  deeper  and  deeper 
into  the  very  truth  of — "Thy  will  be 
done" — where  He  can  really  find  you 
utterly  yielded  unto  His  molding  way. 
Nothing  held  back — everything  brought 
to  Him  in  the  very  fullness  of  this.  No 
count  for  the  cost,  nor  sight  for  the 
times  of  shadow  and  of  testing — "Thy 
will" — 'tis  only  for  His  glory  and  your 
crown — "be  done!" — your  part  in  the 
eternal  purpose;  hinder  it  not!  Oh,  that 
we  all  might  behold  the  blessedness,  the 
glory  of  "Thy  will  be  done"  running 
deep  through  the  lattice  of  our  everyday 
life;  perfectly  yielded,  utterly  at  rest, 
naught  to  disturb  but  all  to  be  a  precious 
channel  for  the  outflowing  of  His  di- 
vine power!  How  needful  it  all  is  in  this 
sad,  late  day!  Shall  we  not  now  deter- 
mine to  let  our  lives  sing  a  clearer  testi- 
mony to  the  blessedness  of  His  will  work- 
ing its  good  and  perfect  way  within  and 
through  us — the  human  pathway — mag- 
nifying the  glory  of  our  dear  Lord  and 
Savior  to  those  lost  bewildered  souls  round 
and  about  us?  Only  through  such  a  life 
can  He  truly  work  His  perfect  way.  Be- 
loved, His  will  awaits  our  life;  why  shall 
we  yet  remain  cold  and  unpliable?  Let 
us  cry  aloud  from  our  very  depths,  "May 
it  be  done  in  me,  O  Lord!" — now  and 
upon  the  heart  of  this  very  moment,  that 
we  may  reap  the  precious  fruitage  in  the 
soon-coming  time  of  harvest,  those  sweet, 
dear  seeds  sown  in  the  pleasant  soil  of 
complete  submission  and  earnestness.  — 
Gospel  Herald. 

Treasured  Gleanings 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
wagons?"  He  inquired. 

"All  my  life;  everything  clean  about 
these  upon  which  I  could  lay  hands." 

"Why  did  those  covered  wagons  roll 
westward?"  He  asked. 

"To  open  up  this  great  empire  of  the 
West." 

"When  did  those  pioneers  expect  to 
return  to  loved  ones  left   far  behind?" 

"Never,  my  Lord,"  I  replied. 

He  spoke  directly  to  my  heart:  "And 
if  they  packed  up,  forsook  all,  and 
trekked  out  into  the  unknown  to  throw 
open  these  plains  to  the  rancher,  home- 
steader, wheat  grower,  and  cowboy,  never 
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expecting  to  return  to  homes  and  loved 
ones,  can  you  not  throw  off  this  home- 
sickness for  my  sake,  draw  a  line  across 
the  past,  say  farewell  to  all  beyond  that, 
and  give  yourself  to  opening  up  my 
kingdom  in   this  empire  of   the  West?" 

I  looked  my  Master  in  the  face  and 
said,  "My  Lord,  I  can." 

That  was  my  last  fight  with  home- 
sickness. An  Easterner  by  birth,  I  am  a 
Westerner  by  adoption.  I  love  Kansas,  its 
plains,  its  people,  its  pilgrims,  and  its 
preachers.  Some  things  have  been  left 
behind,  but  I  am  receiving  an  hundred- 
fold more  in  this  life,  and  on  the  forward 
horizon  I  catch  occasional  gleams  that 
promise  the  life  to  come. — The  Free 
Methodist. 


Family  Worship 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

items  on  every  day's  program.  Time  spent 
thus  will  benefit  every  member  of  the 
family,  giving  a  tone  to  the  whole  day. 
Not  only  that,  but  materials  for  ideals 
and  future  decisions  are  being  stored  up. 

To  make  the  time  profitable  to  all 
means  preparation  on  the  part  of  the 
parents.  Just  as  mother  plans  and  pre- 
pares meals  for  the  physical  body,  so  this 
meal  should  have  careful  thought,  so  that 
the  family  will  anticipate  it,  enjoy  it 
and  reflect  on  it.  Good,  nourishing  food 
assimilated  is  what  counts  in  growth  and 
general  well-being. 

"Whosoever  shall  do  and  teach  them 
(Jesus'  commandments)  the  same  shall 
be  called  great  in  the  kingdom  of  heav- 
en." 

State  Superintendents  of  Sunday 
Schools  and  Y.  P.   E's 


ALABAMA:    T.   G.   Pe 


97,    Pratt   City, 


ARIZONA:    Ray   T.  Hill,   Box    503,   Bisbee,   Ariz. 
ARKANSAS:    Oscar    L.    May,    4618    W.    29th   St., 
Little    Rock,    Ark. 

CALIFORNIA:  Lula  Milam,  522  Richman  PL, 
Fullerton,    Calif. 

CONNECTICUT,  NEW  JERSEY,  PENNSYL- 
VANIA, RHODE  ISLAND:  D.  N.  Lykens,  Rt.  2, 
Williamsburg,    Pa. 

FLORIDA:  Lewis  Willis,  Box  844,  Avon  Park, 
Fla. 

GEORGIA:    Roy   Douglas,    Box    782,    Macon,    Ga. 
IDAHO:    Alex   J.    Duncan,    Lewiston,    Idaho. 

IOWA,  NEBRASKA:  Mrs.  J.  L.  Goins,  327  N. 
First    St.,    Oskaloosa,    Iowa. 

ILLINOIS:  Leonard  Newton,  1117  N.  Monroe 
St.,    Johnston    City,    III. 

INDIANA:  H.  E.  Dietz,  342  S.  Meredian  St.. 
Jasonville,    Ind. 

KANSAS:  Mrs.  Anna  Volk,  1705  Spruce  St., 
Coffeyville,   Kansas. 

KENTUCKY:  Cecil  Bridges.  146  Cotter  Ave., 
Somerset,    Ky. 

LOUISIANA:  Charles  W.  Conn,  3  302  Polk  St., 
Monroe,     La. 

MAINE,  NEW  HAMPSHIRE,  VERMONT,  and 
MASSACHUSETTS:  Joel  D.  Brown,  83  Conz  St., 
Augusta,    Me. 

MARYLAND,  DELAWARE,  WASHINGTON, 
D.  C,  EAST  VIRGINIA:  Alva  Mae  McClure,  607 
South   St.,   Easton,   Md. 

MISSISSIPPI:  Arlie  M.  Dorman,  1108  River 
Ave.,     Hattiesburg,    Miss. 

MISSOURI:  Raymond  E.  Hall,  Valles  Mines, 
Mo. 


MINNESOTA,  WISCONSIN:  Violctte  M.  Olson, 
Box   486,   Herman.   Minn. 

MONTANA:   William  Pospisil,  Denton,  Mont. 

MICHIGAN:  Mae  Corey,  729  Blaine,  Detroit, 
Mich. 

NEW  JERSEY:  John  Joaephsen,  311  Wyoming 
Ave.,    Absecon,   N.    J. 

NEW  MEXICO:  Hilton  Vail,  Box  226,  Hot 
Springs,    N.    Mex. 

N.  CAROLINA:  Ralph  Williams,  Box  2581, 
Charlotte,    N.    C. 

OHIO:  Wiley  W.  Miller,  209  Cereal  Ave., 
Hamilton,    Ohio. 

OKLAHOMA:  Archie  F.  McWilliams,  Box  1036, 
Maud,    Okla. 

OREGON:   Vida  C.  Jackson,  Silverton,  Ore. 

S.  CAROLINA:  Wm.  P.  Stallings,  Box  804, 
Greenville,    S.    C 

TENNESSEE:  C.  J.  Hindmon,  2220  Magnolia 
Ave.,    Cleveland.    Tenn. 

TEXAS:  Vessie  D.  Hargrave,  Box  213,  Weather- 
ford,  Tex. 

VIRGINIA:    Mrs.    J.   C.    Aldrich,    Lynchburg,    Va. 

WASHINGTON:  Miss  Io  Garlit,  Box  1513, 
Yakima,    Wash. 

Contestants  For  Bible  School 
Scholarship 

Herman    Clark,    Jr.,    Sevierville,    Tenn. 
Doris  Parrish,   1059   33rd  Ave.,  Tamps,  FU. 
Carroll   James,   Rt.   2,  Box   91.   Forrest  City,   Ark. 
Clyde    Case,    7    Pelzer    St.,    Monoghan    Mill,    Green- 
ville,   S.    C. 
George    Campbell,    Steelville,    Mo. 
Ralph   E.  Williams,   Box  2  581,  Charlotte,  N.  C. 
Mrs.   Earl   Roupe,  Rt.  3,  Box   176,  Uniontown.  Pa. 


New  Gideons 

R     P     Williams,    Mayo,    Fla. 

Bonzel    Adams.     Ermine,     Ky. 

Annie    Mae    Bell,    Cairo,    Ga. 

Allie    Mae    Kirkland,    Lake    Butler,    Fla. 

W.    F.    Hudson,    Hudson,    Fla. 

Eschel   Owens,   Decatur,    Ala. 

Hobert    Hamilton,    Camp    Dix,    Ky. 

James    Hisle,    Winchester,    Ky. 

Shelby    Michael,    Harlan,    Ky. 

B.  H.    Lott,    Brookhaven,    Miss. 
Ruth    Morris,    Mt.    Holly,    N.    C 
Betty    Luckett.     Waynesboro,     Pa. 
Mrs.    Ferney    Phillips,    Marion,    S.    C. 
H.    R.   Collins.    Nolan,    W.    Va. 
Martha    Mongold,    Upper    Tract,    W.    Va 
Margie    Noreman,    Point,    Tex. 

C.  M.    Jenkerson,    Rock   Hill,    S.    C. 
Anna    Belle    Silvers,    Oakman,    Ga. 
Ethyle    Landreth,    Allisonia,    Va. 
Elizabeth    Langston,    Orangeburg,    S.    C. 
A.    B.    Dixon,    Vicco,    Ky. 

Mrs.    Clifford    Morgan,    Daisy,    Tenn. 
Edith    L.    Suit,    Port    Huron,    Mich. 
Mrs.    W.    M.    Cole,    Deerfield,    Va. 
Rachel    Harrison,    Speedwell,    Tenn. 
Ernie    T.    Hitte,    Franklin,    Ohio. 
Mrs.    Lillian    Murry,    W.    Enfield,    Me. 
E.    M.    Tapley,    Knoxville,    Tenn. 
Lottie   Bennett,    Rome,    Ga. 
Velma    Leggett,    Screven,    Ga. 
Kyle    Souder,    Rome,    Ga. 
J.    B.    Moore,    Ruby,    S.    C. 
Mrs.    R.    A.    Schane,    Mineral    Wells,    T< 
Mrs.    Frank    Spevey,    Douglas,    Ga. 
Evadean   Railey,   Carriers   Mills,   111. 
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National  Defense  Budget 

The  Associated  Press,  commenting  on 
the  cost  of  our  national  defense  program, 
breaks  the  budget  down  from  billions  in- 
to figures  we  all  can  understand.  The 
"total  defense"  budget  calls  for  the  ex- 
penditure of  approximately  $5  54  per  sec- 
ond throughout  the  new  fiscal  year — day 
and  night,  Sundays  and  holidays.  To  meet 
this  outgo,  approximately  $262  would  be 
collected  in  taxes  each  second  and  an  ad- 
ditional $292  raised  by  borrowing.  Thus, 
about  twenty  per  cent  of  our  national  in- 
come will  be  spent  to  prepare  for  war. 
Are  we  arming  for  Armageddon?  It  may 
be. 

Rocket  Shells 

Watch  for  sensational  stories  about 
rockets  shot  from  artillery  and  small 
arms.  Developed  by  a  Swiss  scientist,  the 
rockets  would  be  fired  by  smokeless  pow- 
der, and  the  rocket  principle  would  go 
into  effect  only  after  the  shell  had  left 
the  gun.  The  inventor  claims  a  rocket  ar- 
tillery shell  would  have  a  range  of  62  to 
341  miles  and,  because  of  its  high  ve- 
locity, terrific  hitting  power,  a  small- 
arms  rocket  shell  would  be  powerful 
enough  for  use  against  tanks  or  pill- 
boxes. It  is  hoped  also  to  adapt  the  rocket 
principle  to  aerial  bombs,  increasing  their 
speed  and  accuracy.  Successful  prelimi- 
nary tests  are  claimed,  and  further  tests, 
probably  in  Switzerland,  are  planned 
for  the  near  future.  U.  S.  Ordinance  ex- 
perts who  have  examined  reports  of  the 
rocket  shells  attach  considerable  weight 
to  the  inventor's   claims. — Newsweek. 

The  British  claim  a  sensational  new 
defense  weapon  to  battle  hostile  air  raid- 
ers. It  is  a  secret  detector  beam  that  is 
reputed  to  "spot"  approaching  planes 
miles  away. 

British  night-fighter  pilots  train  them- 
selves to  see  in  the  dark  by  wearing  dark 
goggles   when   on   the   ground. 

Negroes  can  see  at  night  far  better 
than  white  men.  This  "startling  find" 
has  been  reported  by  two  scientists  at 
Fort  Bragg,  N.  C. — Time. 

Because  of  their  high  sensitivity  to  its 
presence,  tomato  plants  are  used  to  de- 
tect gas  in  submarines. 

According  to  Newsweek,  Athens  made 
President  Roosevelt  an  honorary  citizen 
on  March  19,  awarded  him  its  gold 
medal,  and  renamed  one  of  the  Greek 
capital's  main  streets  Roosevelt  Avenue. 


Of    course    it    may   have   become    Hitler 
Avenue  since  Germany  took  over. 

Loss  Through  Accidents 

Department  of  Labor  executives  esti- 
mate the  time  lost  through  work  injuries 
in  1940  would  produce  45  battleships, 
15,000  large  bombers,  and  200,000 
training   planes. 

The  American  Bible  Society  reports 
that  out  of  the  world's  two  billion  pop- 
ulation, nine-tenths  of  them  could  read 
the  Bible  in  their  own  language  which 
they  can  understand.  One  of  the  latest 
translations,  the  Nwa  Lisu  New  Testa- 
ment which  is  used  in  Yunnan  Province 
in  China,  is  printed  in  Roman  charac- 
ters, with  the  words  set  from  left  to 
right  and  the  entire  book  read  from  the 
front,  which  is  a  decidedly  Western  touch 
to  the  Far  Eastern  practice. — Pentecostal 
Evangel. 

Uncle  Sam  has  been  firing  some  of  his 
big  16-inch  coast  defense  howitzers  at 
Fort  Story,  Virginia,  recently.  This  is 
the  first  time  since  193  3  the  huge  guns 
in  the  fort  have  been  fired.  The  shells 
cost  $2,000  apiece,  enough  to  build  a 
moderate  home,  or  almost  the  retail  price 
of  two  medium  priced  automobiles. 

Facts  About  the  B-19 

Douglas  Aircraft  Company  has  just 
completed  construction  of  the  world's 
largest  bomber,  the  B-19,  so-called 
"Guardian  of  a  Hemisphere."  This  sky 
giant  weighs  a  total  of  82  tons,  has  a  use- 
ful load  of  2  8  tons,  and  its  wing  spread 
measures  212  feet  from  tip  to  tip.  It  is 
equipped  with  four  powerful  Wright 
Duplex-Cyclone  Motors,  totaling  8,000 
horsepower — twice  the  power  of  the 
Southern's  new  streamliner  diesel  train, 
The  Tennessean.  With  its  fuel  capacity 
of  11,000  gallons,  the  B-19  has  a  range 
of  7,75  0  non-stop  miles  or  from  Los 
Angeles  to  London  and  back  to  New 
York  non-stop.  This  formidable  eagle  is 
such  a  tremendous  ship  that  it  virtually 
dwarfs  the  standard-sized  ship  used  by 
most  commercial  airlines — it  is  the  larg- 
est plane  ever  built.  In  spite  of  its  giant 
size,  its  great  motors  drive  it  to  a  quick 
take-off  and  a  cruising  speed  in  excess  of 
200  miles  per  hour.  A  basic  crew  of  ten 
men  fly  the  plane,  which,  refitted  as  a 
troop  transport,  could  carry    12  5   men. 

It  is  said  that  preachers  are  divided  in- 
to three  classes:  those  you  can  listen  to, 
those  you  can't  listen  to,  and  those  you 
can't   help    listening    to.    Every   preacher 


should  be  in  the  third  class.  But  he  can't 
do  that  unless  he  is  a  man  of  books. 
Would  it  embarrass  your  pastor  if  you 
should  ask  him  to  publish  the  list  of 
books  that  he  has  read  this  year? 

The  Religious  Digest  says:  The  Salva- 
tion Army  in  the  United  States  numbers 
163,000.  Sixty  per  cent  of  its  37,000  of- 
ficers are  women.  They  receive  from  $  1 5 
to  $30  per  week  salary.  The  Army  spends 
annually  $6,000,000  in  operating  hospi- 
tals, orphanages,  hotels,  summer  camps, 
and  other  forms  of  religious  and  charita- 
ble service.  It  is  just  sixty  years  since  the 
Army  commenced  its  uplifting  work  in 
America   .   .   . 

The  Salvation  Army  in  New  York 
City  carries  on  its  religious  and  social  ac- 
tivities in  forty-four  centers,  providing 
relief  to  more  than  100,000  persons.  In 
1939  it  gave  monthly  relief  to  23,532 
persons,  supplied  work  to  4,092,  provided 
22,72  5  days  of  nursery  care  in  settle- 
ments and  57,706  in  Brooklyn  nurseries 
for  foundlings  and  abandoned  children. 
The  Army  during  the  year  furnished  1,- 
930,648  free  meals  and  731,777  nights' 
lodgings. 

Concentration  camps  for  America  are 
just  around  the  corner,  according  to  At- 
torney General  Jackson.  His  plan,  far 
removed  from  the  style  of  purpose  of  the 
European  samples,  he  views  as  an  unwel- 
come necessity,  due  to  the  refusal  of 
other  nations  to  receive  their  nationals 
who  have  abused  their  stay  among  us. 
Of  the  8,091  at  present  listed  for  depor- 
tation, 6,249  cannot  be  deported  for 
reasons  beyond  our  control;  3,947  be- 
cause their  countries  will  not  issue  pass- 
ports for  their  return,  and  2,302  because 
their  avenues  of  transportation  are 
blocked.  Russia  alone  has  refused  return 
passports  for  1,2  54  of  her  nationals. 
Many  of  the  total  number  are  criminal 
aliens  convicted  of  major  crimes;  others 
hold  and  practice  views  that  threaten 
the  integrity  of  the  American  system. 
These,  Mr.  Jackson  thinks,  should  be 
confined  for  the  security  of  society; 
others,  who  are  open  to  deportation  be- 
cause of  the  technical  insufficiency  of 
their  entry  papers,  might  be  released  on 
parole. 

Where  whiskey  is  best  known  it  ap- 
pears to  be  most  hated.  The  United 
Presbyterian  has  an  item  that  suggests 
this  idea: 

In  Kentucky,  the  nation's  greatest 
whiskey-producing  state,  forty-nine  out 
of  its  one  hundred  and  twenty  counties 
are  dry.  Seven  voted  dry  last  year. 
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No  Sects  in  Heaven 


Elizabeth  H.  Jocelyn  Cleaveland 


Talking  of  sects   quite   late  one   eve, 
What  one  and  another  of  saints  believe, 
That  night  I  stood  in  a  troubled  dream 
By  the  side  of  a  darkly  flowing  stream. 

And  a  "churchman"  down  to  the  river  came, 
When  I  heard  a  strange  voice  call  his  name — 
"Good  father,  stop;  when  you  cross  this  tide 
You  must  leave  your  robes  on  the  other  side." 

But  the  aged  father  did  not  mind, 
And  his  long  gown  floated  out  behind 
As  down  to  the  stream  his  way  he  took, 
His  hands  firm  hold  of  a  gilt-edged  book. 

"I'm  bound  for  heaven,  and  when  I'm  there 
I  shall  want  my  book  of  Common  Prayer; 
And  though  I  put  on  a  starry  crown, 
I  should  feel  quite  lost  without  my  gown." 

Then  he  fixed  his  eye  on  the  shining  track, 
But  his  gown  was  heavy  and  held  him  back, 
And  the  poor  old  father  tried  in  vain, 
A  single  step   in  the  flood   to  gain. 

I  saw  him   again  on  the  other  side. 
But  his  silk   gown  floated  on  the  tide, 
And  no  one  asked  in  that  blissful  spot 
If  he  belonged  to  "the  church"  or  not. 

Then  down  to  the  river  a  Quaker  strayed; 
His  dress  of  a  sober  hue  was  made; 
"My  hat  and  coat  must  be  all  of  gray, 
I  cannot  go  any  other  way." 

Then  he  buttoned  his  coat  straight  up  to  his  chin, 
And  staidly,  solemnly,  waded  in, 
And  his  broad-brimmed  hat  he  pulled  down  tight 
Over  his  forehead,  so  cold  and  white. 

But  a  strong  wind  carried  away  his  hat, 
And  he  sighed  a  few  moments  over  that; 
And  then,  as  he  gazed  to  the  farther  shore, 
The  coat  slipped  off  and  was  seen  no  more. 

Poor,  dying  Quaker,  thy  suit  of  gray 

Is  quietly  sailing — away — away; 

But  thou'lt  go  to  heaven,  as  straight  as  an  arrow, 

Whether  thy  brim  be  broad  or  narrow. 

Next,  came  Dr.  Watts  with  a  bundle  of  psalms 
Tied  nicely  up  in  his  aged  arms, 
And  hymns  as  many,  a  very  wise  thing, 
That  the  people  in  heaven,  "all  round,"  might 
sing. 

But  I  thought  that  he  heaved  an  anxious  sigh 
As  he  saw  that  the  river  ran  broad  and  high, 
And  looked  rather  surprised,  as  one  by  one, 
The  psalms  and  hymns  in  the  wave  went  down. 

And  after  him,  with  his  MSS., 
Came  Wesley,  the  pattern  of  godliness, 
But  he  cried,  "Dear  me,  what  shall  I  do? 
The  water  has  soaked  them  through  and 
through." 


And   there,   on  the   river,   far   and    wide, 
Away   they   went  on   the   swollen   tide; 
And  the  saint,  astonished,  passed  through 

alone, 
Without  his  manuscripts,  up  to  the  throne. 

Then   gravely   walking,   two  saints   by   name 
Down  to   the  stream   together  came; 
But,  as  they  stopped  at  the  river's  brink, 
I   saw  one  saint  from   the  other  shrink. 

"Sprinkled  or  plunged — may  I  ask  you,  friend, 
How  you  attained  to  life's  great  end?" 
"Thus,  with  a  few  drops  on  my  brow;" 
"But  I  have  been  dipped,  as  you'll  see  me  now. 

"And  I  really  think  it  will  hardly  do, 
As  I'm  'close  communion,'  to  cross  with  you: 
You're  bound,  I  know,  to  the  realms  of  bliss, 
But  you  must  go  that  way  and  I'll  go  this." 

And  straightway  plunging  with  all  his  might, 
Away  to  the  left-— his  friend  to  the  right, 
Apart  they  went  from  this  world  of  sin; 
But  how  did  the  brethren  "enter  in"? 

And  now  where  the  river  was  rolling  on, 
A  Presbyterian  church  went  down; 
Of  women,  there  seemed  an  innumerable  throng, 
But  the  men  I  could  count  as  they  passed  along. 

And  concerning  the  road  they  could  never  agree, 

The  old  or  the  new  way,  which  it  could  be, 

Nor  ever  a  moment  pause  to  think 

That  both  would  lead  to  the  river's  brink. 

And  a  sound  of  murmuring  long  and  loud 

Came  ever  up  from  the  moving  crowd — 

"You're  in  the  old  way  and  I'm  in  the  new, 

That  is  the  false,  and  this  is  the  true;" 

Or,  "I'm  in  the  old  way,  and  you're  in  the  new, 

That  is  the  false,  and  this  is  the  true." 

But  the  brethren  only  seemed  to  speak; 
Modest  the  sisters  walked,  and  meek; 
And  if  ever  one  of  them  chanced  to  say 
What  troubles  she  met  with  on  the  way, 
How  she  longed  to  pass  to  the  other  side, 
Nor  feared  to  cross  over  the  swelling  tide, 
A    voice   arose   from   the  brethren  then, — 
"Let  no  one  speak  but  the  'holy  men,' 
For  have  ye  not  heard  the  words  of  Paul, 
'Oh,  let  the  women  keep  silence  all'?" 

I  watched  them  long  in  my  curious  dream, 

Till  they  stood  by  the  border  of  the  stream; 

Then  just  as  I  thought,  the  two  ways  met, 

But  all  the  brethren  were  talking  yet, 

And  would  talk  on,  till  the  heaving  tide 

Carried  them  over,  side  by  side; 

Side  by  side,  for  the  way  was  one, 

The  toilsome  journey  of  life  was  done, 

And  priest  and  Quaker,  and  all  who  died 

Came  out  alike  on  the  other  side; 

No  forms  of  crosses  or  books  had  they, 

No  gowns  of  silk  or  suits  of  gray, 

No  creeds  to  guide  them,  or  MSS., 

For  all  had  put  on  "Christ's  righteousness." 
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"Study  to  show  thyself  approved 
unto  God,  a  workman  that  needeth 
not  to  be  ashamed,  rightly  dividing 
the  word  of  Truth."  2  Tim.  2:15. 
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^he  Sditor's  ^Message 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

I  am  thinking  just  now  of  the  old  song 
that  has   been   the    prayer   of   hearts      all 
down   through    the   years   when    tempest- 
tossed  souls  needed  a  Pilot.  This  morning 
my  heart  is  singing  that  song: 
Jesus,  Savior,  pilot  me, 
Over  life's  tempestuous  sea. 
Unknown  waves  before  me  roll, 
Hiding  rocks  and  treacherous  shoal. 
Chart  and  compass  come  from  Thee, 
Jesus,  Savior,  pilot  me. 

If  there  was  ever  a 
time  that  this  old 
world  needs  piloting, 
it  is  now.  If  there  was 
ever  a  time  when  the 
Church  needs  pilot- 
ing, it  is  now.  If  there 
was  ever  a  time  when 
you  and  I  need  pilot- 
ing, it  is  now. 


Alda    B.    Harrison 
Editor 


Yes,  this  great  na- 
tion needs  Jesus  as  its 
Pilot.  Are  we  praying 
for  our  president  in 
this  awful  time,  that 
he  may  look  to  and 
trust  this  Pilot,  or,  are  we  just  leaving  the 
whole  burden  upon  him?  We  have  a  part 
to  play  in  the  destiny  of  our  nation.  God 
is  able  to  steer  our  national  boat  safely 
into  the  harbor.  Where  is  our  faith  and 
how  much  do  we  have  today  in  this  aw- 
ful crisis? 

Our  Church  needs  Jesus  as  its  Pilot.  Is 
He  running  the  old  ship  of  Zion,  or 
have  we  taken  the  oars;  and  where  are 
we  steering?  How  much  we  need  to  pray 
for  our  leaders.  The  enemy  is  after  the 
Church  to  cause  it  to  fail  in  its  mission. 
He  is  trying  to  get  it  to  steer  either  to 
one  side  or  the  other.  If  He  can't  get  us 
to  be  fanatical,  then  he  tries  to  get  us  too 
far  the  other  way.  We  need  Christ  to  pi- 
lot our  boat  down  through  the  deep 
ocean  of  His  love,  away  from  the  rocks 
and  from  the  sand  bars  near  the  coast. 
When  we  are  out  in  the  depth  of  this 
great  ocean  of  love,  there  will  be  no 
jealousies,  there  will  be  no  partialities,  no 
respecter  of  persons.  Our  great  Church 
will  be  a  melting  pot,  where  we  will  all 
be  one  as  Christ  said  we  should  be  in 
that  wonderful  17th  chapter  of  John. 
O,  Christ,  steer  our  boat,  "The  Church 
of  God." 

Yes,  you  and  I  need  piloting  individual- 
ly. Our  little  bark  is  being  tossed  by  the 
tempests  of  life  and  the  waves  of  discour- 
agement are  rolling  high.  We  need  Christ 
to  pilot  us  over  life's  tempestuous  sea. 
But  listen  to  my  question,  Is  He  in  charge 
of  your  life?  How  can  He  guide  your  ship 


if  you  do  not  give  Him  control?  Rom. 
12:1,  "I  beseech  you  therefore,  brethren, 
by  the  mercies  of  God,  that  ye  present 
your  bodies  a  living  sacrifice,  holy,  ac- 
ceptable unto  God,  which  is  your  reason- 
able service."  When  this  is  done  then  all 
will  be  well  with  you,  for  you  are  in  His 
hands.   He  is  waiting   for  yielded  vessels. 

Like  D.  L.  Moody,  will  you  not  say, 
"Lord,  I  will  be  one  to  give  you  a  chance 
to  see  what  you  can  do  with  one  life 
wholly  yielded  to  thee"?  He  was  very  un- 
promising in  his  personality,  but  he 
turned  his  little  boat  over  to  the  great 
Pilot.  We  all  know  him  as  a  great  evan- 
gelist. 

History  is  full  of  men  and  women  who 
did  not  look  as  if  they  could  be  or  do 
much,  but  who  discovered  the  possibili- 
ties that  were  in  them  and  chose  to  de- 
velop those  possibilities.  History  honors 
the  men  and  women  who  have  developed 
their  powers  in  the  face  of  difficulties. 

Demosthenes  stuttered  and  stammered. 
While  others  laughed  at  him,  he  thor- 
oughly examined  himself  and  knew  that 
there  was  in  him  the  power  of  an  orator. 
Practicing  with  pebbles  in  his  mouth,  he 
dragged  out  his  powers,  inch  by  inch,  un- 
til, in  his  classic  oration,  "On  the 
Crown,"  he  hurled  forth  what  most  crit- 

Procrastination 

The   Spirit  once   came   to  on   innocent   child 

And   pled   in   the   tend'rest  tone: 
"Dear  little  one,  let  me  come  into  thy  heart 

And   make  it  forever  my  own." 
"Sweet  Spirit,"   he   cried,   "please   go  away, 
For  childhood   is  only  for  fun   and   play; 
Some   other  day,  some  other  day. 
When    I   am  older,   I'll  bid  Thee  stay." 

The  Spirit  came  back  to  the  tall,  fair  youth 

With   a   loving   and   tender   plea: 
"The   harvest   is   ready,   there's   work    to    be 
done, 
Arise,  God  is  calling  for  thee." 
"O  Spirit,"   he  cried,   "leave   me,   I    pray, 
The  pleasures  of  earth   hold   me  in  sway; 
Some  other  day,  some  other  day, 
Then,   Holy  Spirit,   I'll  bid  Thee  stay." 

The  Spirit  pled  thus  with  the  toil-worn  man: 
"Make  haste  while  God's  grace  shall  last; 
The  silver  is  tinging  thy   locks  of  brown, 

Thy   years   now    are    slipping    fast." 
"O    Spirit,"    he   cried,    "I    should    obey. 
But  I   am  too  busy  and  tired   to  pray; 
Some  other  day,  some  other  day. 
When   I   have  time  I   will  bid  Thee  stay." 

The    old    man    now    leans   on    his    trembling 
staff, 

With   a   quavering,   bitter   sigh; 
"I've  wasted  a  lifetime  in  sin,"  he  cried, 

"And    now    I    am    going   to   die; 
The  Spirit,   long  slighted,   has  flown   away, 
No  hope,   no  God,   I   cannot  pray; 
No  other  day,   no  other  day. 
The    Holy   Spirit    has   gone   to   stay." — Sel. 


ics  declare  to  be  the  greatest  of  ancient 
orations. 

The  boy  Roosevelt  was  handicapped  by 
physical  weakness  and  was  apparently 
doomed  to  a  life  of  inactivity,  but  he 
sought  the  great  out-of-doors.  So  com- 
pletely did  he  believe  in  the  urge  of  life 
within  him  that,  with  all  the  ardor  of 
moral  purpose,  he  struggled  to  gain  his 
health.  He  developed  into  the  apostle  of 
the  strenuous  life,  the  man  of  courage, 
physical  and  moral,  by  which  he  became 
our  first  great  fighter  for  clean  politics 
in  American  cities. 

There  was  once  a  young  man  named 
Steinmetz,  who  forty-one  years  ago  de- 
scended from  the  deck  of  a  German 
steamer  landing  at  New  York  City. 
Standing  only  four  feet  high,  with 
crooked  legs,  a  misshapen  body,  an  enor- 
mous head  bending  between  high  shoul- 
ders, he  was  a  pitiable  sight.  The  customs 
officers  did  not  want  to  admit  him.  What 
could  he  do  for  a  living?  Would  he  not 
become  a  burden  to  the  country?  Final- 
ly, through  a  companion's  promise  to  sup- 
port him,  he  was  admitted.  For  a  while 
work  was  hard  to  find.  No  one  wanted 
him  because  of  his  looks.  He  had  few 
friends.  He  had  to  take  jobs  by  which 
he  could  barely  eke  out  a  living,  but  lit- 
tle by  little  he  proved  his  worth  and  his 
kindness  of  heart.  He  knew  that  he  could 
demonstrate  facts  in  mathematics  that  no 
one  else  had  discovered.  He  set  up  a  little 
laboratory  of  his  own.  Men  saw  his  possi- 
bilities. Gradually  his  laboratory  extended, 
and,  when  he  died  in  1923,  he  was,  as 
you  know,  chief  of  the  consulting  en- 
gineers of  the  General  Electric  Company 
and  one  of  the  clearest  and  best  teachers 
of  mathematics  that  America  has  ever 
known.  He  it  was  who  made  high-voltage 
power  transmission  possible.  He  it  was 
who  formulated  "the  law  of  magnetism," 
that  has  meant  so  much  to  electrical  de- 
velopment. 

But  he  developed  even  finer  qualities 
of  heart  than  of  mind.  He  would  tolerate 
no  bitterness  in  his  heart  because  of 
his  early  struggles  and  unfair  treatment. 
He  was  kind  and  genial.  He  adopted 
an  entire  family  and  reared  its  members 
as  his  own.  He  loved  boys  especially, 
and  was  their  companion  and  friend.  He 
encouraged  other  inventors.  For  years  he 
was  president  of  the  public  school  board 
and  a  member  of  the  council  in  Sche- 
nectady. It  is  impossible  to  estimate  his 
value  to  mankind. 

Then  why  would  you  say,  young  man, 
young  woman,  that  you  can  never  make 
good  in  life?  Think  of  Helen  Keller,  per- 
haps you  should  read  her  autobiography. 
(Continued  on  page  26) 


By  Zenobia  Bird 

(Used  by  permission  of  Fleming  H. 
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punch  some  man  in  the  face  because  he's 


Sally  (jo 


NOTE:  Any  one  desiring  the  previous 
chapters  of  this  story  may  send  5  c  per 
copy  of  back  issues.  The  story  began  in 
October  issue.  Space  forbids  our  giving  a 
synopsis. 

(Continued  from  last  issue) 

Sally  Jo  stood  on  the  station  platform, 
a  radiant,  lovely  girl.  At  last  she  was  on 
her  way.  The  little  knot  of  friends  who 
had  come  with  her  was  augmented  every 
moment  by  others.  In  groups  and  singly 
they  came,  crowding  around  her  with 
words  of  loving  farewell  and  little  part- 
ing gifts.  The  number  swelled  to  a  throng 
that  made  passers-by  stop  and  wonder. 

Never  very  far  away  stood  her  father, 
his  eyes  upon  her  constantly.  Aching  love 
mingled  with  the  pride  he  felt  and  strug- 
gled for  the  mastery  of  his  quiet  face. 
Aunt  Josephine  was  there,  glorying  in  all 
the  demonstration,  though  she  still  regis- 
tered her  disapproval  of  "such  a  sacrifice." 
Aunt  Sarah  kept  in  the  background.  She 
could  not  restrain  the  tears  that  would 
come  at  the  thought  of  losing  her  little 
girl.  She  was  glad  she  was  going,  but  it 
hurt  just  the  same.  Besides,  Aunt  Sarah 
was  going  to  accompany  her  on  the  train 
and  be  with  her  every  minute  until  the 
ship  sailed  the  next  day. 

The  train  was  coming.  It  slowed  up 
and  came  to  a  standstill.  Sally  Jo  quietly 
waited.  She  looked  like  a  bride,  standing 
there  with  a  great  sheaf  of  roses  on  her 
arm.  The  crowd  surged  closer.  The  last 
farewells  were  being  said.  Someone  started 
a  snatch  of  song,  a  ringing  gospel  chorus. 

The  Rev.  Dunstan  Mortimer  Perry,  rid- 
ing in  the  parlor  car  with  one  of  his 
wealthy  parishioners,  glanced  out  of  the 
window. 

"Ah,  a  wedding  party,"  he  said. 

"It  looks  like  it,"  answered  his  friend. 
Then  laughing,  "Where's  the  bride,  and 
the  rice?  Oh,  I  see  the  bride,  she's  being 
almost  smothered.  That  girl  with  the 
bunch  of  roses." 

Dunstan  Perry  turned  to  watch  again. 
Then  he  fairly  jumped. 

"I  know  that  girl."  There  was  a  lilt  of 
excitement  in  his  voice.  "Where's  the 
groom?  I'd  like  to  get  a  look  at  him.  I 
hope  he's  worthy  of  her,"  he  finished  in  a 
grim  undertone. 

The  older  man  looked  at  him  quizzical- 
ly, and  smiled. 

"Pastor,  you  surprise  me."  There  was 
respectful  raillery  in  the  words.  "I 
thought  you  were  impervious  to  the 
charms  of  the  gentler  sex,  and  now  I  hear 
you  speaking  as  though  you  would  like  to 


taken  your  girl.  Forgive  me,  Perry,  and 
pardon  an  old  man's  curiosity.  I  am  old 
enough  to  be  your  father  and  I  have  two 
sons.  I  know  the  symptoms.  What's  the 
trouble,  my  boy?" 

Perry  said  nothing.  He  was  looking  out 
of  the  window.  There  was  a  settled  gloom 
on  his  face. 

Sally  Jo  and  whoever  was  with  her  had 
come  on  the  train.  They  were  slowly  pull- 
ing away.  Dunstan  Perry  watching  the 
waving  hands  and  the  expressions  on  the 
upturned  faces  felt  the  silent  tribute  it 
was  to  the  girl  he  had  known  as  a  capable 
young  leader.  She  had  evidently  lost  none 
of  her  popularity  with  the  years. 

Minutes  went  by  and  still  the  young 
man  seemed  not  inclined  to  talk.  His 
friend,  wondering,  picked  up  a  book  and 
began  to  read. 

After  a  little  while  Perry  got  up,  and 
excusing  himself  with  a  word,  started  to 


Our  beautiful  story  "Sally  Jo"  is 
concluded  in  this  issue.  Word  has 
come  to  us  from  the  field  that  it 
has  been  a  great  blessing.  We  are 
glad  that  you  have  enjoyed  it. 

We  have  another  one  just  as 
good  or  even  better,  which  will  be- 
gin in  October.  I  do  not  think  I 
have  ever  read  a  sweeter  story.  It 
will  thrill  you  from  first  to  last  and 
draw    you   closer   to   your   Master. 

The  reader  will  be  held  spell- 
bound by  Rodney's  experience  as 
he  lost  his  spiritual  vision  and  then 
regained  it.  This  story  should  prove 
helpful  to  all  serious-minded  youth. 
Any  Christian  worker  can  wisely 
recommend   it. 

Be  sure  to  order  a  copy  of  "Sally 
Jo"  and  place  it  in  your  library. 


walk  back  through  the  train.  His  parish- 
ioner's eyes  followed  him,  a  tender,  pity- 
ing smile  on  his  face.  He  was  going  to 
hunt  that  girl,  it  was  plain  to  see.  But 
what  did  it  all  mean?  Silas  Blake  was  gen- 
uinely fond  of  his  young  pastor.  He  had 
been  one  of  the  committee  that  had  called 
him  to  the  church  only  a  few  months 
before.  He  considered  him  one  of  the 
coming  men  of  their  denomination,  a 
wonderful  future  before  him,  and  a 
mighty  likable  chap  too. 

Sally  Jo  settled  back  into  her  seat  in 
the  car.  She  cried  a  little  as  the  train 
bore  her  away  from  home  and  friends. 
But  dear  Aunt  Sarah  was  still  with  her, 
and  Father  and  probably  Aunt  Josephine 
were  coming  up  the  next  evening  to  see 
her  off  on  the  ship.  She  might  as  well 
enjoy    this    last    glimpse   of    her    beloved 


land.  She  would  soon  be  seeing  nothing 
but  water  around  her. 

A  man  was  coming  slowly  down  the 
aisle.  He  glanced  casually  from  side  to 
side  as  though  searching  for  someone. 
Suddenly  his  face  lighted  up  and  he  came 
with  quickened  step. 

There  was  Sally  Jo  opposite  a  sweet- 
faced,  middle-aged  woman,  but  there 
didn't  seem  to  be  a  man  with  the  party. 
His  heart  gave  a  bound.  Was  it  not  a 
wedding  party  after  all?  He  would  soon 
discover. 

Fie  paused  by  her  seat  and  stood 
watching  her.  She  turned  away  from  the 
window  and  looked  up,  straight  into  the 
eyes  of  Dunstan  Perry.  She  gave  a  glad 
little  cry  of  surprise  and  recognition, 
but  quickly  checked  herself. 

"Sally  Jo  Brenton,  is  it  possible  it  is 
really  you?" 

"Yes,  Dunstan  Perry,  it  really  is.  I 
mean   Mr.    Perry." 

"No,  you  don't  put  Mr.  to  me!  I  am 
just  Dunstan,  as  I  was  the  last  time  you 
saw  me." 

"So  long  ago!  Much  may  have  hap- 
pened since  then." 

"But  nothing  to  change  that,"  he  said 
with  significant  meaning.  "I  am  so  hap- 
py to  find  you  again.  Would  you  mind 
if  I  sat  down  here  beside  you  for  a  lit- 
tle chat?" 

"Not  at  all." 

She  swept  aside  the  numerous  packages 
and  made  room  for  him,  and  he  dropped 
into  the  seat. 

Questions  were  asked  and  answered.  In 
half  an  hour  the  years  that  intervened 
were  blotted  out  as  though  they  had  not 
been.  Aunt  Sarah  after  being  properly 
introduced  had  obligingly  lost  herself  in 
a  magazine. 

An  hour  went  by,  and  Aunt  Sarah 
laid  her  head  back  saying  with  a  sigh, 
"I  wish  now  I  was  in  a  chail  car.  I'll  take 
a  nap,  if  you  young  folks  will  excuse 
me." 

Dunstan  Perry  was  on  his  feet. 

"Mrs.  Lovell,  permit  me  to  offer 
you  my  chair.  I  assure  you  that  it  will 
be  unoccupied  for  the  rest  of  the  jour- 
ney. We  still  have  some  time  to  go.  Do 
let  me  take  you  to  it.  It  is  only  in  the 
next  car,  and  the  car  is  quite  empty." 

She  hesitated  and  demurred  at  first. 
Ought  she  to  leave  them  alone?  She  had 
meant  nothing  at  all  when  she  had  spok- 
en about  the  chair  car  except  an  excuse 
to  close  her  eyes,  for  she  was  intensely 
weary.  When  Sally  Jo  begged  her  to  go 
and  rest  in  the  more  comfortable  car, 
and  she  saw  the  look  on  the  dear  girl's 
face,  she  consented  to  follow  Dunstan  to 
his  unoccupied  chair. 

He  spoke  only  a  few  words  of  intro- 
duction to  Mr.  Blake,  as  he  rang  for  the 
porter    and    ordered    him    to    bring    pil- 

( Continued  on  page  31) 
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Giving  Up  Our  Own  Way 

Kind  and  good  boys  and  girls  will  not 
always  want  nor  take  their  own  way. 
Ralph  had  a  little  brother,  Henry.  Ralph 
had  a  pair  of  roller  skates  and  he  could 
skate  very  well  on  them.  As  soon  as 
Henry  was  old  enough,  he,  too,  was  given 
a  pair  of  skates.  Ralph  taught  him  to 
skate.  When  Henry  was  along,  Ralph 
never  skated  very  fast,  nor  did  any  stunts. 
He  knew  that  his  little  brother  would 
fall  and  hurt  himself  if  he  tried  to  skate 
fast  or  to  do  stunts.  Henry  always  tried 
to  do  what  he  saw  Ralph  do.  One  after- 
noon Ralph  and  his  friends  were  going 
to  have  a  contest.  It  was  a  rather  risky 
thing  that  they  were  going  to  do,  but 
they  all  thought  they  could  take  care  of 
themselves.  Ralph  was  a  very  good  skater 
and  he  felt  sure  that  he  would  win  the 
race.  Just  as  the  boys  were  about  to  start 
out,  little  Henry  came  out  with  his  skates 
and  started  to  follow  Ralph.  Ralph  knew 
that  it  would  not  be  kind  to  chase  Henry 
home,  and  yet  if  Henry  saw  him  go  skat- 
ing down  the  steep  hill,  he  might  try  it, 
too,  and  get  hurt.  Ralph  had  to  think 
fast.  To  drop  out  would  mean  losing  the 
prize.  Still,  he  could  not  do  something 
that  might  lead  Henry  into  harm.  So  he 
just  swung  around  as  though  he  never 
intended  to  go  down  the  hill.  He  skated 
up  to  Henry  and  together  they  skated 
happily  homeward.  Ralph  was  doing  what 
Jesus  wants  His  followers  to  do. 

A  girl  named  Claire  also  learned  to 
obey  this  lesson.  One  day  Claire  was 
jumping  from  the  steps  of  the  porch. 
Each  time  she  jumped  from  a  higher  step. 
Little  Mae,  her  sister,  wanted  to  do  what 
Claire  did.  Claire  told  her  to  stay  on  the 


lower  steps,  but  Mae  would  do  as  sister 
Claire  did,  and  she  jumped  from  a  high 
step  and  had  a  bad  fall.  When  mother 
talked  with  Claire  about  it,  Claire  said, 
"I  told  her  she  mustn't  do  it."  Mother 
told  her  that  the  only  safe  way  was  not 
to  do  the  things  that  are  not  good  for 
little  tots  to  do.  Some  time  after  this 
Claire  was  out  walking  with  Mae.  The 
neighbor  boys  asked  Claire  if  she  could 
jump  across  a  puddle  in  the  road.  "Yes,  I 
can,"  said  Claire,  "but  I  will  not  do  it, 
for  if  I  do  it,  little  Mae  will  try  it,  too, 
and  hurt  herself.  I  will  not  do  anything 
that  will  hurt  my  little  sister."  That  was 
a  loving  and  kind  thing  for  Claire  to  do. 
So  you  should  live  this  lesson  by  never 
doing  anything  that  will  lead  another  into 
wrong  or  harm. 

LAMEJIMMIE  IS  TRANSFORMED 

One  day  as  we  came  home  from  church 
a  young  boy  came  up  on  our  front  steps 
and,  pointing  across  the  street  to  a  wait- 
ing automobile,  said,  "My  sister  sent  me 
over  to  see  if  you  remember  me.  I'm 
Jimmie."  This  is  explained  by  the  fol- 
lowing: 

Over  ten  years  ago  there  lived  near  us 
a  widowed  mother  and  three  fine  young 
lady  daughters,  who  were  each  at  work 
in  useful  and  profitable  ways.  Their 
.mcther  kept   house  for  them. 

Her  diversion  used  to  be  going  to  the 
children's  hospital  to  see  the  sick  and 
crippled  children,  who  were  being  cared 
for  with  loving  tenderness  there. 

One  day  she  saw  a  little  dark-eyed, 
yellow-haired  boy  lying  in  the  hallway. 
He  stared  intently  up,  without  looking  at 
anyone  who  stopped  beside  him.  She 
asked  why  he  was  there  and  was  told 
that  he  was  club-footed  and  his  father 
and  mother  had  abandoned  him;  that  the 
nurses  were  all  fond  of  him  (he  was  per- 
haps a  year  old),  but  he  seemed  to  feel 
that  he  was  deserted,  and  did  not  want  to 
live,  for  he  refused  all  food  and  apparent- 
ly was  bound  to  die,  for  his  life  was  a 
tragedy. 

Our  neighbor  went  back  again  and 
again  to  the  hospital  and  stopped  to  look 
at  the  solemn,  dark-eyed  laddie,  looking 
mournfully  out  on  a  world  that  seemed 
to  have  no  place  nor  care  for  him. 

She  asked,  "May  I  take  him  home?" 
He  was  still  lying  in  the  hall.  They  said, 
"Oh,  yes!  He  is  dying.  We  can't  get  him 
to  eat;  but  he  will  probably  die  at  your 
house.  We  can  do  nothing  for  him.  Take 
him."  He  was  the  image  of  black  de- 
spair, but  she  cuddled  him  and  cooed  to 
him.  Finally  he  turned  his  dark  eyes  on 


her  in  wondering  curiosity.  Then  she 
managed  to  get  him  to  take  a  little  milk 
and  for  a  long  time  she  rose  every  two 
hours  through  the  night  to  feed  him  and 
finally  wooed  him  back  to  earth. 

Then  she  had  his  poor  little  club  feet 
straightened  and  he  became  a  healthy, 
happy  lad,  rushing  madly  and  gaily  about 
with  other  little  children.  He  calls  her 
"mother"  and  she  calls  him  "son"  and 
"Jimmie."  What  a  marvelous  power 
there  is  in  love! 

One  evening  in  summer  about  nine 
years  ago  we  were  coming  down  from  the 
mountains  and  as  we  neared  our  home  one 
of  Jimmie's  adopted  sisters  came  from 
their  home  and  invited  us  to  take  dinner 
with  them,  as  guests  from  out  of  town 
for  whom  the  dinner  had  been  prepared 
had  telegraphed  they  would  be  hours  late 
in  the  arriving.  So  the  Hoods  went  in  as 
substitute  guests.  Little  Jimmie,  then 
three  years  old,  was  sitting  in  his  high 
chair  at  the  table,  but  as  Mrs.  Hood  came 
in  he  slipped  down  from  his  high  chair, 
without  a  word  from  any  one,  and  ran 
and  pulled  out  Mrs.  Hood's  chair  and 
pushed  it  back  again  under  her  as  she  sat 
down,  and  then  went  back  and  climbed 
up  into  his  own  high  chair  again. 

This  was  the  little  Jimmie  now  twelve 
years  old,  who  came  to  call  us  at  our 
front  door  today,  as  we  came  home  from 
church  and  asked  us  if  we  remembered 
Jimmie.  He  is  now  singing  with  other 
boys  in  the  choir  at  St.  John's  Cathedral 
(Episcopal)   in  Denver. 

The  kind  heart  of  his  adopted  mother 
is  sending  him  forward  into  the  years 
as  a  messenger  from  her  loving  spirit. — 
Denver,  Colo. 

Speaking  for  Jesus 

Jesus  wants  His  followers  to  speak  for 
Him  to  others.  There  are  many  who  do 
not  love  Jesus.  Even  little  boys  and  girls 
can  speak  to  someone  about  Jesus.  Arda 
was  saved  in  a  meeting.  She  was  so  hap- 
py. She  told  her  mother  she  wished  all 
the  world  knew  about  her  Savior.  She 
wanted  to  tell  everybody.  Across  the 
street  lived  a  shoemaker.  She  asked  moth- 
er if  she  might  run  over  to  the  shoe- 
maker. She  told  the  shoemaker  he  had 
better  believe  on  Jesus  or  he  would  get 
an  awful  punishment.  She  said  Jesus 
would  forgive  all  his  sins.  The  old  man 
was  touched.  He  began  to  weep.  Before 
little  Arda  left,  he  knelt  down  and 
prayed  God  to  forgive  his  sins.  Through 
Arda  about  fifty  persons  were  saved. 

Robert  and  Roberta  were  saved  after 
their  Sunday  school  class.  They  were  so 
happy  that  they  skipped  almost  all  the 
way  home.  The  next  morning  Robert  was 
up  in  time  to  tell  the  milkman.  Roberta 
talked  to  the  cook.  Then  the  twins  took 
a   walk   to   the   foreign   section  of   their 

(Continued  on  page  28) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 
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Home,  Sweet  Home 

REFLECTIONS  OF  A  MOTHER 

(Continued  from  last  issue) 

"It  has  been  such  a  long  time  since 
you  young  people  have  been  to  see  me. 
What's  the  trouble,"  queried  Mrs.  Har- 
wood. 

"The  only  answer  I  can  give  is  family 
life,"  said  Fred. 

"We  seem  to  have  time  for  nothing 
else,  believe  it  or  not,"  added  Helen. 

"That's  the  way  it  should  be!  Give 
yourselves  freely  and  fully  to  your  grow- 
ing children  now.  You  will  never  regret 
it.  Don't  you  find  constant  surprises  and 
new  challenges  every  day?"  asked  Mrs. 
Harwood. 

"They  certainly  keep  us  guessing,"  re- 
plied Fred. 

"Now  that  you  are  rearing  a  family, 
let  me  ask  if  you  have  any  definite  time 
set  aside  for  conference  or  planning  in 
which  the  children  participate.  I  remem- 
ber that  was  a  great  lack  in  my  home.  We 
did  not  take  time  to  note  any  accom- 
plishments or  set  goals." 

"That's  where  the  business  end  of  it 
comes  in,  I  suppose,"  said  Fred.  "Both 
Helen  and  I  felt  we  would  get  better  re- 
sults if  we  secured  the  cooperation  of  the 
children,  so  not  so  long  ago  our  family 
'Society'  was  born.  We  call  it  The  Four 
P's,  but  I  must  not  let  you  know  the 
meaning,  for  it  is  a  secret.  We  meet  every 
Sunday  afternoon  right  after  lunch  and 
have  officers  and  everything.  It's  working 
fine  so  far." 

"Tell  me,  both  of  you,  what  else  you 
do  on  Sunday  afternoons.  That  is  usually 
a  difficult  time  for  Christian  parents. 
They  do  not  know  how  to  conserve  its 
valuable  moments." 

"That's  where  Helen  shines,"  interject- 
ed Fred  quickly. 

"You  mean  that's  where  good  old  Dad- 
dy Fred  shows  'em  how  to  handle  young- 
sters. Some  of  the  neighborhood  children 
usually  find  their  way  to  our  home,  so 
we  have  more  than  our  own  to  plan  for. 
But  it  is  better  that  way.  You  would  have 
been  amused  last  Sunday,  Mrs.  Harwood, 


when  Fred  and  his  'side'  acted  out  a  Bible 
story  for  the  rest  of  us.  The  Morris  chair 
was  upturned  for  a  chariot.  He  was  down 
on  all  fours  as  a  horse.  Two  'men,'  one  of 
them  with  blackened  face,  were  absorbed 
in  conversation.  Jack  finally  burst  out 
with  'Philip  and  the  eunuch.'  We  shall 
never  forget  the  sight  as  long  as  we  live." 

"Believe  me,"  said  Fred,  "every  one  of 
us  was  busy  searching  the  Bible  to  see 
what  to  say  and  how   to  act." 

"Do  you  act  up  this  way  every  time? 
What  else  do  you  do,  you  versatile 
couple?" 

"We  always  have  a  good  sing,  allowing 
each  one  present  to  choose  favorites,  but 
we  aim  to  try  new  songs,  that  is,  those 
with  which  the  children  are  not  familiar. 
They  love  this  song-fest.  Some  of  the 
girls  attempt  alto  parts  and  do  very  well. 
We  even  have  a  violin  and  horn  on  occa- 
sions." 

"Don't  forget  to  mention  those  fas- 
cinating stories  you  tell,  Helen.  You  keep 
us  all  spellbound,  you  know." 

"Oh  yes,  I'm  always  on  the  lookout 
for  good  stories,  and  do  I  enjoy  telling 
them?  Do  you  remember,  Mrs.  Harwood, 
when  you  once  impressed  on  us  their 
value?  You  didn't  overestimate  it  a  par- 
ticle. 

"Sometimes  we  have  the  children  tell 
short  stories  they  have  read,  but  they 
know  they  must  be  good  and  well-told. 
They  are  keen  on  missionary  stories.  They 
call  them  'thrillers.'  " 

"Well,  I  see  you  have  variety  in  your 
program.  That  holds  interest." 

"The  half  has  not  been  told,  Mrs.  Har- 
wood. We  often  take  the  youngsters  to 
the  hills.  Then  is  our  chance  to  teach 
them  to  observe  things  in  nature.  We  en- 
courage them  to  make  collections  of 
various  kinds.  You  should  see  our  book  of 
one  hundred  pressed  leaves,  every  one  of 
them  different.  On  rainy  or  cold  days,  we 
generally  give  time  to  scrapbook  work, 
to  playing  Bible  games,  which  they  love, 
to  reading,  puzzles  and  the  like.  We  even 
draw  lots  for  the  'pair'  that  is  to  serve 
Sunday  supper  which  must  always  be  in 
the  nature  of  a  surprise." 

"I  should  think  your  children  would 
be  looking  forward  to  Sunday  each  week, 
anticipating  it,  rather  than  being  bored 
by  it." 

"I  believe  they  do.  I  know  we  do.  It 
seems  to  give  such  a  fine  start  to  the 
week.  We  find  ourselves  on  the  lookout 
continually  for  something  we  can  share 
that  day." 

"Keep  on  looking  on.  In  due  season  you 


will   reap,   if   you   faint   not.   Next   time 
tell   me  more  about  your  secret  society. 
Good-bye." — Christian  Home  Builders. 
(To  be  continued) 

One  Minute — Father — Mother 

Which  way  are  you  going?  On  which 
road  are  you  traveling  just  now? 

There  is  a  road  that  seemeth  right  unto 
man,  but  the  end  thereof  are  the  ways  of 
death.  Prov.   14:12. 

There  is  a  road  of  parental  indifference 
to  church  attendance  and  other  religious 
duties  on  which  far  too  many  of  us  get 
just  at  a  critical  time  in  our  lives.  It's 
too  bad! 

How  do  we  get  on  that  road?  Well, 
it's  very  easy.  That  road  is  like  a  rut;  as 
we  drive  the  auto  we  slip  into  it  before 
we  are  aware  of  it.  How,  did  you  ask? 
Look  at  some  of  the  ways. 

1.  Through  habits  of  carelessness, 
either  formed  when  young  or  developed 
later  in  life. 

2.  Through  the  pressure  of  home  cares 
and  increased  duties. 

3.  By  cherishing  and  giving  expression 
to  a  fault-finding  spirit. 

4.  Through  getting  peeved.  Our  feel- 
ings are  so  tender  that  it  takes  only  a 
little  jar  at  the  time,  and  we  are  in  the 
rut  before  we  know  it. 

,5.  Things  don't  go  to  suit  us  at  the 
church,  and  we  are  dissatisfied.  We  just 
quit.  There  we  are  again — right  there  we 
took  a  slide  into  that  road  that  is  filled 
with  sorrow  and  regrets  down  the  line. 

It  is  all  easier  than  we  thought,  and  it 
is  done  before  we  realize  it.  How  can  we 
tell  when  we  are  on  that  road?  Well,  like 
the  signs  along  the  Lincoln  highway, 
there  are  characteristics  too  easily  dis- 
cerned to  be  mistaken.  Here  are  some  of 
them: 

(a)  On  the  Lord's  day  at  home,  sitting 
around,  doing  odd  jobs,  sleeping  late  or 
doing  nothing  in  particular.  Possibly  we 
are  reading.  Good  literature  is  all  right, 
but  it  cannot  take  the  place  of  assembling 
with  God's  children  in  worship. 

(b)  Going  visiting  instead  of  to  the 
house  of  worship.  Mingling  with  relatives 
and  friends  is  good,  but  when  it  interferes 
in  any  degree  with  our  attendance  at 
church  it  indicates  that  something  is 
wrong. 

(c)  Going  picnicking  on  the  Lord's 
day,  even  to  the  point  of  missing  church. 
Though  we  might  mistake  all  other  signs, 
this  one  ought  surely  to  warn  us  of 
danger  ahead. 

What  shall  we  do?  Get  off  the  wrong 
road,  get  on  the  right  road,  and  do  it 
now. 

As  parents,  we  might  ride  along  for  a 
few  years,  and  then — if  we  are  still  alive, 
make  a  special  effort  and  get  back  where 
we  belong.   But  what   about  those  chil- 

( Continued  on  page  28) 
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^Kelps  for  tempted  and  ^ried 


Returning  Good  For  Evil 

Jonathan  B.  Fisher 

Many  years  ago,  during  the  pioneer 
days,  two  neighbors  lived  within  a  half 
mile  of  each  other.  The  one  was  a  typical 
Quaker;  the  other  a  good  representative 
of  the  Yankee  element.  No  other  neigh- 
bors resided  near  and,  had  it  not  been  for 
a  strip  of  virgin  land  existing  between, 
their  farms  would  have  joined  each  other. 
As  it  was,  this  kept  them  fairly  well  sep- 
arated. 

Kellar  was  the  elder  of  the  settlers  and 
from  his  youth  had  a  genuine  hatred  for 
the  Quakers.  Upon  being  informed  that 
a  Quaker  by  the  name  of  Law-  _, 
son    had    acquired    the    other 
farm  he     declared     he     would 
make  it  bad  for  him  so  that  he 
would  be  glad  to  vacate  again. 
Eventually     petty     annoyances 
were  being     continuously  com- 
mitted  against    the   forbearing, 
kindly  inclined  neighbor. 

Things  went  on  thus  for 
some  time,  and  the  Quaker,  be- 
ing a  peace  fundamentalist, 
appeared  in  no  way  to  resent 
the  injuries  at  the  hands  of  the 
spiteful  neighbor.  Finally  mat- 
ters became  drawn  to  a  crisis; 
for  the  Yankee,  more  enraged 
than  ever  at  the  quietness  of 
the  Quaker,  made  oath  he 
would  do  something  before 
long  that  would  be  certain  to 
loosen  the  zealous  neighbor's 
patience.  And  ere  long  chance 
favored  his  purpose. 

The  Quaker  had  a  purebred 
filly  of  four  years  which  he 
had  taken  special  pains  in 
raising  and  for  which  he  was 
offered  a  remunerative  sum  of 
money.  One  evening  shortly 
after  sunset,  as  Kellar  was 
making  a  round  by  his  corn- 
field, he  noticed  the  filly  graz- 
ing in  the  strip  of  virgin  land 
that  separated  the  two  farms. 
"Now,"  thought  he  in  his  re- 
vengeful mood,  "I'll  let  down 
two  or  three  rails  of  my  fence 
so  the  cherished  animal  will 
undoubtedly  enter  my  corn- 
field during  the  night."  The 
next  morning  bright  and  early 
he  shouldered  his  shotgun  and 
abruptly  left  the  house. 

Not  long  afterward  a  farm 
hand  Kellar  had  recently  hired 
heard  the  report  of  the  gun.  In 
a  short  while  his  employer  came 


rushing  in   with     noticeable     excitementroughly  where  he  had  been. 


and  almost  out  of  breath,  stating  that 
he  had  shot  and  wounded  a  buck  and 
that  it  attacked  him,  feigning  he  scarce- 
ly escaped  with  his  life. 

The  story  was  believed  by  all  except 
the  newly-employed  hand  who  was 
aware  of  the  Yankee's  exasperated  vexa- 
tion against  his  neighbor.  He  suspected 
that  something  was  wrong  and  slipped 
away.  Going  through  the  field  in  the  di- 
rection of  the  report  of  the  shot,  he  soon 
found  Lawson's  filly  stretched  upon  the 
earth,  and  from  it  the  warm  blood  was 
still  oozing.  In  hastening  back  he  was 
met  by  Kellar  who  demanded  somewhat 


The  Pierced  Hand 

When  wounded  sore,  the  stricken  soul 

Lies  bleeding  and  unbound, 
Only  one  hand,  a  pierced  hand, 

Can  heal  the  sinner's  wound. 

When  sorrow  swells  the  laden  breast, 

And  tears  of  anguish  flow. 
Only  one  heart,  a  broken  heart. 

Can  feel  the  sinner's  woe. 

When  penitence  has  wept  in  vain 

Over  some  foul,  dark  spot, 
Only  one  stream — a  stream  of  blood — 

Can  wash  away  the  blot. 

Tis  Jesus'  blood  that  washes  white, 

His  hand  that  brings  relief; 
His  heart  that's  touched  with  all  our  joys, 

And  feeleth  for  our  grief. 

Lift  up  Thy  bleeding  hand,  0  Lord! 

Unseal  that  cleansing  tide: 
We  have  no  shelter  from  our  sin. 

But  in  Thy  wounded  side. — Selected. 


"I've  been  to  see  whether  you  made 
sure  work  of  Mr.  Lawson's  filly,"  was 
the  instant  reply. 

The  guilty  one  paled  but  soon  madly 
shouted,  "Do  you  dare  to  say  I  killed?" 

"How  do  you  know  she  is  dead?"  de- 
clared the  other. 

The  trapped  Yankee  bit  his  lip,  hesi- 
tated a  moment,  then  turned  toward  the 
house. 

A  couple  of  days  went  by  when,  upon 
the  third  morning,  the  hired  man  chanced 
to  meet  friend  Lawson  riding  along  in 
quest  of  his  filly.  An  explanation  was 
given  in  brief,  whereupon  the  Quaker 
^_^_  B  turned  homewards  with  a 
heavy  heart  and  sadly  informed 
his  folks  of  the  fate  of  the 
colt.  No  threat  or  any  accusa- 
tion escaped  the  good  man's 
lips;  he  did  not  even  go  to  law 
to  recover  the  loss  but  calmly 
left  it  all  to  God's  divine 
charge.  Lawson  planned  recom- 
pensation,  once  opportunity 
should  be  granted,  in  an  en- 
tirely different  manner  from 
his  neighbor.  The  opportune 
time  came  at  last. 

The  Yankee  neighbor  had  a 
purebred  Durham  heifer  for 
which  he  had  paid  an  exorbi- 
tant price,  and  he  looked  for- 
ward to  having  profitable 
gains  from  her.  One  morning 
Lawson's  oldest  son  came  rush- 
ing in  with  the  information 
that  the  neighbor's  heifer  had 
broken  down  the  fence,  en- 
tered the  garden  patch,  ate 
nearly  all  the  cabbage  plants, 
and  trampled  the  other  well- 
made  vegetable  plots  all  out 
of  shape —  a  loss  impossible  to 
repair. 

"And  what  did  thee  do  with 
her,  Jacob?"  was  quietly  asked. 
"I  put  her  in  the  barnyard." 
"Did  thee  beat  her?" 
"I  never  struck  her  once." 
"Right,     Jacob,     right;     sit 
down    to    thy    breakfast      and 
when   we   are   done   eating      I 
shall  attend  to  the  heifer." 

After  the  repast  Lawson  rode 
over  to  the  spiteful  neighbor's 
place  where  he  found  the 
Yankee  sitting  upon  the  porch 
of  his  home  and  who,  upon  see- 
ing the  Quaker  alighting  from 
his  horse,  formed  the  conclu- 
sion that  he  was  coming  to  de- 
( Continued  on  page  28) 
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"EXCEEDING  ABUNDANTLY' 

Alice  Lyons  Dyer 
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coward  and  a  liar! 

He  knew  the  money  she  had  given  to 
the  poor  was  not  lost  nor  wasted.  Her 
Heavenly  Accountant  was  keeping  the 
record,  and  it  was  all  safely  deposited  in 
the  vaults  of  glory,  bearing  multiplied 
interest.    But    he   dared   so   to   intimidate 


"Double  pneumonia!  She  must  go  to 
the  hospital  at  once.  Call  the  ambulance," 
the  doctor  had  said.  But  Kathleen  Hall 
scarcely  heard  him,  for  she  had  gone  al- 
most beyond  the  reach  of  words,  into  a 
land  of  illusion  and  shadow. 

It  wasn't  until  three  days  later  that  she 
awoke  to  consciousness  and  realized  she 
was  in  a  hospital  ward,  where  white-robed 
nurses  moved  quietly  and  swiftly  about. 
At  first  her  mind  was  blank,  but  slow- 
ly, very  slowly,  all  the  past  came  back. 
Yes,  she  was  very  sick.  But  she  never  ex- 
pected to  be  taken  to  the  hospital.  Yet 
here  she  was.  As  she  pondered  her  situa- 
tion, a  hospital  official  came  to  her  bed- 
side, saying,  "I  am  the  treasurer  of  this 
hospital,  and  I've  come  to  ask  if  you  in- 
tend to  settle  your  bill  in  weekly  pay- 
ments or  by  a  full  payment  before  you 
leave." 

Pay  her  bill!  The  thought  struck  her 
dumb.  She  had  no  money.  She  had  never 
thought  of  a  hospital  bill.  Hospitals  were 
so  expensive  and  she  was  only  a  working 
girl,  alone  in  a  strange  country,  and  had 
no  well-to-do  friends,  nor  funds  of  her 
own. 

The  treasurer  waited.  What  could  she 
tell  him?  He  must  have  an  answer,  and 
her  mind  was  so  confused!  But  she  had  a 
Helper.  In  her  extremity  she  lifted  her 
heart  toward  Heaven  and  silently 
prayed,  "Father,  what  shall  I  do?" 

Her  mind  cleared.  She  had  a  Friend. 
His  resources  were  unlimited.  No,  she 
was  not  friendless.  She  was  not  penni- 
less. Her  Father's  Name  was  "Jehovah- 
jireh" — "The  Lord  will  provide." 

"I'll  tell  you  tomorrow  morning  how 
my  bill  will  be  settled,"  she  told  the 
treasurer. 

"Very  well,  I'll  call  around  about  11 
a.   m.,"  and  he  was  gone. 

"Now  what  will  you  do?"  the  tempter 
taunted.  "How  will  you  let  him  know? 
You've  no  friends  who  could  pay  it. 
Who  will  pay  it?  Guess  you're  sorry  now 
that  you  spent  your  money  helping  poor 
people.  You  could  have  saved  it  for  such 
an  emergency  as  this.  But  you  were  al- 
ways hearing  of  someone  in  need,  and 
you  couldn't  withstand  the  cry  for 
help.  Now  if  you  had  been  wise  and 
saved  your  money  you  would  have  had 
some  at  least  to  pay  on  your  bill.  Those 
ones  you  helped  can't  help  you  now.  All 
you  gave  away  you've  lost." 

Poor  sick  Kathleen!  How  the  devil 
hounded   her!    What    a    sneak    he    is!    A 


her  that  she  would  shrink  to  present  her 
check  at  the  wicket  of  divine  supply. 

What  should  she  do?  Where  could  she 
go?  Why  to  her  provider,  of  course!  Had 
He  not  promised  to  supply  her  need  ac- 
cording to  His  riches  in  glory?  Would 
He  fail  her  now?  Never!  He  whose  name 
was  Faithful  and  True  would  keep  cove- 
nant in  this  her  time  of  need. 

"In  Thee,  O  Lord,  do  I  put  my  trust; 
let  me  never  be  put  to  confusion."  How 
sweetly  her  soul  dwelt  on  the  comforts 
of  the  Word  of  God!  And  leaving  it  all 
with  Him,  she  fell  asleep.  When  she 
awakened  a  heavenly  calm  filled  her  soul, 
and  she  knew  her  Attorney  in  the  courts 
above  had   undertaken   her  case. 

As  she  lay  musing  on  the  promises  of 
Divine  Writ  and  quietly  communing  with 
her  Father,  the  nurse  announced:  "A 
visitor  to  see  you,  Miss  Hall." 

Kathleen  raised  questioning  eyes.  Who 
would  come  to  see  her?  And  at  noon, 
too!  Visitors  were  admitted  only  in  the 
afternoon. 

Her  forelady  from  the  store  came  to  her 
bedside  smiling. 

"Feeling  better?"  she  asked.  Then,  see- 
ing the  puzzled  look  on  the  pale  face  of 
the  sick  one,  she  continued,  "Our  su- 
perintendent called  me  to  his  office  this 
morning,  and  asked  me  to  come  at  once 
to  the  hospital  to  see  you,  and  ask  if  any 
one  had  asked  you  about  your  expenses 
here.  As  soon  as  he  learned  yesterday  that 
you  were  here,  he  phoned  the  head  of  the 
hospital,  and  asked  them  not  to  mention 
bills  to  you.  But  for  fear  they  had  al- 
ready done  so,  he  asked  me  to  come  and 
relieve  your  mind.  Our  firm,  he  sayss 
will  look  after  all  your  expenses.  So 
don't  give  that  another  thought." 

Kathleen's  eyes  filled  with  tears  of 
joy  and  she  could  only  whisper,  "How 
kind  of  him.  That  is  not  their  custom, 
is  it?" 

"Not  a  fixed  rule,  but  he  does  do  it, 
sometimes,"   the   forelady  replied. 

"He  has  also  sent  this  money  to  you — 
a  week's  pay,  in  case  you  need  some.  And 
he  says  your  position  will  be  waiting  for 
you  when  you  are  completely  recovered. 
So  you  just  rest  and  get  better,  and 
don't  worry.  Don't  be  in  a  hurry  to  come 
back  to  work,  either." 

And   with  a   tender  "Good-bye"      she 


"Before  ye  call  I  will  answer,"  Kath- 
leen mused. 

"I  knew  He  would  provide,  my 
Father  and  Friend!  But  how  much  be- 
yond my  expectations!  Exceeding  abun- 
dantly above   all   I   asked   or   thought." 

And  she  dropped  off  again  into  quiet 
and  peaceful  sleep. — Light  and  Life  Evan- 
gel. 

Prayer 

R.  T.  Richey 

It  was  the  hours  Gladstone  spent  alone 
with  God  in  prayer  that  made  him  the 
wise  and  safe  leader  of  England.  It  was 
the  hours  Spurgeon  spent  alone  in  prayer 
that  made  him  the  greatest  preacher  since 
the  days  of  Paul.  It  was  the  hour  when 
defeat  seemed  inevitable  that  Joshua  stood 
alone  in  prayer  to  God,  and  the  answer 
was  a  glorious  victory  over  the  five  kings. 

It  was  the  hours  Elijah  communed  with 
God  that  brought  fire  from  the  sky 
which  convinced  Ahab  that  the  Lord  was 
God.  It  was  the  hour  Jonah  spent  with 
Him  in  the  deep  sea  when  in  the  belly  of 
the  whale  that  prepared  him  to  preach  re- 
pentance to  the  people  of  Nineveh.  It 
was  the  hours  Daniel  spent  in  the  upper 
chamber  alone  with  God  that  made  him 
a  prince  among  men,  and  also  saved  him 
in  the  den  of  lions.  It  was  the  hours  the 
disciples  spent  in  the  upper  room  waiting 
upon  the  Lord  which  enabled  them  to 
preach  three  thousand  souls  into  the  king- 
dom at  Pentecost.  It  was  the  hours  the 
Apostle  Paul  spent  alone  in  prayer  that 
enabled  him  to  make  Felix  tremble  and  to 
make  King  Agrippa  exclaim,  "Almost 
thou  persuadest  me  to  be  a  Christian." 
My  friend,  if  you  would  be  a  winner  of 
souls,  you  must  spend  much  time  alone 
in  prayer  with  God. 

"Elias  was  a  man  subject  to  like  pas- 
sions as  we  are,  and  he  prayed  earnestly 
that  it  might  not  rain:  and  it  rained  not 
on  the  earth  by  the  space  of  three  years 
and  six  months.  And  he  prayed  again,  and 
the  heaven  gave  rain,  and  the  earth 
brought  forth  her  fruit,"  James  5:17,  18. 
— The  Full  Gospel  Advocate. 

Prayer  Is  in  Order 

An  officer  once  complained  to  Gen- 
eral Jackson  that  some  soldiers  were  mak- 
ing a  noise  in  their  tent.  "What  are  they 
doing?"  asked  the  general.  "They  are 
praying  now,  but  they  have  been  sing- 
ing," was  the  reply.  "And  is  that  a 
crime?"  the  general  demanded.  "The  ar- 
ticles of  war  order  punishment  for  any 
unusual  noise,"  was  the  reply.  "God  for- 
bid that  praying  should  be  an  unusual 
noise  in  the  camp!"  said  Jackson. 

Some  prayers  are  like  a  hobo — wander 
all  around  the  world  and  never  find  a 
lodging. 
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WORD  OF  GOD 

By  Wm.  E.  Biederwolf 


Used    by   permission    of     the    Eerdmans 
Publishing  Company 


IV. 


(Continued   fram    last   issue) 

RATIONALISTIC  PERSECU- 
TION 


There  is  another  antagonism  the  Bible 
has  had  to  meet,  and  this  is  known  as 
rationalism.  It  is  only  another  name  for 
the  deification  of  human  reason.  Every- 
thing it  finds  in  the  Bible  above  the  reach 
of  reason  it  rejects  as  false.  Of  course, 
all  miracles  must  go,  they  can't  under- 
stand them.  The  Deity  of  Christ,  the  In- 
carnation, the  Resurrection  and  all  other 
supernatural  events  suffer  the  same  fate. 

It  would  be  an  endless  task  to  go  into 
details  here.  Only  three  things  need  to  be 
said. 

1.  Men  believe  everyday  things  they 
can't  understand.  And  if  they  were  to  ap- 
propriate in  your  experience  only  the 
benefits  of  the  things  you  can  explain,  you 
would  be  traveling  on  high  gear  the  surest 
road  to  death  in  every  sense  of  the  word. 

2.  If  God  can't  perform  a  miracle,  then 
He  ceases  at  that  moment  to  be  God,  and 
if  He  can  perform  a  miracle  of  any  kind 
He  can  perform  miracles  of  every  kind. 

3.  The  things  denied  by  rationalism 
furnish  the  Word  of  God  and  the  Chris- 
tian faith,  in  fact,  their  strongest  creden- 
tial. 

You  will  recall  that  when  Lepaux  got 
up  his  new  religion,  Theophilanthropy,  it 
made  little  headway  among  the  people. 
He  complained  to  Talleyrand  about  it  and 
the  shrewd  old  statesman  replied,  "I  am 
not  surprised  at  the  difficulty  you  find 
in  your  effort.  It  is  no  easy  thing  to  in- 
troduce a  new  religion,  but  you  should 
not  be  so  easily  discouraged,  for  I  can  tell 
you  how  to  succeed." 

And  Lepaux  eagerly  asked,  "What  is 
it  that  I  must  do?" 

And  Talleyrand  said,  "It  is  this;  go  and 
work  miracles,  heal  all  manner  of  diseases, 
raise  the  dead  and  cast  out  devils,  and 
then  go  on  and  be  crucified  and  be  buried 
and  then  rise  again  on  the  third  day,  and 
it  is  possible  that  you  may  accomplish 
your  end." 

And  the  philosopher  went  away  silent. 

V.   HIGHER  CRITICAL  PERSECU- 
TION 
Here  is  another  form  of  antagonism  to 


the  Bible,  the  modern  so-called  Higher 
Criticism,  which,  after  all,  is  only  a  more 
polite  name  for  Modern  Destructive 
Scholarship.  Much  of  the  criticism  already 
mentioned,  of  course,  belongs  here,  but 
I  am  referring  now  in  particular  to  Liter- 
ary Criticism,  as  it  is  sometimes  called,  or 
that  criticism  which  deals  more  especially 
with  the  text  of  the  Bible. 

This  criticism  comes  as  a  rule  with  .i 
pious  air,  as  if  loathe  to  believe  the  Bible 
is  not  all  that  it  claims  to  be,  and  after 
examining  the  text  much  like  a  physi- 
cian tests  a  diseased  lung  or  a  weakened 
heart,  it  turns  away  with  a  sigh  of  dis- 
appointment, shakes  its  head  and  with  an 
air  of  profound  wisdom  pronounces  the 
patient  beyond  hope  of  recovery. 

It  claims  to  be  engaged  in  an  effort  to 
improve  the  Bible  as  though  it  had  not 
come  already  perfect  from  the  hand  of 
God.  You  might  as  well  expect  to  go  out 
and  touch  up  a  golden  sunset  with  a  char- 
coal pencil.  You  might  as  well  expect  to 
improve  on  the  glorious  notes  of  a  yellow- 
throated  roller  from  the  Hartz  Mountains 
by  offering  it  a  tin  whistle!  As  well  pour 
red  paint  on  the  blushing  beauty  of  a  rose! 

As  if  the  inspired  Word  of  the  eternal 
God  needed  mending  at  the  hands  of  man! 

The  critic  stood  with  scornful  eye 

Before  a  picture  on  the  wall: 
"You  call  this  art?  Now-  see  that  fly, 

It  is  not  natural  at  all. 
It  has  too  many  legs;  its  head  is  far  too 

large — 
Whoever  saw  a  fly  like  that,  so  limp  and 

dead 
And  wings  that  look  as  if  they — pshaw." 

And  with  a  gesture  of  disgust 
He  waved  his  hand,  when  lo,  the  fly 

View    from    the    picture.     "Ah!    some 
dust," 
The  critic  said,  "ivas  in  my  eye." 

Practically  every  part  of  the  Bible  has 
come  in  for  its  share  of  dissection  and  ex- 


purgation at  the  hands  of  these  hypercriti- 
cal gentlemen,  and  their  work  is  well 
represented  by  the  story  of  the  man  who 
always  listened  to  his  preacher  with  a 
penknife  in  his  hand  and  every  passage  to 
which  his  "liberal"  pastor  objected  he  cut 
from  his  Bible,  and  finally  he  one  day 
handed  his  preacher  the  two  lids  of  the 
book  as  this  was  all  he  had  left  after  lis- 
tening to  his  learned  dissertations  for  a 
little  less  than  two  years. 

They  claim,  by  certain  tests,  to  resolve 
one  book  into  the  work  of  a  dozen  differ- 
ent authors.  In  the  book  of  Genesis  God 
is  called  both  by  the  name  of  Jehovah  and 
Elohim.  Therefore,  each  section  has  its 
own  author  according  as  the  names  ap- 
pear. One  they  call  the  Jehovist  and  the 
other  the  Elhoist,  or  J.  and  E. 

They  next  found  a  part  for  D.  and  P. 
Then  in  their  extremity  they  call  in  two 
other  J's,  and  so  forth,  until  at  last  they 
have  three  J's,  three  E's,  four  P's  and 
three  Q's,  and  finally  a  Redactor,  R, 
which  last  ingenius  gentlemen  made  the 
whole  of  what  these  various  authors  had 
written  into  one  crazyquilt  sort  of  a  nar- 
rative, supplying  himself  whatever  he 
thought  best  as  he  put  the  work  together. 

Indeed  Kuenen  can  furnish  you  with 
sixteen  different  authors  for  the  five 
books  of  Moses.  Wellhausen  can  be  satis- 
fied with  no  less  than  twenty-two.  And  if 
this  is  not  enough,  help  yourself! 

Canon  Cheyne,  the  noted  English  crit- 
ic, has  torn  the  book  of  Isaiah  into  one 
hundred  and  sixty  fragments  all  by  dif- 
ferent and  unknown  writers. 

But  Prof.  G.  Anderson,  once  said  in  an 
address  at  a  Commencement  of  Chicago 
University,  "When  a  man  says,  taking  for 
instance  an  account  like  that  of  Rahab 
and  the  spies,  that  the  one  who  wrote  that 
took  three  lines  out  of  one  manuscript 
that  he  had  in  his  hand,  and  then  six 
words  out  of  another,  and  then  half  a 
verse  out  of  another,  and  shows  all  this 
to  be  by  letters  of  different  colors  on  the 
page,  and  I  look  it  over,  I  say  to  myself 
that  no  mortal  man  who  ever  put  two 
ideas  together  ever  wrote  in  that  way 
since  the  foundation  of  the  world."  Con- 
sidering the  place,  it  is  significant  that 
ringing  applause  followed  his  utterance. 

The  Higher  Critic  sweetly  assures  us 
that  the  consensus  of  modern  scholarship 
is  all  in  favor  of  the  new  view.  Which 
view?  They  have  furnished  us  by  actual 
count  with  no  less  than  747  theories  of 
the  origin  and  authorship  of  the  books  of 
the  Bible;  and  until  they  can  come  to  at 
least  some  small  semblance  of  agreement 
among  themselves,  we  can  well  afford  to 
pause. 

After  all,  as  Dr.  Torrey  has  said,  "A 
book  that  has  successfully  withstood 
eighteen  centuries  of  assault  of  the  devil's 
heaviest  artillery,  is  not  going  down  be- 

(Continued  on  page  28) 
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When   the   Bird  Stopped  Struggling 

Wordsworth,  in  one  of  his  poems,  tells 
about  a  bird  that  was  carried  from  Nor- 
way by  a  storm.  It  fought  hard  against 
the  gale  in  its  efforts  to  win  its  way 
back  to  Norway,  but  all  in  vain.  At  last 
it  yielded  to  the  wind,  and  instead  of  be- 
ing carried  to  destruction,  it  was  borne  to 
the  warm  shores  of  England,  to  the  green 
meadows  and  forests.  So  when  we  try  to 
fight  against  God's  will,  we  are  making 
efforts  which  will  come  to  naught,  and 
are  doing  so  to  our  own  injury  and  loss. 
But  if  we  willingly  accept  God's  will,  it 
will  be  for  our  good. 

Gospel    Hardened 

Here  is  a  striking  illustration.  The 
Mariposa  Grove  of  giant  sequoias  is  a 
favorite  resort  of  tourists;  many  thou- 
sands visit  it  annually.  One  of  the  great 
trees  which  fill  the  beholder  with  the 
feeling  that  he  is  standing  in  the  pres- 
ence of  nature's  majesty,  is  called  the 
Grizzly  Giant.  Its  age  is  estimated  as 
four  thousand  years.  If  true,  it  was  a 
splendid  tree  when  Abraham  left  the 
plains  of  Ur  of  the  Chaldees.  Soon  after 
the  grove  was  made  a  natioried  park,  it 
began  to  show  signs  of  decay;  before  that 
it  had  been  a  marvel  of  vitality  in  spite  of 
its  age.  Expert  government  foresters 
were  called  for  a  conference,  and  finally 
decided  that  the  trouble  was  caused  by 
the  hardening  of  the  ground  around  old 
Grizzly,  trodden  down  by  the  feet  of 
many  tourists;  rain  and  sunlight  were 
no  longer  able  to  do  their  part  in  sustain- 
ing the  magnificent  tree.  The  ground  was 
plowed  and  a  fence  put  around  the  loos- 
ened area.  The  signs  of  decay  soon  dis- 
appeared, and  in  a  short  time  the  glori- 
ous old  tree  was  as  green  and  vigorous 
as  ever.  Something  of  this  sort  must  hap- 
pen in  "gospel-hardened"  lives  if  they  are 
to  be  restored  to  spiritual  health.  Great 
calamities,  however  much  they  are  to  be 
regretted  in  other  ways,  often  serve  as  the 
sharp  plowshare  of  God  to  loosen  the  soil 
of  the  heart.  But  prevention  is  infinitely 
better  than  cure. 

A  Seed  That  Grew 

Helen  Barrett  Montgomery,  in  "The 
Bible  and  Missions,"  tells  the  story  of  a 
young  Welsh  girl,  named  Mary  Jones, 
who  dearly  loved  the  Bible,  but  the  only 
chance  she  had  to  read  it  was  by  walking 


two  miles  to  the  house  of  a  relative.  By 
hoarding  chance  pennies  until  she  was 
sixteen  years  old,  she  saved  enough  to 
buy  a  Bible  of  her  own.  The  price  at  that 
time  would  be  $6.2  5  in  our  money.  She 
walked  twenty-eight  miles  along  diffi- 
cult and  lonely  paths  to  the  only  place 
she  knew  where  Bibles  were  sold,  and 
found  that  Mr.  Charles  had  sold  his  last 
copy.  Stirred  by  her  fears,  he  gave  her 
one  which  had  been  reserved  for  a  friend, 
and  Mary  Jones  happily  walked  the  long 
miles  home.  Her  story,  told  by  Mr. 
Charles,  was  influential  in  founding  the 
British  and  Foreign  Bible  Society  in 
1804,  the  first  national  society  for  the 
printing  and  circulation  of  the  Bible. — 
W.  S.  Bowden. 

The  Power  of  Christ's  Sacrifice 

The  Moravians  sent  some  missionaries 
to  Greenland.  Finding  the  natives  totally 
ignorant  of  the  meaning  of  sin,  guilt, 
righteousness,  and  justification,  they 
thought  it  well  to  begin  by  giving  them 
some  education.  The  effort  was  so  futile, 
however,  and  the  result  so  discouraging, 
that  they  determined  to  stop.  While  wait- 
ing for  a  vessel,  one  of  the  missionaries 
thought  he  would  test  the  accuracy  of 
his  translation  of  a  portion  of  the  gospel 
by  reading  to  the  natives.  The  words  pre- 
sented the  appeal  of  the  Cross.  After  he 
had  read  of  the  sufferings  and  death  of 
the  Lord  Jesus,  there  was  a  strange  si- 
lence. At  length,  the  chief  rose  and  said, 
"Read  it  again." 

When  the  missionary  had  finished  the 
second  reading,  the  chief  said,  "What 
you  read,  is  it  true?  You  say  it  is  true; 
then  why  did  you  not  tell  us  at  first? 
Now  we  know.  You  must  not  go.  We  will 
listen  to  the  words  of  the  Man  who  suf- 
fered so  much  for  us." 

A  Mother's  Sacrifice 

A  boy  was  holding  his  mother's  hand 
and  admiring  the  beautiful  ring  she  was 
wearing.  As  he  was  twisting  it  around 
and  around,  he  noticed  an  ugly  scar 
on  the  back  of  her  hand.  "Oh,  Mother," 
said  he,  "what  an  ugly  scar  that  is!"  Her 
eyes  filled  with  tears.  "Charles,  would 
you  like  to  have  me  tell  you  how  that 
scar  came  to  be  there?"  "Yes,  Mother," 
said  he.  "Well,  when  you  were  a  little 
boy,  you  were  playing  about  the  room 
one  day,  and  you  struck  your  toe  against 
the  fender  and  fell  into  the  fire.  I  dropped 


my  work  and  pulled  you  out  of  the  fire 
with  that  hand.  It  was  the  hot  bars  and 
coals  that  made  that  scar." 

"Oh,  Mother,"  said  the  boy,  looking 
again  at  the  scarred  hand,  "yours  are  the 
loveliest  hands  in  all  the  world,  because 
they  have  been  in  the  fire  for  me." 

Atonement 

John  Muir  told  a  story  of  a  living  ex- 
ample of  the  atonement  which  he  heard 
among  the  Indians  of  Alaska.  There  had 
been  war  all  summer  between  two  strong 
tribes.  One  old  chief  saw  that  unless  it 
stopped  soon  and  his  people  had  a  chance 
to  lay  in  their  winter  supply  of  berries 
and  salmon,  they  would  starve;  so  he 
went  out  under  a  truce  flag  to  ask  the 
chief  of  the  other  tribe  to  stop  and  go 
home,  telling  the  reason.  The  other  chief 
said  his  tribe  would  not  stop  fighting  be- 
cause ten  more  of  his  men  had  been 
killed  than  of  the  enemy.  Then  the  chief 
said  to  him,  "You  know  I  am  a  chief.  I 
am  worth  ten  of  your  men.  Kill  me  in 
place  of  them,  and  let  us  have  peace." 

God's  "Derailing  Switches" 

I  am  told  that  a  railroad  line  between 
Cripple  Creek  and  Colorado  Springs  drops 
more  than  four  thousand  feet  in  a  dis- 
tance of  forty  miles.  All  along  this  line 
are  signs  marked  "Derailing  Switch." 
The  reason  for  the  multiplicity  of  derail- 
ing switches,  we  are  told,  is  so  that,  if  an 
engine  loses  control  and  runs  wild,  it 
can  be  plunged  against  the  side  of  the 
mountain,  and  destroyed,  before  it  de- 
stroys other  trains  and  lives. 

Now,  God  also  has  some  "derailing 
switches."  Individuals  that  stand  in  His 
way  persistently  and  unrepentantly,  are 
put  out  of  the  way,  in  order  that  souls 
might  be  saved.  All  along  the  track  of 
history  God  had  had  these  derailing 
switches,  into  which  individuals,  cities, 
and  nations  that  have  lost  control  of 
themselves  and  become  instruments  of  the 
devil  and  menaces  to  the  world,  have  been 
thrown,  and  we  praise  God  for  this  action 
on  His  part. — William  Ward  Ayer,  in 
Seven  Saved  Sinners. 

A  Spirit  Strengthened 

One  of  the  finest  nurses  in  a  receiving 
hospital  during  the  World  War  was  a 
comparatively  young  woman  with  snow- 
white  hair.  When  she  was  asked  what 
gave  her  the  strength  and  courage  to 
witness  the  awful  sights  that  were  com- 
mon to  her  work,  she  replied,  "For  three 
years  I  watched  my  beloved  husband  dy- 
ing of  tuberculosis,  powerless  to  do  any- 
thing to  save  him.  After  that — well,  I 
think  I  can  bear  anything." 

Christ  can  rule  over  us  only  when  true 
love  rules  in  us. 
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Eleanor  Said,  "NO" 


Margie  Hitte 


"Eleanor  is  just  old-fashioned,  that's 
all,"  Betty  spoke  indignantly  to  her 
friend. 

"Aw,  maybe  not,  Betty,"  Jessie  replied. 
"She  says  it's  because  she  loves  Jesus." 

"That's  all  nonsense.  It  wouldn't  hurt 
her  precious  modesty  to  go  to  a  party 
once  in  a  while.  Why,  she  won't  even 
smoke  with  the  crowd.  Louise  wouldn't 
take  a  cigarette  for  awhile  after  she  came 
here,  but  she  got  over  that,  and  now  she's 
good  company." 

"Betty,  I  wonder  sometimes  if  Eleanor 
even  cares  whether  or  not  any  of  us  ap- 
prove of  her  actions.  She  seems  so  com- 
pletely absorbed  in  something  that  is 
much  deeper,  and  even  happier  than  any 
of  us  have  ever  experienced." 

"Jessie!  How  can  you  say  that?  Can 
you  imagine  what  a  dolesome  life  ours 
would  be  if  we  deprived  ourselves  of  the 
privilege  of  joining  in  with  whatever  the 
crowd  suggests,  refusing  to  smoke  with 
them,  just  be  one  of  them  when  they're 
doing  something  or  going  somewhere  that 
seems  saintly?  I  would  be  perfectly  miser- 
able. I'd  just  as  soon  go  home,  dress  up 
like  a  grandma  and  sit  in  the  corner  the 
rest  of  my  days.  Why,  Jessie,  we're  young 
only  once.  There's  lots  of  time  to  do 
only  the  things  Jesus  would  do  when  we 
get  older.  I'm  not  going  to  pine  mv  life 
away  and  just  let  the  rest  of  the  world 
go  by." 

"Well,  Betty,  though  I  feel  almost  that 
way  myself,  still  I  say  Eleanor  is  not  as 
unhappy  as  you  or  I  would  be.  Eleanor 
seems  to  have  something  inside  her  that 
keeps  her  smiling,  and  just  let  something 
go  wrong  with  you  or  me  and  a  frown 
is  usually  in  view,  not  saying  anything 
about  what  we  would  say.  And  Eleanor 
just  smiles  and  if  she  says  anything  it 
will  just  be  'Maybe  it'll  be  different  next 
time,'  or  'Maybe  it  was  all  my  fault  any- 
way.' You  know  that's  the  truth,  don't 
you,  Betty?" 

The  Waynesburg  High  School  was  right 
in  the  edge  of  town,  where  two  roads  led 
out  into  the  country.  Some  of  the  stu- 
dents liked  to  carry  their  lunches  and  go 
for  a  hike  during  the  noon  hour.  Today, 
Betty  and  Jessie  had  chosen  to  go  alone. 
It  was  very  unusual  for  them;  they  al- 
ways loved  to  be  with  the  crowd.  But 
today  Betty  was  kinda  out  of  sorts,  mainlv 
because  she  had  been  thinking  so  much 
about  Eleanor  Garfield. 

Why  had  she  refused  to  go  with  Ted 
to  the  party?  There  wasn't  going  to  be 
anything  going  on  that  would  hurt  any- 
body, she  thought.  Dancing  would  be 
about  the  onlv  thing  going  on,  maybe  a 
few  cocktails.  Eleanor  had  gone  with  them 
on  the  weiner  roast  and  they  had  a  lovely 


time  until  they  passed  around  the  ciga- 
rettes to  top  off  with,  and  Eleanor  refused 
to  take  one.  I  can  just  imagine  how  ter- 
rible Ted  felt  because  his  girl  wouldn't 
smoke  with  him,  Betty  told  herself.  I  was 
really  surprised  when  I  heard  he  had 
picked  up  nerve  enough  to  ask  her  to  go 
with  him  to  the  party,  and  now  that  she 
has  said,  "No,  she  didn't  believe  she  ought 
to  go,"  that  just  capped  it  all.  Maybe  Ted 
will  see  himself  now  and  quit  fooling  with 
the  nice  little  "goody  goody." 

The  girls  just  did  get  back  to  school 
on  time.  They  had  walked  farther  than 
they  had  expected  to  go.  Betty  caught  a 
glimpse  of  Ted  as  she  rushed  through  the 
hall.  Poor  fellow,  she  thought.  She  had 
always  liked  him  herself,  however,  she 
didn't  want  to  let  on  since  he  had  taken 
such  a  fancy  to  Eleanor.  But  she  hoped 
he'd  forget  Eleanor  now,  and  come  to  his 
senses  again.  And  a  bright  idea  came  to 
her  right  then,  maybe  Ted  will  ask  me  to 
go  with  him,  now  that  Eleanor  has  re- 
fused. I  sure  hope  so,  and  I  won't  say  no. 

The  afternoon  passed  too  slowly  for 
Betty.  Why  didn't  the  buzz  ring?  At  last 
it  did. 

Betty's  heart  was  pounding — I  must 
hurry  to  my  locker,  if  Ted  should  be 
thinking  of  asking  me  to  go  with  him, 
he'll  probably  be  at  my  locker,  she 
thought. 

She  had  noticed  that  Eleanor  was  just 
as  cheery  that  afternoon  as  she  ever  was. 
How  she  can  be  that  way  I  just  don't 
see. 

"Oh,  there  he  is  at  my  locker.  Goody, 
goody,  goody.  Hello,  Ted." 

"Hi,  Betty.  Where  were  you  at  noon?" 

"Oh,  Jessie  and  I  walked  out  the  road 
alone.  We  went  farther  than  we  realized, 
we  just  did  get  back  on  time,  too!" 

"What  was  the  matter  with  you  all, 
seeking    solitude?" 

"Yes,  sorta — we  just  wanted  to  talk 
over  some  things." 

"Oh,  I  see,  secrets  huh?  Well,  Betty, 
how  about  going  with  me  to  the  party?" 

"O.  K.,  Ted,  I'd  like  to." 

"Say,  you  know  you're  not  such  a  bad 
kid  after  all.  I  knew  you  wouldn't  say 
no." 

"I'm   glad   you  have  waked  up." 

Eleanor  walked  home  alone  this  after- 
noon. "I'm  sorry  to  have  said  no  to  Ted, 
he's  such  a  nice  boy.  But  I  just  couldn't 
say  yes.  I  know  that  Jesus  wouldn't  go 
to  a  party  like  that,  and  I  don't  want  to 
go  anywhere  that  He  wouldn't  go  with 
me.  I  would  be  miserable  if  I  went.  I  had 
much  rather  have  a  sweet  peace  in  my 
heart    than    to   please    anyone   else.    Dear 


Lord,  I'm  so  glad  I  know  Thee.  I'm  so 
thankful  I  have  a  desire  to  please  Thee, 
for  I  know  you  put  that  desire  deep  down 
in  my  heart  and  not  for  anything  would 
I  ask  for  it  to  leave  me.  But,  dear  Jesus, 
make  it  stronger.  Those  dear  friends  must 
be  so  unhappy  without  Jesus  in  their 
hearts.  Lord,  if  there  was  some  way  I 
could  cause  them  to  see  what  they're  miss- 
ing by  not  serving  Thee  while  they're 
young,  I  would  be  so  happy.  They're 
seeking  pleasure  and  finding  none.  Dear 
Lord,  please,  somehow  help  them  to  un- 
derstand that  they'll  never  find  real  peace, 
joy  and  happiness  until  they  give  their 
hearts  to  Thee." 

Eleanor  hadn't  noticed  that  she  was 
almost  home.  This  afternoon  was  one  time 
she  had  prayed  walking  down  the  street. 
She  had  really  forgotten  where  she  was, 
for  she  was  meditating  with  God.  Her 
heart  felt  so  light  and  happy,  the  Lord 
had  blessed  her  soul  and  given  her  new 
courage  to  press  on. 

As  she  quickly  ascended  the  steps  of 
her  home  she  heard  someone  in  the 
kitchen.  "Mother  must  be  baking,  I  do 
hope  so." 

So  with  eager  steps  she  followed  the 
delicious  odor  that  came  so  appeasingly 
to  her  nose. 

"Mother,  what  are  you  cooking?" 

"Your   favorite,  Eleanor." 

"Oh,  then  it  must  be  Devils  Food  Cake 
with  that  delicious  white  icing  you  make, 
spread  thickly  over  the  nice  brown  cake 
with  a  finishing  touch  that  only  you  can 
give — Whew!    Can  I  wait?" 

"Now,  dearie,  I  guess  you'll  have  to." 

"I  guess,  but  I  am  beginning  to  realize 
just  at  the  present  that  I'm  becoming 
very  hungry." 

"Suppose  while  you're  waiting,  Eleanor, 
that  you  go  into  the  living  room  and  talk 
to  the  young  lady  who  is  in  there;  her 
name  is  Corline.  She  came  here  this  after- 
noon looking  for  work.  She  seems  to  be 
troubled,  maybe  you  can  cheer  her  up  a 
little.  I'm  going  to  try  to  use  her  around 
the  house  here  if  I  can.  I  gather  from 
her  conversation  that  she  has  no  home,  or 
either  she  so  dislikes  the  one  she  has  that 
she  doesn't  want  to  call  it  a  home.  I  would 
feel  awfully  mean  if  I  turned  her  away. 
She  wants  to  work  for  just  a  place  to 
stay  and  merely  enough  to  keep  her  go- 
ing." 

"All  right,  Mother,  I'll  go  get  ac- 
quainted with  her." 

With  hasty  steps  she  made  her  way  to 
the  living  room. 

"Hello,  Corline." 

"Hello." 

"My  name  is  Eleanor.  I  suppose  you're 
tired  of  sitting  in  here  all  alone." 

"Oh  no,  not  so  much." 

"Do  you  like  Devils  Food  Cake?  Mother 
is  baking  one,  and  she  really  knows  how 
to  bake  them." 

(Continued  on  page  28) 
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More  About  Daily  Vacation  Bible  Schools 


North  Cleveland,  Term.,  Daily 

ECHOES  FROM  THE  FIELD  liat  I 

rr     .  ,     ,  /  when 

Having  now  passed  the  most  pr        p 

season  for  Daily  Vacation  Bible  P 

it  is  gratifying  to  know  that  the 

of  God  has  caught  a  greater  visi< 

spiritual  condition  of  their  chi 

has  endeavored  to  meet  this  n  TCed  »™y. 

ducting  Vacation  Bible  Schoc  Jc   sur«y   "as 

churches  of  various  states.      *hank  God  fo,r 

first  school  of  this  type  wah/  Sreat  work 

into  Tennessee  Churches  ojnd  ]  kno.w,  y°u 

North  Cleveland  church    our   faithfulness. 

enrollment  of  approximate™15*011'  Ala- 

dren,     averaging  a  daily 

sixty-five,  were  taught 

songs,  stories,  and  memund  a  note  of  praise 

two-week  period,  culm^F  and  its  devoted 

gram  by  the  children  '  otner  PaPer  that  is 

This  program— a   pres  'e  Lighted  Pathway. 

memory  work,  and  va  Cherry  Hill  is  doing 

schoolwork— made  a  'e  have  Just  closed  a 

upon  hearts  and  conv?11^"   in  which      we 

ly  of  the  value  of  tiering.  The  Y.  P.  E. 

church  work.  Yes,  trne  is  willing  to  do  his 

gospel!  was  a  trip  to  Jericho. 

From  June  24  t<^d  counted  a  mile  and 
cation  Bible  Seiche  program  counted  ten 
Calhoun,  Ga.,  '  things  counted  more  miles. 
Here  again  a'de  won.  Therefore  the  white 
a  keen  inter'ow  a  g°°d  loser.  gave  the  Y. 
song  and  struPper  which  was  enjoyed  very 
instrumenrter  which  we  had  prayer  service. 
congregati*ont:  want  to  forget  our  honor 
pel  truths s  w^°  are  so  faithful  in  working 

At  the'P'ng  *n  tne  young  people's  serv- 
Atlanta  ^e  truly  appreciate  them.  We  have 
gathered  ^.  P-  E-  and  we  are  looking 
an   hordrd  to  do  greater  things  than  ever 


ypPKir  young 

,11  out  of  your 

V. ■.         'ITiway.  Some  ol  our 

ier    twelve    years    old 

I     ^per  and  get  up  a  real  in- 

.tigram  from  it. 

■>.    now    have    fifty-seven      on      our 

J    .^mbership  enrollment  and  are  still  en- 

y  rolling  other  young  people. 

We  want  your  prayers  that  our  little 
mission  church  will  go  over  the  top  for 
Jesus.  Our  pastor,  Rev.  Ira  E.  Watson,  is 
sick  and  needs  prayer  for  the  healing  of 
his  body. — Brother  E.  Dilley,  Sullivan, 
Ind. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison  and  Lighted  Path- 
way Readers: 

This  is  my  second  time  to  write  to  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  I  really  love  it  bet- 
ter than  sitting  at  my  table  at  home  and 
eating  a  good  meal.  I  do  thank  each  and 
;very  one  of  you  young  people  who  have 
written  me  encouraging  letters  and  I  am 
praying  for  each  one  of  you. 

I  am  saved  from  sin,  sanctified  and 
baptized  with  the  good  Holy  Ghost  and 
a  member  of  the  Church  of  God  at  Char- 
leston, S.  C. 

I  have  been  here  at  Fort  Eustis,  Va.,  for 
some  time  now.  I  still  read  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  —  Pvt.  Edgar  Allen  Digsby, 
Btry.  B.  3-R.  D.  Battalion,  Coast  Artil- 
lery Replacement  Training  Center,  Ft. 
Eustis,  Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

May  God's  richest  blessings  be  upon 
you.  I  had  just  come  home  from  our  dis- 
trict convention  and  saw  the  Lighted 
Pathway  on  the  table.  I  picked  it  up  and 
started  looking  through  it.  I  saw  your 
picture  and  the  Editor's  Message.  About 
that  time  something  came  over  me  and  I 
began  to  read  it  out  loud.  The  more  I 
read  of  your  message,  the  better  I  felt. 
When  I  came  to  the  letter  which  the  girl 
wrote  you  I  began  to  cry.  God  bless  that 
poor  girl  today.  I  know  what  it  is  to  have 


.tred 
many 

•  11  1       i  r  ^  answered 

day  will  be  the  Church  of  God  ton     .  cried 

After  working  two  weeks  r  and  r£ad 
children  m  C  eveland,  trying  and  com. 
them  to  get  a  deeper  meaning^  k  the  sec. 
and  its  beautiful  teaching1, 
every  moment  that  wasiy  prayers  are  wkh 
them  ,ust  to  see  they  God  Uess  yQu  in  ^ 
church  singing  tb  and  that  many  a  soul 
"Onward,  Chns^  tQ  christ  through  the 
them  sing  th^  the  Lighted  pathway. 
the  Holy  b  tQ  read  about  tjje  missionaries, 
woik  nii'ow  my  hgjj-j-  goej  out  for  them. 
zny^y  prayer  is  with  them  too.  Pray  for 
scme. — Dorothy  Mae   Musgrave,   Fairfield, 

111. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  thought  of  writing  you  before 
but  somehow  just  never  did.  The  Lighted 
Pathway,  in  my  opinion,  is  the  best  paper 
published.  I  get  one  every  month  from 
our  Gideon  at  West  Logan. 

I'd  like  to  make  mention  of  the  Edi- 
tor's Message  in  the  July  issue  and  say 
that  it  was  fine.  The  letter  which  was 
printed  in  part  was  really  food  to  my 
soul  and  I  hope  that  I  may  have  the 
grace  to  stand  in  the  face  of  all  Satan's 
attempts  to  get  me  to  give  up,  as  that 
dear  sister  did.  May  God  bless  and  help 
her. 

It  seems  as  if  almost  every  article  that 
I  read  was  more  food  for  my  soul.  God 
bless  our  Lighted  Pathway  and  all  its 
staff. 

You're  doing  a  great  work,  Sister  Har- 
rison, so  keep  on  with  God's  help  and  I'm 
sure  your  reward  will  be  great. — Orville 
Hill,  Columbia,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

In  reading  your  Lighted  Pathway  paper, 
I  find  it  very  encouraging  and  helpful. 
I  especially  love  your  message.  I  enjoy 
the  Class  Evangelism  page,  too.  I  noticed 
it  wasn't  in  the  May  issue  and  I  missed 
it  so  much.  I  hope  you  will  continue  to 
write  it.  I  just  wish  I  could  be  in  a  class 
like  that. 

May  God  bless  you. — Ollie  Mae  Satter- 
field,  Ware  Shoals,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  so  glad  to  take  this  opportunity 
of  writing  you  these  few  lines.  I  have 
been  a  reader  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  for 
some  time  and  surely  do  enjoy  reading  it. 
Your  message  is  food  to  my  soul. 

I  am  saved,  sanctified  and  filled  with 
the  Holy  Ghost  and  very  thankful  for 
it.  Pray  for  me  that  I  will  continue  in 
this  good  way.  May  God  bless  you  in  your 
good  work. — Mrs.  Pauline  Ammons. 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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all,"      -  % 
friend. 

"Aw,  ma 
"She  says  it  y 

"That's  all  i.  :. 
her   precious   moo 
once   in   a   while.    wits 
smoke  with   the  crowc.      ; 
take  a  cigarette  for  awh. 
here,  but  she  got  over  that, 
good  company." 

"Betty,  I  wonder  sometimes  ii 
even  cares  whether  or  not  any  of  u 
prove  of  her  actions.  She  seems  so  con. 
pletely    absorbed      in    something    that    is 
much  deeper,  and  even  happier  than  any 
of  us  have  ever  experienced." 

"Jessie!  How  can  you  say  that?  Can 
you  imagine  what  a  dolesome  life  ours 
would  be  if  we  deprived  ourselves  of  the 
privilege  of  joining  in  with  whatever  the 
crowd  suggests,  refusing  to  smoke  with 
them,  just  be  one  of  them  when  they're 
doing  something  or  going  somewhere  that 
seems  saintly?  I  would  be  perfectly  miser- 
able. I'd  just  as  soon  go  home,  dress  up 
like  a  grandma  and  sit  in  the  corner  the 
rest  of  my  days.  "Why,  Jessie,  we're  young 
only  once.  There's  lots  of  time  to  do 
only  the  things  Jesus  would  do  when  we 
get  older.  I'm  not  going  to  pine  my  life 
away  and  just  let  the  rest  of  the  world 
go  by." 

"Well,  Betty,  though  I  feel  almost  that 
way  myself,  still  I  say  Eleanor  is  not  as 
unhappy  as  you  or  I  would  be.  Eleanor 
seems  to  have  something  inside  her  that 
keeps  her  smiling,  and  just  let  something 
go  wrong  with  you  or  me  and  a  frown 
is  usually  in  view,  not  saying  anything 
about  what  we  would  say.  And  Eleanor 
just  smiles  and  if  she  says  anything  it 
will  just  be  'Maybe  it'll  be  different  next 
time,'  or  'Maybe  it  was  all  my  fault  any- 
way.' You  know  that's  the  truth,  don't 
you,  Betty?" 

The  Waynesburg  High  School  was  right 
in  the  edge  of  town,  where  two  roads  led 
out  into  the  country.  Some  of  the  stu- 
dents liked  to  carry  their  lunches  and  go 
for  a  hike  during  the  noon  hour.  Today, 
Betty  and  Jessie  had  chosen  to  go  alone. 
It  was  verv  unusual  for  them;  they  al- 
ways loved  to  be  with  the  crowd.  But 
today  Betty  was  kinda  out  of  sorts,  mainlv 
because  she  had  been  thinking  so  much 
about  Eleanor  Garfield. 

Why  had  she  refused  to  go  with  Ted 
to  the  party?  There  wasn't  going  to  be 
anything  going  on  that  would  hurt  any- 
body, she  thought.  Dancing  would  be 
about  the  onlv  thing  going  on,  maybe  a 
few  cocktails.  Eleanor  had  gone  with  them 
on  the  weiner  roast  and  they  had  a  lovely 
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hall.    I. 

always    like  .    , 

didn't  want   to 

such  a  fancy  to  K|p§| 

he'd  forget  Eleanor  noi 

senses  again.  And  a  bright 

her  right  then,  maybe  Ted  will  M.  g 

go  with  him,  now   that  Eleanor  n 

fused.  I  sure  hope  so,  and  I  won't  say  rfij 

The  afternoon  passed  too  slowly  for 
Betty.  Why  didn't  the  buzz  ring?  At  last 
it  did. 

Betty's  heart  was  pounding — I  must 
hurry  to  my  locker,  if  Ted  should  be 
thinking  of  asking  me  to  go  with  him, 
he'll  probably  be  at  my  locker,  she 
thought. 

She  had  noticed  that  Eleanor  was  just 
as  cheery  that  afternoon  as  she  ever  was. 
How  she  can  be  that  way  I  just  don't 
see. 

"Oh,  there  he  is  at  my  locker.  Goody, 
goody,  goody.  Hello,  Ted." 

"Hi,  Betty.  Where  were  you  at  noon?" 

"Oh,  Jessie  and  I  walked  out  the  road 
alone.  We  went  farther  than  we  realized, 
we  just  did  get  back  on  time,  too!" 

"What  was  the  matter  with  you  all, 
seeking    solitude?" 

"Yes,  sorta — we  just  wanted  to  talk 
over  some  things." 

"Oh,  I  see,  secrets  huh?  Well,  Betty, 
how  about  going  with  me  to  the  party?" 

"O.  K.,  Ted,  I'd  like  to." 

"Say,  you  know  you're  not  such  a  bad 
kid  after  all.  I  knew  you  wouldn't  say 
no." 

"I'm   glad   you  have  waked  up." 

Eleanor  walked  home  alone  this  after- 
noon. "I'm  sorry  to  have  said  no  to  Ted, 
he's  such  a  nice  boy.  But  I  just  couldn't 
say  yes.  I  know  that  Jesus  wouldn't  go 
to  a  party  like  that,  and  I  don't  want  to 
go  anywhere  that  He  wouldn't  go  with 
me.  I  would  be  miserable  if  I  went.  I  had 
much  rather  have  a  sweet  peace  in  my 
heart    than    to   please    anyone   else.    Dear 


"L 


with  ti    jjie  narvest  truly   is  great,   but 
spread  uprs  are  few.— Mrs.  H.  L.  Hunt. 
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Whhoes  from  the  Field 

'^ow'  Stinued  from  page  11) 
I  guess,  >s    c    B    Bradford,  made  the 
just    at    the      Jn  the  schooj    She  was  the 
very   hungryhe  $chool 

"Suppose  u.„velous  how  the  children 
that  you  go  int  died  the  Word  Df  God.  In 
to  the  young  Ldses  ten  children  memo- 
name  is  Conine.. ures  m  a  scripture  con- 
noon  looking  foiving  forward  to  a  larger 
troubled,  maybe  .  School  next  yean 
little.  I'm  going  t*  certainly  to  be  recom- 
the  house  here  if  ood  work  as  principal 
her  conversation  tl'ol  at  Rome<  We  tru\y 
either  she  so  dislike. 

she  doesn't  want  to  cank  God  for  our  De- 
feel  awfully  mean  i  s    W>   Latimer,  who 
She  wants  to  work  ster  Carroll, 
stay  and  merely  eno, 
ing." 

"All   right,     Motht 

quainted  with  her." 

iw  i    i  i_       send  in  an  ap- 

with  hasty  steps  she  m. ., ,      . . 
,      ,.   .  '        r  -ble.  No  stu- 

the  living  room.       ■  ....  ,. 

"Hello!  Corline."  '  hJs  appl" 

"Hello."  °n*  m°y 

«\/r  ■    in  t  delay  by 

My  name  is  Eleanor.  I  supj. 

tired  of  sitting  in  here  all  alone  „     .      j 
<<„,  i   „  brained 

Oh  no,  not  so  much. 

"Do  you  like  Devils  Food  Cake 

is  baking  one,  and  she  really  kne^ 

to  bake  them." 
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NOTE:  Below  is  a  part  of  a  letter  from 


C.  W.  Kimball,  general  manager  of  the 
Florida  Church  Supply  House  of  Sara- 
sota, Fla.  Thanks  to  the  ones  who  are 
circulating  the  paper  in  the  city. — Edi- 
tor. 
Dear  Madam: 

By  perchance  a  June,  1941,  copy  cf 
The  Lighted  Pathway  was  left  in  our 
office.  We  had  the  fine  opportunity, 
therefore,  to  peruse  its  contents  and  we 
wish  to  state  that  we  believe  this  maga- 
zine to  be  the  finest  published  in  the  re- 
ligious  world. — C.   W.   Kimball. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

For  the  past  three  years  I  have  been 
reading  your  good  articles  in  the  Lighted 
Pathway  and  they  surely  have  been  a 
blessing  to  me.  I  am  a  prisoner  and  don't 
get  to  attend  services  regularly  but  I  sure- 
ly do  receive  a  blessing  when  I  read  this 
paper. 

Pray  for  my  children  who  are  ouc  in 
sin  and  also  for  my  father  and  sisters. 
Always  remember  me  in  prayer  that  I 
may  stand  true  to  God  and  be  ready  when 
my  name  is  called. — L.  N.  Rogers,  Co- 
lumbia, S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  reader  of  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
I  really  enjoy  reading  it.  It  surely  has 
been  a  blessing  to  me  and  I  thank  God  for 
it.  I  also  thank  God  for  the  great  work 
you  are  doing  for  Him  and  I  know  you 
will  be  rewarded  for  your  faithfulness. 
— Mrs.  Bessie  Woodard,  Anniston,  Ala. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  would  like  to  sound  a  note  of  praise 
for  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  its  devoted 
editor.  I  know  of  no  other  paper  that  is 
as  encouraging  as  the  Lighted  Pathway. 

The  Y.  P.  E.  at  Cherry  Hill  is  doing 
some  fine  work.  We  have  just  closed  a 
White  and  Blue  contest  in  which  we 
raised  $16.00  as  offering.  The  Y.  P.  E. 
is  small  but  each  one  is  willing  to  do  his 
part.  The  contest  was  a  trip  to  Jericho. 
Each  penny  raised  counted  a  mile  and 
each  part  on  the  program  counted  ten 
miles.  Other  things  counted  more  miles. 
The  blue  side  won.  Therefore  the  white 
side,  to  show  a  good  loser,  gave  the  Y. 
P.  E.  a  supper  which  was  enjoyed  very 
much,  after  which  we  had  prayer  service. 

We  don't  want  to  forget  our  honor 
members  who  are  so  faithful  in  working 
and  helping  in  the  young  people's  serv- 
ices. We  truly  appreciate  them.  We  have 
a  fine  Y.  P.  E.  and  we  are  looking 
forward  to  do  greater  things  than  ever 


before.  We  have  many  young  people  in 
Y.  P.  E.  who  are  unsaved.  We  desire  the 
prayers  of  each  one  that  these  young  peo- 
ple will  be  saved  in  the  near  future. 
These  young  people  are  not  the  kind  to 
say  "I  can't"  or  "Give  it  to  someone 
else,"  but  they  say,  "I'll  do  my  best." 
We  thank  the  Lord  for  young  people  like 
this. 

Pray  that  our  Y.  P.  E.  will  grow  and 
do  great  things  for  the  Lord.  —  Lydia 
Blazer,  Parrottsville,  Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  take  pleasure  in  writing  you  about 
our  Y.  P.  E.  It  is  easy  for  our  young 
people  to  get  up  a  program  out  of  your 
paper,  the  Lighted  Pathway.  Some  of  our 
boys  and  girls  under  twelve  years  old 
can  take  the  paper  and  get  up  a  real  in- 
teresting program  from  it. 

We  now  have  fifty-seven  on  our 
membership  enrollment  and  are  still  en- 
rolling other  young  people. 

We  want  your  prayers  that  our  little 
mission  church  will  go  over  the  top  for 
Jesus.  Our  pastor,  Rev.  Ira  E.  Watson,  is 
sick  and  needs  prayer  for  the  healing  of 
his  body. — Brother  E.  Dilley,  Sullivan, 
Ind. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison   and  Lighted  Path- 
way Readers: 

This  is  my  second  time  to  write  to  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  I  really  love  it  bet- 
ter than  sitting  at  my  table  at  home  and 
eating  a  good  meal.  I  do  thank  each  and 
;very  one  of  you  young  people  who  have 
written  me  encouraging  letters  and  I  am 
praying  for  each  one  of  you. 

I  am  saved  from  sin,  sanctified  and 
baptized  with  the  good  Holy  Ghost  and 
a  member  of  the  Church  of  God  at  Char- 
leston, S.  C. 

I  have  been  here  at  Fort  Eustis,  Va.,  for 
some  time  now.  I  still  read  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  —  Pvt.  Edgar  Allen  Digsby, 
Btry.  B.  3-R.  D.  Battalion,  Coast  Artil- 
lery Replacement  Training  Center,  Ft. 
Eustis,  Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

May  God's  richest  blessings  be  upon 
you.  I  had  just  come  home  from  our  dis- 
trict convention  and  saw  the  Lighted 
Pathway  on  the  table.  I  picked  it  up  and 
started  looking  through  it.  I  saw  your 
picture  and  the  Editor's  Message.  About 
that  time  something  came  over  me  and  I 
began  to  read  it  out  loud.  The  more  I 
read  of  your  message,  the  better  I  felt. 
When  I  came  to  the  letter  which  the  girl 
wrote  you  I  began  to  cry.  God  bless  that 
poor  girl  today.  I  know  what  it  is  to  have 


to  put  up  with  trials  like  she  has.  I  tried 
to  control  myself  from  crying  until  I 
had  finished  the  letter,  then  I  walked 
to  the  bed  and  fell  upon  it  and  poured 
my  heart  out  to  God.  I  was  facing  many 
problems  and  thank  God  you  answered 
them  in  your  message.  After  I  had  cried 
for  awhile,  I  took  up  the  paper  and  read 
it  again.  My,  what  good  peace  and  com- 
fort God  gave  me  for  reading  it  the  sec- 
ond time. 

Sister  Harrison,  my  prayers  are  with 
you  every  day.  May  God  bless  you  in  His 
wonderful  work  and  that  many  a  soul 
will  be  brought  to  Christ  through  the 
precious  paper,  the  Lighted  Pathway. 

I  love  to  read  about  the  missionaries. 
My,  how  my  heart  goes  out  for  them. 
My  prayer  is  with  them  too.  Pray  for 
me. — Dorothy  Mae  Musgrave,  Fairfield, 
111. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  thought  of  writing  you  before 
but  somehow  just  never  did.  The  Lighted 
Pathway,  in  my  opinion,  is  the  best  paper 
published.  I  get  one  every  month  from 
our  Gideon  at  West  Logan. 

I'd  like  to  make  mention  of  the  Edi- 
tor's Message  in  the  July  issue  and  say 
that  it  was  fine.  The  letter  which  was 
printed  in  part  was  really  food  to  my 
soul  and  I  hope  that  I  may  have  the 
grace  to  stand  in  the  face  of  all  Satan's 
attempts  to  get  me  to  give  up,  as  that 
dear  sister  did.  May  God  bless  and  help 
her. 

It  seems  as  if  almost  every  article  that 
I  read  was  more  food  for  my  soul.  God 
bless  our  Lighted  Pathway  and  all  its 
staff. 

You're  doing  a  great  work,  Sister  Har- 
rison, so  keep  on  with  God's  help  and  I'm 
sure  your  reward  will  be  great. — Orville 
Hill,  Columbia,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

In  reading  your  Lighted  Pathway  paper, 
I  find  it  very  encouraging  and  helpful. 
I  especially  love  your  message.  I  enjoy 
the  Class  Evangelism  page,  too.  I  noticed 
it  wasn't  in  the  May  issue  and  I  missed 
it  so  much.  I  hope  you  will  continue  to 
write  it.  I  just  wish  I  could  be  in  a  class 
like  that. 

May  God  bless  you. — Ollie  Mae  Satter- 
field,  Ware  Shoals,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  so  glad  to  take  this  opportunity 
of  writing  you  these  few  lines.  I  have 
been  a  reader  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  for 
some  time  and  surely  do  enjoy  reading  it. 
Your  message  is  food  to  my  soul. 

I  am  saved,  sanctified  and  filled  with 
the  Holy  Ghost  and  very  thankful  for 
it.  Pray  for  me  that  I  will  continue  in 
this  good  way.  May  God  bless  you  in  your 
work. — Mrs.  Pauline  Ammons. 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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GINGERBREAD  M8SSS0N 

Faith  Wroughtwell 

It  was  the  middle  of  the  forenoon, 
but  the  grayhaired,  stoop-shouldered  mor- 
tal shambling  along  the  road  had  not 
gotten  a  hand-out  yet.  He  looked  anxi- 
ously toward  a  young  woman  who  was 
washing,  for  it  was  Monday.  The  dog 
barked  angrily. 

As  she  came  out  the  side  gate,  called 
off  the  dog  and  poured  a  bucket  of  clab- 
ber-milk into  the  chicken  pen,  he  ven- 
tured once  more,  timidly,  "Do  you  have 
a  little  something  that  I  could  eat?" 

"I  think  so;  come  on  in,"  she  swung 
outward  the  gate,  her  voice  vibrating 
such  kindly  feeling.  "Just  be  seated  here 
on  the  back  porch  and  I'll  warm  some- 
thing for  you." 

"Warm  something  for  me,"  echoed  the 
tramp,  his  hand  on  his  stomach,  trying  to 
remember  how  warm  victuals  would  feel. 
The  smell  of  the  bacon  frying!  "Warmin' 
something  for  me!" 

Here  she  came  with  a  bowl — a  bowl — 
of  hot  milk  to  pour  over  his  toast.  "Six 
slices  of  buttered  toast,"  he  counted. 
Bacon  and  eggs,  a  big  rosy  baked  apple, 
a  small  pitcher  of  real  cream,  and  a 
square   of   old-fashioned   gingerbread! 

Down  inside,  the  young  woman,  Gold- 
en Good,  was  thinking,  "My  grand- 
father was  a  poor  boy,  even  got  so  out 
of  money  once  that  he  had  to  tramp  to 
Denver,  before  he  made  his  stake  in  the 
sugar  industry." 

"Gingerbread's  just  like  my  mother 
used  to  make  when  I  was  a  boy." 


"My  grandfather  taught  me  how  to 
make  it,"  she  smiled,  "from  what  he 
called  his  keepsake  recipe." 

The  hollow,  suffering  face  stared  fix- 
edly, as  if  it  were  not  she  but  another 
like  her  that  he  was  seeing — bak'ng  gin- 
gerbread, so  long  ago.  "But  Mother's 
gone  on,",  his  chin  quivered. 

"Are  you  a  Christian  man?" 

"I — try  to  be,"  he  hesitated.  He  could 
not  answer  yes;  and,  in  the  presence  of 
the  young  woman's  Christlike  spirit, 
coupled  with  the  memory  of  his  mother 
— his  mother,  taken  from  him  in  sweet 
young-mother  days,  and  whom  he,  her 
then  little  boy  of  nine,  had  promised  to 
meet  in  heaven — in  the  presence  of  these, 
he  felt  ashamed  to  answer  no. 

"Then  we'll  have  a  word  of  prayer 
before  you  leave,  if  you  don't  mind;"  for 
Golden  Good  felt  hungry  just  to  get 
down  and  pray  with  somebody  as  she  had 
loved  so  much  to  do  those  few  happy 
nights  at  the  mission.  Besides  just  that 
morning  she  had  asked  God  to  help  her 
to  help  somebody  that  day,  and  here  was 
her  first  opportunity. 

Leaving  the  man  to  breakfast  once 
more  with  his  loved,  lost  mother,  Golden 
went  on  with  her  washing;  but  above  the 
hum  and  surge,  the  rumble  and  grind  of 
the  washing  machine,  he  could  hear  her 
singing: 

0  Love  that  wilt  not  let  me  go, 
I  rest  my  weary  soul  in  Thee! 

1  give  Thee  back  the  life  I  owe, 
That  in  Thine  ocean  depths  its  flow 

May  richer,  fuller  be! 

"Lovely,  cultivated  young  woman," 
observed  the  feeding  man,  "capable  of 
accomplishing  almost  anything.  And  that 
marvelous  voice!  More  like  Mother's  than 
any  I  ever  heard." 

Again  floated  out  so  full  and  sweet: 

0  joy  that  seekest  me  through  pain, 
1  cannot  close  my  heart  to  Thee; 

1  trace  the  rainbow  through  the  rain, 
And  feel  the  promise  is  not  vain, 

That   morn  shall  tearless   be! 

The  wholesome,  heavenly  joy  of  her 
glad  young  bosom!  Singing  as  the  wan- 
derer's mother  used  to  sing  at  her  wash- 
ing, as  he,  "Mother's  big  little  man," 
poured  out  the  clabber  to  the  pretty 
chickens,  chunked  the  fire,  and  minded 
the  baby  Hiram — the  darling  baby  that 
they  nicknamed  "Ramsey."  "The  darl- 
ingest,  finest  little  brother  in  all  the 
world,  I  used  to  think."  Chunked  the 
fire   and   minded   Ramsey,    so   long    ago! 

"We'll    kneel    now,"    and    the    young 


woman   began    praying — 

"Our  Father,  God,  we  thank  Thee 
that  we  can  call  Thee  our  Father,  and 
that  Thou  carest  for  us  all!  We  thank 
Thee  that  Thou  hast  so  loved  mankind 
as  to  give  Thine  only  begotten  Son  to 
die,  that  whosoever  believeth  in  Him 
should  not  perish  but  have  everlasting 
life! 

"Lord,  here's  a  man  that  Jesus  died  for! 
We  pray  Thee  to  help  him  and  to  encour- 
age his  soul!  Be  unto  him  all  that  he- 
stands  in  need  of  at  this  hour!  Supply 
him,  and  may  he  safely  reach  his  journey's 
end,  and  at  the  last  pass  through  the 
pearly  gates  with  Thee!  We  ask  it  all  in 
the  name  of  our  Redeemer,  Jesus  Christ, 
who  paid  the  ransom  price  for  every  man 
— for  all  who  will  believe  on  Him. 
Amen." 

"I  thank  you,  young  lady,  for  this  good 
meal — and  for  your  prayer  .  .  I  couldn't 
eat  it  quite  all,"  he  smiled  faintly,  wrap- 
ping the  gingei  bread  in  the  paper  napkin 
under  his  plate  and  poking  it  into  his 
pocket. 

"None  more  welcome,  brother,"  the 
maiden  sped  back  to  her  washing — and 
her  song: 

"O   love,   that   wilt  not   let   me   go — " 

He  heard  no  more  distinctly,  but  as  he 
trudged  along,  in  his  heart  he  was  hear- 
ing, "We  thank  Thee  that  Thou  hast  so 
loved  mankind  as  to  give  Thine  only 
begotten  Son  to  die  .  .  .  Lord,  here's  a 
man  that  Jesus  died  for!" 

"Here's  a  man  that  Jesus  died  for." 

About  a  mile  down  the  road,  a  tree 
beckoned  to  him  and  he  sat  down.  "Here's 
a  man  that  Jesus  died  for,"  he  repeated 
over  in  a  low  tone. 

"I  see  it  all  now.  I  tried  to  live  it  all 
by  myself — and  I  couldn't.  I  wasn't  any 
match  for  sin  and  the  devil.  But  love 
just  would  not  let  me  go.  Jesus  has  al- 
ready died  for  me.  And  God  looks  at  Je- 
sus' death;  and  when  I  ask  by  faith  in 
that  same  death,  God  frees  me  from  it, 
from  eternal  death." 

He  took  a  paper  from  a  shriveled  old 
purse  as  if  to  reassure  himself  that  he 
had  not  lost  it.  Pinned  to  it  was  another 
paper,  old  and  yellow.  Lovingly  he 
smoothed  out  the  wrinkles  and  leisurely 
read  it  over,  then  talked  audibly: 

"Dear  Mother!  Ramsey  and  me  didn't 
know  when  we  told  you  that  you'd  al- 
ways have  to  bake  gingerbread  for  us, 
that  you  had  already  baked  your  last. 
But  you  knew  it.  .  .  .  That's  the  last 
writin'  you  ever  done  .  .  .  Ramsey '11  be 
surprised  to  see  me,  Ramsey  will.  I  reck- 
on I  ought  not  to  have  started  this  long 
trip  trampin'  this  way.  Ramsey 'd  have 
sent  me  the  money  if  I'd  asked  him,  but 
I  didn't  want  to  ask.  Besides,  I  wanted  to 
see  for  myself  if  there  is  any  real  sinner  - 
lovin'  Christians  any  more — like  Mother 

(Continued   on   page   24) 
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Peace,  Be  Still 

Bruce  Cameron   Brown 

St.   Mark   4:37-41 

"Peace,    be    still!"    'twas    Jesus    speaking 

To  the  sea  of  Galilee, 
But  these  words  bring  peace  and  comfort 
To  the  likes  of  you  and   me. 

As  we're  sailing  on  life's  ocean, 
And  the  waves  of  care  roll  high, 

Let  us  call  upon  our  Captain, 
Send  a  message  to  the  sky. 

"Peace,   be  still!"  He  still  will  say  it 

To  the  storms  of  toil  and  strife, 
Though  we're  tossed  and  tried  and  tempt- 
ed, 
He  will  guide  the  bark  of  life! 

— Jesup,  Ga. 

The   Dawn   of  Another   Day 

Bruce  Cameron  Brown 

"How    dark   a   night!"   said   I, 

After  the  sun  was  gone. 
And  clouds  had  gathered  in   the  sky, 

And  I  felt  so  sad  and  alone. 

As  I  groped  along  to  stay  in  the  path, 
It  seemed  I  would  lose  the  way, 

But  I  had  forgotten  that  soon  would  come 
The  dawn  of  another  day. 

Just  then  a  light  shone  through  the  sky, 
And  the  darkness  and  clouds  had  fled, 

And  it  was  now  easy  to  walk  in  the  way 
Wherever   the   pathway   led. 

And  so,  dear  friend,  in  the  path  of  life 
Darkness  and  clouds  will  come, 

And   we   will   be   burdened   with   sorrow 
and  strife 
Till  we  reach  our  heavenly  home. 

So  don't   give   up   nor  be   dismayed 
No  matter  how  dark  the  way, 

Look  up  and  rejoice,  for  soon  will  come 
The   dawn  of   a   cloudless   day. 

Don't  Give  Up 

Grade  Elwood 

When  you're  on  the  road  to  glory, 
And  at  times  you  feel  discouraged, 

Don't  give  up. 
Press  along  a  little  harder, 
Soon  the  journey  will  be  over, 
You'll   be  glad  you  did   not   falter, 

Don't  give  up. 

When  old  Satan  tries  to  tempt  you, 
Look  to  Jesus,  He'll  defend  you, 

Don't  give  up. 
He  will  make  a  way  for  you, 
He  will  surely  take  you  through, 


If  you'll  trust  Him  and  be  true, 
And  don't  give  up. 

If  at  times  the  load  gets  heavy, 
Just  yoke  up  and  go  with  Jesus, 

Don't  give  up. 
Grit  your  teeth  and  be  determined 
To  hold  out   a   little  longer, 
Soon   the  battle  will  be  over, 

But  don't  give  up. 

If  you  pray  and  get  no  answer, 
Just  you  pray  a  little  harder, 

Don't  give  up. 
There    are   times   when    Satan   hinders, 
But  our  God  will   send   the   answer 
If  you  keep  right  on  believing,  and 

Don't  give  up. 

If  you  want  to  win   the  victory, 
"Forward  march"  must  be  your  watch- 
word. 

Don't  give  up. 
Jesus  never  lost  a  battle, 
He's  the  Captain   that   we  follow, 
He  will  make  us  more  than  conquerors, 
if  we 

Don't  give  up. 

If  our  Y.  P.  E.  doesn't  suit  you, 
Do  your  little  bit  and  boost  it, 

And  we  won't  give  up. 
If  we  do  the  best  we  can, 
Ask  no  more  from  any  man, 
Come  out  and  help  us  all  you  can,  and  we 

Won't  give  up. 

E'er  you  start  to  live  for  Jesus 
Satan's  snares  on  every  hand; 

Troubles,    trials    and    great    temptations. 
Our  dear  Savior  understands. 

Satan's  aim  is  to  defeat  us, 

Turn  us  from  the  way  of  right, 

But  the  Lord  in  tender  mercy 

Safely  leads  us  through  the  night. 

While   the   cross  seems  hard  to  carry, 
When   the   way's   so  long   and   dreary, 

If  we  have  our  faith  in  Jesus, 

We'll   find   comfort   always  near. 

As  we  think  of  Christ  on  Calvary, 
Suffered  death  to  make  a  way, 

Gives  us  strength  and  perseverance 
To  press  onward  every  day. 

This  old   world  in   turmoil  is  wandering 
Farther  and  farther  into  sin, 

But    some    glad    morning    we    shall    hear 
Him, 
"Come,  my  children,  enter  in." 

Friends,   let's   keep   our   minds   on   Jesus, 
Lest  without  we're  apt  to  stray, 

And  be  ready  to  go  meet  Him 
When  He  calls  for  us  that  day. 

— Houston  Roberts 


One  Who  Cares 

Jorene  Maney 
When  we  feel  so  lone  and  sad, 
Jesus   comes   and   makes  us   glad; 
And  through  all  our  trials  and  tears, 
He  is   the  one  who  always  cheers. 

He  died  on  Calvary's  cross 
To  save  us  from  our  loss, 
To  redeem  us  from  sin 
That  we  might  enter  in. 

Oh!  sinner,  meet  Him  at  the  altar  there, 
And   He   will   all  your   troubles  share, 
He  will   cleanse  your  heart   from  sin, 
And   give   you   peace   and   joy   within. 

If  you  will  only  let  Him  abide, 
He  will  always  stand  by  your  side, 
Even  when  you  cross  death's  foam, 
He  will  be  there  to  guide  you  home. 

— Canton,  N.  C. 

Make  the  World  a   Little   Better 

7.   W.   Taylor 
Struggle  on,   my  Christian  brother, 

Though  the  clouds  of  life  assail, 
Just    remember,    where    you    falter, 

That  God's  grace  can  never  fail. 
Spread   a   little  cheer  and  kindness 

As   you   journey   on   life's   road; 
Help    to   bear   some   other's   burden 

That's  grown  weary  with  the  load. 

Help  the  weak,   the  faint,  the  weary, 

With  a  handclasp  and  a  smile. 
It   will  make  some  life  much  brighter, 

Shorten  many  a  rugged  mile; 
Tell   poor   sinners   of   a   Savior, 

Who   can   make   them   glad   and   free, 
And  will  take  them  all  to  heaven, 

There    to    rest   eternally. 

So,  dear  Christians,  be  encouraged, 

For  the  time  will  not  be  long 
When  we'll   go  to  meet  our  Savior 

In   a    glad   rejoicing   throng, 
When  we  stand  before  the  judgment, 

When  at  last  our  race  is  run, 
How  we'll  shout  with  joy  and  gladness, 

When  we  hear  the  glad  "Well  done." 

A  Willing  Worker 

Hattie  V.  Stiefel 
I   want  to  live  for  Jesus, 

A  willing  worker  be, 
So  when  I  call  on  God's  dear  Son, 

He'll   always  answer  me. 

I'll   lend  my  hands   to  Jesus 

While   traveling  o'er  life's   way, 

So  I  will   do  no  evil 

While  I  am  at  work  or  play. 

I  know  that  He  will  keep  me 
From   sin's   dark   pathway   here, 

If  I  will  only  trust  Him 
And  never  doubt  or  fear. 

So  let  us  all  be  faithful 
And  work  while  it  is  day, 
For  soon  our  Lord   will   say,   "Enough," 
And   we   shall   pass   away. 
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MOUNTAIN  PEAKS  OF  EXPERIENCE  Price,   $1.00. 

THE  STORY°OF  MY  LIFE  Sally  Jo'  hy  Zenobia  Bird-  Price'  $L50' 

T  .  i  .    -.      „„_  Under  Whose  Wines,  by  Zenobia  Bird. 

Listen     young   people!    The   Y.P.E.   or  pric     $1>y0i 

person  who  sends  in  the  largest  number 
of  orders  for  Mountain  Peaks  of  Experi- 
ence  will    receive    a    nice    cash    prize    of 

$10.00.  We  must  have  another  500  orders  .M  HOLY   H 

to  pay  the  Publishing  House.  When  we 
reach  the  five  hundred  mark,  the  prize 
will  be  given.  Price  2  5c. 

Order   from    Alda   B.    Harrison,    290  5 
Parker  St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

"This   little   Book   I'd   rather   own, 

Recommended  Books  For  Your  Than  ail  the  gold  and  gems 

Library  That  e'er  in   monarchs'   coffers  shone, 

„       .        ,.         y~,.    i  Than    all    their    diadems." 

Books  for  Girls 
Twelve  Wonderful  Women,  price  75  c. 
The  Modern  Girl  Decides,   price    5  0c.  Bible   Readings   For  September 

A  Christian  Girl's  Problems,  price  5  0c.  Morning  Evening 

Inspirational  Books  Septl        Song  of  Sol.    1-4     Rom.    12 

Questing   Youth,   price    50c.  s  Song  of  Sol.   5-8     Rom.   13-14 

Thinking  Youth,  price  60c  &  j^      ^     RomlJ 

How  to  Win  Boys,   price   $1.00.  c     «    a  t    •  i.      ->    <■      t> 

tj    i     r       r  -J •       i      *•,  ™  Sep1-  4  Isaiah      3-5      Rom.    16 

Ideals  for  Earnest  Youth,    $1.00.  c    *    <•  t    •  i       ^  n      ■,  ^ 

'  Sept.    5  Isaiah     6-8      1  Cor.  1 

Study  Books  Sept    6  Isaiah   10_n    !  Q>r.  2-3 

Personal    Soul    Winning,      by     Evans,  Sept    7  Isaiah   u_u    !  Cor.  4 

price  2  5c  Sept    g  Isakh   H_n    lCor   5,6 

Great  Doctrines  of  the  Bible,  by  Evans,  Sept.   9  Isaiah   16-17   1  Cor.  7 

PnTce  V'50;  ,  ,  Sept.    10  Isaiah   18-19    1  Cor.  8 

Landmarks    in    Christian    History,    by  Sept.    „  Isa;ah  20.22    !  Cor>  9 

Henry  K.  Rowe    price   $1.25.  s  12  Isa;ah   23.24   j  Q>r<  1Q 

For  Poetry  Lovers  c-n  t    •  i.  *e  *-r  ■>  r*       *<■ 

_,  *  .  Sept.    13  Isaiah  25-27   1  Cor.  11 

The  Best  Loved  Poems  of  the  Amen-  Sept.   ,  4  Isaiah  2  8  _2  9   ,  Cor   j  2 . , } 

can  People  $1.74  Sept.   15  Isaiah  30-31    1  Cor.  14-15 

Poems  of  Pep  and  Point  for  Public  Sept.    16  Isaiah  32-33    1  Cor.  16 

Speakers,  by  Will  H.  Brown  __  1.00  Sept.   17  Isaiah  34-3  5   2  Cor.  1 

My  Life  and  the  Story  of  the  Gospel  Sept.   18  Isaiah  36-37  2  Cor.  2-3 

Hymns,  by  Ira  D.  Sankey  ...       _   1.00  Sept.    19  Isaiah  3  8-40  2  Cor.  4 

A       ,  Eichon  Sept.   20  Isaiah  41-42   2  Cor.  5 

At  the  Crossroads,  by  Minnie  E.  Lud-  Sept.   21  Isaiah  43-44  2  Cor.  6-7 

wig.  Price  $1.00.  Sept.   22  Isaiah  45-47  2  Cor.  8 

The  Girl  Who  Found  Herself,  by  Jack  Sept.   23  Isaiah  48-49   2  Cor.  9-10 

Lynn.  Price  50c.  Sept.   24  Isaiah   50-52   2  Cor.  11 

The  Pilot's  Voice,    by  Isabel    Byrum.  Sept.   25  Isaiah   53-55   2  Cor.  12-13 

Pnce  75c-  Sept.   26  Isaiah    56-58     Gal.   1 

Together  For  Good,  by  Ann  Harvey.  Sept.   27  Isaiah   59-60     Gal.   2 

Price  S1-00-  Sept.   28  Isaiah  61-63      Gal.   3 

One  More  Year,  by  Bertha  B.  Moore.  Sept.   29  Isaiah  64-66     Gal.  4 

Price  $1.00.  Sept.   30  Jer.      1-2        Gal.    5 

Blaze  Star,  by  Paul  Hutchins.      Price  

$1.00. 

The  Return  of  the  Tide,  by  Zenobia  Silver  Lining 

Bird.  Price,   $1.50.  A  book  of  57  beautiful  poems.  An  in- 

Though  He  Slay  Me,  by  Ella  M.  Noller.  expensive  gift  for  your  friend.  Price  2  5c. 
Price,  $1.00.  Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905  Park- 
To  These  Also,  by  Bertha  B.   Moore.  er  St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 
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Attention 

Have  you  ever  read  Thomas  Nelson's 
book,  "Home,  Health  and  Success"?  Do 
you  know  where  I  could  get  a  copy? — 
Mrs.  J.  A.  Clements,  Rt.  3,  Hazlehurst, 
Ga. 

NOTE:  Any  one  knowing  where  this 
book  can  be  obtained,  please  write  us. — 
Editor. 

Lighted   Pathway  Rating 

Sold  for 

August  Total 

Alabama  .._ .    954  10,505 

Arizona    98 

Arkansas    193  2,242 

California     .....               .     153  1,526 

Colorado     14  162 

Delaware 56  614 

Foreign    ....    247  3,807 

Florida    1,918  22,996 

Georgia    .....                ...4,169  3  5,802 

Iowa  70  448 

Idaho    70  791 

Illinois    43  8  6,248 

Indiana     15  5  1,705 

Kentucky             _. ....1,023  11,605 

Louisiana    287  2,875 

Kansas    118  986 

Maine  70  715 

Maryland    476  4,066 

Massachusetts  28  104 

Minnesota  56  526 

Michigan    305  2,928 

Mississippi    384  4,082 

Missouri   237  2,742 

Montana     98  882 

New    Hampshire 14 

Nebraska    98 

New   Jersey 70  764 

New  Mexico    86  1,047 

New  York  28  140 

North  Carolina  2,965  38,689 

North  Dakota   100  1,447 

Ohio     671  6,446 

Oklahoma    196  2,743 

Oregon  42  426 

Pennsylvania    658  6,707 

Rhode  Island  128 

South  Carolina  4,923  59,126 

South  Dakota  100  1,326 

Tennessee   2,149  21,439 

Texas   777  7,814 

Virginia    761  7,134 

Washington   _      84  872 

Washington,  D.  C 14  154 

West  Virginia   914  1,718 

Wyoming     14  168 

Special  Notice 

To  our  friends  whom  we  have  credited 
for  our  plays,  Silver  Lining  books  and 
Mountain  Peaks   of  Experience: 

We  are  wondering  if  you  could  not 
make  a  special  effort  to  send  in  your  re- 
mittance at  this  time  and  help  us  to  clear 
our  books  at  the  Publishing  House.  We 
will  appreciate  it  so  much  if  you  will  at- 
tend to  this  at  once. — Sincerely,  Alda  B. 
Harrison. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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Brother   Vereghese   of   South    India 

A  Letter  From  Sister  Cook,  Wife  of 
Overseer  of  India 

Beloved  Young  People  of  the  Church  of 

God: 

We  praise  the  Lord  for  keeping  us 
during  our  furlough  and  for  bringing  us 
safely  back  to  India.  We  had  a  very- 
blessed  time  at  our  annual  assembly 
which  was  held  last  month.  We  devote 
one  afternoon  to  missions  so  our  people 
who  come  from  far  and  near  may  know 
of  how  the  Lord  is  working  in  new  fields 
which  are  constantly  being  opened  to  us. 
We  had  representatives  from  the  Tamil 
and  Telegu  fields  tell  of  the  progress  of 
the  work  there.  Then  a  brother  named 
P.  V.  Vereghese  told  of  the  need  in  his 
field  called  Malabar.  He  lives  in  Calicut, 
which  is  about  200  miles  from  Travan- 
core.  He  spoke  of  his  desire  to  affiliate 
with  the  Church  of  God  and  also  of  his 
desire  for  workers  in  that  field,  saying, 
"You  will  not  need  to  learn  another  lan- 
guage, for  it  is  all  in  Malayalam." 

After  the  assembly,  he  wrote  to  us 
and  I  will  quote  from  his  letter. 

"After  appearing  for  the  school  final 
examination,  I  prayed  for  work  and  the 
Lord  wonderfully  answered.  I  met  the 
secretary  of  the  children's  mission  and 
he  asked  me  to  join  them  as  they  had  a 
vacancy  in  that  mission.  Thus  I  became 


an  evangelist  of  the  Children's  Special 
Service  Mission.  With  them  I  worked 
amongst  the  children  of  Travancore, 
Cochin  and  Malabar,  the  three  areas  where 
Malayalam  is  spoken. 

"During  this  time  God  was  dealing 
with  me  and  showed  me  that  I  should 
be  baptized  in  water,  so  in  1930  I  obeyed 
Him  in  this  way.  Because  of  this  my  serv- 
ices were  no  longer  required  by  the  chil- 
dren's mission.  I  began  to  work  independ- 
ently in  connection  with  a  small  group. 
For  several  years  the  Lord  has  been  deal- 
ing with  me  about  the  baptism  of  the 
Holy  Spirit,  but  the  group  I  worked  with 
did  not  believe  this  truth.  Recently  I 
had  the  blessed  privilege  of  attending  the 
convention  at  Kumbanad  in  Travancore. 
Here  I  was  led  to  a  greater  belief  in  the 
baptism  of  the  Holy  Spirit  by  hearing 
an  illiterate  sister  speak  in  English  un- 
der the  power  of  the  Spirit.  Now  I  am 
waiting  before  God  for  the  baptism  of 
the  Spirit  and  request  all  saints  to  re- 
member me  in  prayer. 

"Now  about  the  great  need  of  Malabar, 
where  I  have  been  privileged  to  work  for 
the  Lord  for  the  past  fourteen  years.  The 
total  population  is  about  5,000,000, 
which  is  only  about  5  00,000  less  than  the 
population  of  the  state  of  Travancore. 
The  only  mission  that  has  made  a  suc- 
cess here  is  the  Basel  mission  that  has  its 
headquarters  in  Germany.  It  is  estimated 
that  through  their  efforts  of  one  hun- 
dred years,  there  are  about  12,000  Chris- 
tians. This  means  that  only  one  in  about 
every  400   is   a   Christian. 

"In  Malabar  there  are  ten  taluks,  or 
counties,  and  these  are  divided  into  about 
500  smaller  divisions.  At  present  work 
is  being  carried  on  in  only  fifty  of  the 
divisions. — P.    V.   Vereghese." 

Brother  Cook  and  some  of  our  workers 
were  in  Calicut  some  years  ago  for  meet- 
ing with  a  view  to  making  the  work  per- 
manent but  circumstances  hindered  at 
that  time.  Now  we  believe  the  time  has 
come  to  enter  this  field,  and  praise  God 
because  it  is  another  open  door  for  the 
Church  of  God  to  enter.  A  few  weeks  ago 
we  sent  three  of  our  workers  there  to  get 
the  work  started.  Tarrying  meetings  and 
other  meetings  are  going  on  and  the  sick 
are  being  prayed  for.  One  woman  who 
had  been  unable  to  walk  for  over  three 
years  because  of  rheumatism  was  prayed 
for.  After  prayer  she  was  able  to  walk 
about  half  a  mile  and  the  next  day  came 
and  testified  of  her  healing.  Now  she 
and  her  family  are  tarrying  for  the  bap- 
tism of  the  Holy  Spirit.  We  ask  you  to 
pray   much   that   the  Lord   will   bless  in 


Calicut  and  throughout  Malabar,  also  that 
He  will  bless  in  our  Bible  School  which 
is  to  open  about  June  first  and  continue 
for  six  months.  Pray  that  the  Lord  will 
put  it  upon  the  hearts  of  some  of  the 
students  to  go  to  this  needy  field  and 
work  while  the  door  of  opportunity  is 
open.  May  the  Lord  bless  each  one  of  you 
is  our  prayer. — Bertha  N.  Cook,  Chen- 
gannur  P.  O.,  Travancore  State,  S.  India. 

A  welcome  speech  given  by  a  represent- 
ative of  the  Mount  Zion  Sunday  school 
at  the  welcome  meeting  for  Brother  and 
Sister  Cook: 

Respected  Chairman,  Ladies  and  Gentle- 
men: 

It  is  with  feelings  of  extreme  joy  that 
I  stand  here  on  this  occasion  in  behalf 
of  the  Sunday  school  students  to  extend 
a  hearty  welcome  to  our  beloved  father 
and  mother  in  Christ. 

Dear  father  and  mother!  We  remember 
pretty  well  the  day  when  we  bade  fare- 
well to  both  of  you;  it  was  with  deepest 
and  sincere  regret  that  we  bade  you  good- 
bye then.  Your  absence  from  our  midst, 
though  it  was  only  for  a  short  period, 
was  keenly  felt  by  one  and  all  of  us.  The 
news  of  the  outbreak  of  war  and  the  wan- 
ton destruction  of  ships  passing  to  and 
fro,  reached  us  soon  after  your  depar- 
ture. Then  we  fondly  hoped  and  sincerely 
wished  that  you  would  postpone  your 
journey  to  a  later  occasion.  We,  both  the 
church  and  others,  were  very  anxious 
about  you  when  the  bad  news  spread 
among  us.  At  last  good  news  reached  us 
that  you  were  safe  and  well  by  the  grace 
of  God  and  had  reached  your  homeland 
America  quite  safely.  Then  we  thanked 
God  for  having  guarded  you  on  your  way 
home.  Ever  since,  all  of  us  were  looking 
forward  to  seeing  you  again  and  the  news 
that  you  had  started  made  us  all  happy 
and  joyous.  We  all  prayed  that  He  might, 
in  His  infinite  mercy,  bestow  upon  you 
a  safe  journey  back  and  now  we  thank 
God  for  having  brought  you  again  in 
our  midst.  Your  twenty-five  years'  stay 
in  this  trying  climate  of  India  certainly 
affected  your  health  and  a  few  months 
stay  at  home  in  that  salubrious  climate 
of  your  homeland  was  an  absolute  ne- 
cessity to  recoup  your  health.  Now  that 
you  have  stayed  at  home  for  a  few 
months,  we  hope  that  your  health  has 
been  greatly  improved  and  that  you  have 
come  back  with  renewed  vigor  and  fresh- 
ness. 

You  are  the  good  angels  of  our  land. 
We  are  much  indebted  to  you  and 
we  express  our  sincere  thanks  to  you  for 
having  dared  to  face  the  risks  and  dan- 
gers of  a  journey  in  these  days  when  the 
scourge  of  war  is  not  yet  over.  We  know 
that  you  have  willingly  and  gladly  suf- 
fered all  these  difficulties  for  the  cause 

(Continued   on   page   24) 
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Contributions  by  Young  Writers 


Our  House  for  the  Lord 

Mrs.  Willie  C.  Waters 


"And  David  said,  Solomon  my  son  is 
young  and  tender,  and  the  house  that  is 
to  be  builded  for  the  Lord  must  be  ex- 
ceeding magnifical,  of  fame  and  of  glory 
throughout  all  countries:  I  will  therefore 
now  make  preparation  for  it.  So  David 
prepared  abundantly  before  his  death," 
1   Chron.   22:5. 

We  arc  thinking  tonight  of  King  David 
who  purposed  in  his  heart  to  build  a 
house  for  the  Lord. 

We  can  picture  him  before  our  eyes. 
His  head  already  blossomed  for  the  grave, 
perhaps  he  leaned  a  little  on  his  staff  as 
he  thought  of  building  a  house  for  the 
Lord.  But  the  word  of  the  Lord  forbade 
him  doing  so.  However,  King  David  was 
not  to  be  totally  disappointed,  for  he 
could  depend  upon  his  son  Solomon.  Truly 
God  would  not  fail  him.  Solomon  was  to 
be  a  man  of  peace  and  rest,  and  worthy 
to  build  the  house  for  the  Lord. 

!We  are  all  building  a  house  for  the 
Lord  if  we  are  moving-forward  Chris- 
tians. We  never  know  when  that  house 
will  be  finished.  We  need  to  be  faithful 
and  true,  and  very  careful  that  we  pur- 
chase first-class  material. 

Thrill  after  thrill  goes  through  my  soul 
as  we  think  of  our  large  number  of  Y.  P. 
E's  which  are  filling  the  Church  of  God 
today,  many  of  them  building  houses  for 
the  Lord. 

Sister  Harrison,  you  should  be  very 
proud  of  their  buildings  because  you  have 
had  a  great  part  in  helping  them  to  lay 
a  safe  foundation. 

Young  people,  you  are  indeed  like  Solo- 
mon, young  and  tender.  Help  other  young 
people  around  you  to  see  there  is  joy  in 
serving  Jesus.  Give  others  a  smile  all  along 
life's  way. 

We  see  so  many  young  people  going  on 
in  sin.  Some  day  if  they  do  not  find 
Jesus  their  hearts  will,  no  doubt,  become 
calloused  and  hardened  with  sin  and  they 
will  be  very  hard  to  reach. 

How  glad  you  should  be  that  Jesus 
saved  you  before  you  reached  such  a  ter- 
rible state. 

At  the  age  of  eighteen  I  was  just  a 
poor,  lost,  worldly  girl  when  a  member  of 
the  Y.  P.  E.  at  Greenville,  S.  C,  invited 
me  out  to  service.  That  night  Jesus  glo- 
riously saved  my  soul.  I  shall  never  forget 
some  of  those  who  prayed  with  me  that 
night.  Neither  will  I  forget  the  en- 
deavor as  a  whole,  they  are  the  ones  who 
helped  me  to  lay  a  sure  foundation.  Some 
of  the  dear  saints  have  already  covered 
the  top,  painted  the  building  in  a  very 
bright  color  and  have  already  presented  it 


before  the  Lord.  Others  are  still  building. 
God  bless  them  all  for  they  prayed  and 
helped  me  through  my  early  months  of 
building. 

Now,  dear  friends,  I  am  in  my  late 
twenties  but  I  am  still  building.  We  have 
lived  in  many  places  but  we  have  con- 
tinued to  build  wherever  we  chanced  to 
be.  Many  times  we  have  failed  to  get  our 
planks  exactly  even  but  we  have  removed 
them  and  placed  them  right  because  the 
house  of  the  Lord  must  be  indeed  mag- 
nificent.  Let  us  keep  building. 

"Now  set  your  heart  and  your  soul  to 
seek  the  Lord  your  God;  arise  therefore, 
and  build  ye  the  sanctuary  of  the  Lord 
God,"   1   Chron.   22:19b. 

First  Steps 

Estel  J.   Dash 

Tn  the  days  of  old  there  lived  in  China 
a  man  endowed  with  great  wisdom,  Con- 
fucius by  name,  and  he  was  very  apt  at 
wrapping  great  truths  in  small  packages, 
called  epigrams.  And  true  to  all  Oriental 
customs,  he  said  these  very  backwardly, 
or  at  least  it  seems  so  to  us,  but  never- 
theless they  were  true  as  true  could  be, 
and  many  of  them  might  be  of  profit  to 
us  if  we  took  them  seriously  enough. 

One  of  his  sayings  in  particular  seemed 
to  stick  in  my  mind  with  a  tenacitv  eaual 
to  the  proverbial  bolt  in  the  tar  bucket, 
and  that  is  this,  "A  thousand-mile  journey 
begins  with  one  step."  This  is  not  from 
the  Word  of  God,  but  oh,  how  true  it  is 
if  we  would  only  analyze  the  statement 
a  little! 

THE  WORLD  WAS  MADE 

God  required  only  one  day  to  beein  the 
great  work  of  creating  the  earth  and  all 
that  is  in  it,  in  fact,  the  very  first  second 
of  the  period  of  creation  started  a  great 
work  in  human  lives,  worlds,  plants,  and 
animals.  All  this  began  with  the  first  step 
of  creation. 

THE  CALL  OF  ABRAM 
was  another  great  event  that  began  with 
the  expenditure  of  only  one  single  step 
from  the  Creator,  and  He  called  one  man 
who  was  to  be  the  progenitor  of  an  en- 
during race  of  chosen  people,  called  to 
be  the  chosen  of  Jehovah!  "And  through 
thee  shall  all  the  nations  of  the  earth  be 
blest!"  began  with  the  call,  "Get  thee  out 
from  among  thy  kindred  and  from  thy 
father's  house  into  a  land  which  I  will 
show  thee.  And  it  shall  be  unto  thee  and 
thy  seed  for  an  inheritance  forever." 
Abram  took  one  step  to  begin  to  stand 
upon  the  promise  of  God,  and  throughout 
endless  generations  will  be  called  the 
Father  of  the  faithful. 


THE  CHILDREN  OF  ISRAEL 
took  one  step  on  that  memorable  night 
after  they  had  eaten  of  the  passover  and 
the  angel  of  death  had  passed  through 
the  land,  and  ended  up  in  that  haven  of 
rest  promised  unto  their  father,  the  pa- 
triarch Abraham!  Their  journey  through 
the  Red  Sea  began  with  only  one  step. 

THE  APOSTLE  PETER 
took  only  one  step  to  begin  his  memorable 
walk  upon  the  waves  of  the  sea,  and  with 
one  single  doubt   he  began   to  sink. 

JUDAS   ISCARIOT 
began  his  career  of  greed  and  deception 
with  one  little  seed  of  desire  for  temporal 
things  and   wound   up  a   suicide! 
THE  APOSTLE  PAUL 
began   his   never-to-be-forgotten    journey 
to  Damascus  with  a  single  step,  and  the 
consequences   were   that   he   had   a    great 
change    of    heart       through    the    mighty 
power  of  God.  His  journeys  to  Jerusalem 
and   to   Rome   were   begun    with   only   a 
single  step,  but  the  events  that  transpired 
there  will  never  be  forgotten  as  long  as 
the  Word  of  God  is  read. 

ALL  THESE  GREAT  THINGS 
are  given  to  prove  the  fact  that  the  be- 
ginning is  vastly  more  important 
than  the  end,  because  the  beginning 
comes  first  and  if  we  make  the  proper 
step  to  begin  with  we  will  not  have  to 
retrace  our  steps  in  sorrow  and  despair  in 
the  end  and  find  that  we  have  traveled 
too  long  on  the  downward  road  and  there 
is  no  longer  a  first  step  for  us  to  take  in 
the  upward  direction! 

AS  A  SMALL  BOY 
my  father  would  advise  me  thus,  "Son, 
don't  take  the  first  drink  and  you  shall 
never  be  bothered  with  the  second."  If 
more  of  our  fathers  and  mothers  could 
see  the  great  truth  hidden  in  that  short 
sentence  of  only  fifteen  words,  and  teach 
their  children  likewise  there  would  be 
fewer  drunkards,  harlots,  dope  fiends, 
gamblers,  thieves,  murderers,  and  last  but 
not  least,  contrary,  the  greatest,  sinners. 

IF  THE  MOTHERS 
would  advise  their  daughters  not  to  in- 
dulge in  the  first  dance,  the  first  petting 
party,  the  first  cigarette,  the  first  bottle 
of  beer,  the  first  batch  of  makeup  on 
their  faces,  there  would  be  fewer  name- 
less children  to  roam  the  world  like  Ish- 
mael,  with  every  man's  hand  against 
them.  There  would  be  a  much  smaller 
population  in  the  red  light  districts  of 
our  cities.  There  would  be  fewer  of  those 
destroyers  of  virtue  and  honor,  called 
dance  halls  and  beer  gardens.  There  would 
be  fewer  automobiles  parked  along  the 
dark  places  along  the  highways.  Our  jails 
would  have  room  to  spare  and  our  crime 
expense  would  diminish  like  the  snow 
before  the  sunshine. 

(Continued  on  page  26) 


[Page  18] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


DAILY  VACATION  BIBLE  SCHOOL  GROUP  AT  ALABAMA  CITY,  ALABAMA 


This  school  was  taught  by  Sister  Beatrice  Dodson   and  a  full  account  will  be  given  in  the  next  issue. 


TEXAS  MOVES  FORWARD — On  the  state  campground  in  the  little 
city  of  Weatherford,  Texas,  this  nice  modern  home  has  been  constructed 
for  the  use  of  the  state  superintendent  of  Y.  P.  E's  and  Sunday  schools  of 
the  Lone  Star  state. 

These  auxiliaries  have  made  great  progress  this  year,  for  which  we  are 
indeed  glad.  Texas  is  moving  on  and  you  can  expect  to  hear  more  about 
our  progress  in  the  wide  open  spaces  of  beautiful  Texas. 

The  people  of  Texas  are  coming  to  the  Assembly  to  bring  back  the 
national  banner. — Rev.  Vessie  H.  Hargrove,  superintendent,  Weatherford, 
Texas. 


How  to  Conduct  a    Daily    Vacation 
Bible  School 

You  will  appreciate  our  new  book  for 
your  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School.  It  is 
filled  with  splendid  material. 

This  book  is  good  for  your  Junior  Y. 
P.  E.  and  should  be  in  every  home  where 
there  are  children.  Price,  75c.  Order 
from  the  Church  of  God  Publishing 
House,  Cleveland,  Term. 

Am   I  Guilty? 

As  we  read  about  the  Savior 

And  the  holy  life  He  lived, 
As  He  grew  in  constant  favor 

Both  with  God  and  with  the  world: 
Our  hearts  are  turned  to  sorrow 

'Bout  His  death  upon  the  cross, 
And  we  sometimes  speak  with  horror 

Of  the  ones  who  were  the  cause. 

Was  it  only  King  and  Roman? 

Are  these  men  alone  to  blame? 
There  are  many  men  this  moment 

Who  are  putting  Christ  to  shame. 
Not  alone  by  cruel  soldier, 

Has  our  Savior  bled  and  died; 
Not  alone  by  nation's  ruler, 

Even  now  He's  crucified. 

— M.  E.  Dctferlinc. 


September,  1941 
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AFTER  THE   REVIVAL,   WHAT? 

Rev.   R.  R.  Walker 

There  are  many  protracted  meetings  at 
our  churches  but  few  revivals.  After  a 
revival  there  are  many  things  to  consid- 
er and  do  if  we  want  our  church  to  be  a 
successful  church. 

The  first  desire  would  be  for  the  origi- 
nal members  of  the  church  to  keep  the 
revival  zeal  in  their  lives,  making  them  as 
eager  to  see  souls  saved  in  the  regular 
services  as  they  were  in  the  revival. 

The  second  important  step  would  be 
to  so  arrange  the  services  that  the  new 
converts  would  be  led  to  take  an  active 
part.  (Active  Christians  do  not  have  time 
to  listen  to  Satan.) 

The  responsibilities  of  the  older  Chris- 
tians in  the  church  are  great  at  all  times, 
but  after  a  revival  doubly  so.  "Am  I  my 
brother's  keeper?"  some  may  ask.  You 
may  not  be  able  to  keep  your  brother  or 
sister  in  the  straight  and  narrow  way,  but 
if  you  will  walk  humbly  and  worthily 
before   them    they   are   easily   led   aright. 

The  revival  is  over!  What  am  I  going 
to  do  as  a  Christian?  Work  as  never  be- 
fore to  help  someone  each  day  to  be  a 
better  Christian  and  to  show  to  the  world 
by  my  everyday  conversation  and  walk 
that  I  am  worthy  of  the  name,  "Chris- 
tian." 

Brother  Y.  P.  E.  superintendent  and 
Sunday  school  worker,  see  that  all  is  done 
that  is  possible  to  enlist  the  young  con- 
verts in  the  various  departments  of  the 
church.  Give  them  work  to  do  and  they 
will   continue  happy  Christians. 

But  oh,  wouldn't  it  be  easy  to  pastor 
a  church  where  all  the  members  were  de- 
termined to  help  live  and  work  in  unity 
for  the  advancement  of  the  church? 
Brother  Pastor,  to  get  this  church  and 
keep  it,  there  are  some  things  you  will 
need  to  do. 

God  needs  a  man,  a  called  man,  con- 
secrated, smart  man  (not  lazy),  a  leader, 
not  a  driver,  to  unite  the  church  under 
the  leadership  of  the  Holy  Ghost  and  feed 
them  on  the  Word  of  God  seasoned  with 
love  until  the  surrounding  communities 
see  the  unity  and  love  that  exists  in  your 
church. 

After  the  revival,  what  then?  Work! 
Work!  Work!  This  is  not  the  time,  pastor, 
for  you  to  go  to  your  brother's  church 
in  another  state  or  even  in  your  home 
state  and  give  him  a  revival.  Your  duty, 
your  responsibility  is  in  your  church.  God 
is  looking  to  you  to  care  for  the  newly- 
born  babes  that  He  has  given  you  to 
"bring  up  in  the  nurture  and  admonition 


of  the  Lord." 

I  believe  it  just  as  foolish  for  a  pastor 
to  leave  his  church  after  a  revival  as  it 
would  be  to  leave  a  group  of  children 
playing  on  the  bank  of  a  deep  river.  God 
is  expecting  much  out  of  us.  If  we  fail, 
God  fails.  The  revival  spirit  subsides; 
Christians  go  back  into  the  world  seek- 
ing for  something  that  will  please  or  stim- 
ulate the  will  into  submission. 

Keep  the  revival  spirit  in  your  church 
and  the  devil  won't  have  room  to  come  in 
and  sow  seed  of  worldliness  and  discord. 
"Work  while  it  is  day,  for  the  night  Com- 
eth when  no  man  can  work." 

AFTER  THE  REVIVAL,    WHAT? 

Rev.  E.  J.  Boehmer 

For  a  few  minutes  let  us  take  a  retro- 
spective view  of  our  Christian  lives  and 
once  more  meditate  upon  the  revival  dur- 
ing which  we  become  children  of  God. 
How  glorious  it  was  when  we  came  from 
the  darkness  of  the  world  into  the  light 
of  the  fellowship  of  Christ  and  for  the 
first  time  in  sincerity,  addressed  God  as 
our  Father  and  realized  that  He  was  our 
God  and  that  He  cared  for  us!  How  hap- 
py we  were  that  night  when  first  we  real- 
ized that  our  sins  were  blotted  out  and 
that  our  names  were  really  written  in 
heaven!  We  could  hardly  believe  it  was 
true,  yet  the  thought  thrilled  us  with 
love  for  our  God.  But  after  the  revival 
there  were  temptations  and  trials.  Per- 
haps it  would  be  well  for  us  to  think  of 
some  of  them,  too,  and  see  how  God 
helped  us  to  overcome,  even  when  it 
seemed  we  were  surely  failing  and  slipping 
back  into  darkness. 

The  revival  was  brought  about  by  the 
untiring  efforts  of  the  praying  people  of 
the  church  and  the  ministry  of  the  gos- 
pel. The  consecrated  lives  of  Christians 
will  never  fail  to  have  influence  upon  the 
unsaved,  and  God  will  never  cease  to  hear 
the  cries  of  the  righteous.  God  is  near  ev- 
ery one  of  us  (for  in  Him  we  live  and 
move  and  have  our  being),  and  there 
comes  a  time  in  the  lives  of  everyone 
when  the  voice  of  God  is  heard  calling 
His  people  to  Him.  Frequently  it  is  dur- 
ing revivals  when  His  voice  is  heard 
most  audibly.  Whether  rich  or  poor,  de- 
spised or  honored,  each  individual  will 
hear  His  voice;  therefore,  the  Christian 
may  be  assured  those  for  whom  he  is 
praying  will  have  an  opportunity  to  know 
God  if  only  they  will  heed  His  voice. 

During  the  revival  we  became  children 
of  God — babes  in  Christ.  We  had  for- 
saken the  world  and  the  things  that  we 


once  loved,  and  to  us  all  things  were  new. 
We  were  weak  and  needed  the  sincere 
milk  of  the  Word,  not  strong  meat — the 
food  for  a  full  grown  man.  To  us  the 
way  was  new,  and  we  needed  instruc- 
tions. We  were  in  life's  school,  and  there 
was  so  much  to  be  learned.  Sometimes  we 
made  mistakes  and  had  to  be  corrected. 
Ofttimes  it  seemed  that  we  had  failed  and 
that  there  was  no  use  to  try  to  go  and 
follow  Christ.  In  despair  we  sometimes 
looked  backward  to  the  world.  It  was 
then  that  we  learned  to  appreciate  our 
pastor,  our  spiritual  father.  With  patience 
and  love  he  encouraged  us,  when  we  al- 
most fainted,  to  press  on  and  made  us 
realize  that  we  were  as  babes  learning  to 
walk  and  that  even  though  sometimes  we 
stumbled  and  fell,  God  still  cared  for  us 
and  wanted  us  to  keep  on  following  Him 
and  not  turn  back  into  darkness. 

Thus,  inspired  by  our  pastor,  we 
learned  to  trust  God  through  apparent 
failure,  and  through  whatever  came.  We 
praised  God  through  our  joys  and  victo- 
ries, and  we  learned  to  praise  Him  even 
while  we  were  yet  struggling  for  vic- 
tory over  our  temptations. 

Our  Lord  realized  the  need  of  the 
young  in  Christ  and  admonished  Peter  to 
feed  His  lambs.  The  work  of  the  evan- 
gelist in  leading  the  lost  to  Christ  is,  in- 
deed, great;  but  important,  too,  is  the 
work  of  the  pastor  in  encouraging  the 
young,  stumbling  child  of  God,  breaking 
to  its  hungry  heart  the  bread  of  life,  and 
instructing  it  in  the  way  of  righteousness 
until  it  can  grow  in  grace  and  can  be 
established  in  the  Word  of  God.  The  re- 
sponsibility of  the  spiritual  father  is 
great.  He  is  to  the  Christians  of  today 
what  Moses  and  Samuel  were  to  the  peo- 
ple of  God  centuries  ago,  never  ceasing 
to  pray  for  them  and  leading  them  in  the 
way  they  should  go.  At  times  it  is  his 
necessity  and  duty  to  give  correction,  but 
he  must  do  it  with  love  and  patience, 
realizing  that  the  tiny  seed  sprung  up  in 
the  Christian's  heart  cannot  grow  over- 
night into  a  great  tree.  Daily  he  gives  to 
those  entrusted  into  his  care  instructions 
in  the  Word  of  God,  line  upon  line,  pre- 
cept upon  precept  until  they  can  be- 
come established.  Their  interests  are  al- 
ways foremost  in  his  thoughts. 

Paul  said  to  the  Corinthians,  "I  have 
you  in  my  heart,  I  wrote  to  you  with 
many  tears,  I  long  to  see  you  that  I  may 
impart  unto  you  ..."  He  loved  them 
and  realizing  that  their  trials  were  great, 
longed  to  help  them  bear  their  burdens 
and  overcome  their  temptations.  He  bore 
with  the  weak  and  in  need  did  not  turn 
them  away.  When  it  becomes  necessary 
for  the  spiritual  father  to  chastize  those 
in  his  care,  he  does  it  for  their  good  and 
uses  the  rod  of  love.  Paul  always  recog- 
nized the  good  in  his  followers  and  knew 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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PROGRAM  OUTLINE 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo- 
ments of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service  which  should  follow  more  impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  th« 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead,  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  to  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let   us  bear   this   in   mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son   Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
unless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
It  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians  who    can    always    be    depended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
they  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come   to    the   altar   of   prayer  and   accept  Christ. 

Study  To  Be  An  Approved  Workman 

Esther  Holland 

Scripture:  2  Tim.  2:15,  "Study  to 
shew  thyself  approved  unto  God,  a  work- 
man that  needeth  not  to  be  ashamed, 
rightly  dividing  the  word  of  truth." 

Paul  with  all  his  scholastic  ability,  re- 
alized in  writing  jto  Timothy  that  there 
was  something  far  more  necessary  to 
please  God  than  "book  learning."  He  must 
have  reviewed  the  years  he  had  spent  in 
the  desert  shut  away  from  the  world,  yet 
shut  in  with  God  and  the  gospel  of  grace 
being  imparted  unto  him,  he  must  have 
suffered  again  the  stripes  which  had  been 
awarded  him  by  his  enemies;  then,  the 
many  perils  through  which  he  had  passed; 
and  now  he  writes  these  exhorting  words 
to  his  son  in  the  gospel.  From  his  rich 
experiences  with  God,  he  knew  some  of 
the  things  that  were  necessary  to  make 
Timothy  an  approved  workman  for  God. 
Let  us  notice  here  that  Paul  was  interest- 
ed in  the  fact  that  Timothy  was  to  be  an 
approved  workmen,  too.  What  a  lesson  for 
the  ministry!  "Ye  have  not  chosen  me, 
but  I  have  chosen  you,  and  ordained  you, 
that  ye  should  go  and  bring  forth  fruit, 
and  that  your  fruit  should  remain  .  .  ." 
John  H:16.  People  specialize  in  other 
things,  why  not  specialize  in  gospel  work? 


Teachers  prepare  themselves  specifically 
for  a  certain  work;  electricians  study  the 
subject  thoroughly;  farmers  study  the 
soil  and  its  production;  physicians  study 
diseases  and  their  remedies,  etc.,  and  there 
are  "stars"  here  and  there  for  the  world, 
now  let  us  heed  Paul's  warning  or  exhor- 
tation to  Timothy  and  study  to  become 
approved   workmen  for  God.  How? 

What  Does  the  Book  Say? 

If  it  were  concerning  any  other  sub- 
ject, we  would  naturally  say  to  learn 
what  the  textbook  has  to  say  about  it, 
but  when  it  comes  to  the  Bible,  it  is  often 
thought  that  there  is  so  much  to  learn 
there  that  it  is  a  physical  impossibility.  I 
grant  you  that,  but  that  is  its  purpose 
here.  God  told  men  under  the  law  that 
they  should  talk  about  it  as  they  walked 
by  the  way  and  as  they  sat  by  their  fire- 
sides and  it  should  be  written  in  their 
foreheads,  that  they  might  keep  their 
minds  refreshed  with  the  Word  which 
was  then  the  way  of  life.  If  the  law 
(which  was  spoken  by  angels,  Hebrews 
2:2)  was  so  important,  what  about  the 
words  of  the  Son  of  man?  "But  how  can 
I  study  my  Bible  to  get  something  out  of 
it?"  someone  asks.  That  is  a  great  trouble 
with  numbers  today  and  many  become 
discouraged  because  they  cannot  under- 
stand everything  as  it  is  written  and  soon 
discontinue  the  study  altogether.  Let  me 
suggest  that  you  take  your  concordance 
and  select  a  subject  and  then  follow  it  up, 
taking  into  consideration  the  setting  of 
each  scripture  to  which  the  concordance 
refers,  and  it  won't  be  long  until  we  find 
there  is  a  connecting  link  somewhere 
which  seems  to  open  our  eyes  and  we  are 
made  to  see  the  wonderful  truths  which 
are  hidden  there  for  us.  Read  your  Bible 
systematically,  not  just  a  chapter  at  ran- 
dom without  any  thought  as  to  purpose, 
just  to  say  that  you  have  read  something 
that  day.  You  will  soon  find  that  real 
Bible  study  will  be  a  daily  food  you  can- 
not do  without. 

What  Does  Nature  As  a  Whole  Say 
About  It? 

On  every  hand  we  see  something  that 
tells  us  there  is  a  source  of  life  unseen  to 
the  natural  eye  from  which  all  trees, 
plants  and  vegetation  receive  a  supply. 
In  the  flowers  we  see  beauty,  color,  odd 
and  unusual  formations;  some  grow  on 
the  end  of  the  stem,  others  grow  along 
the  stem  for  several  inches;  some  are 
round,  some  long  trumpet-shaped;  and 
there  are  a  number  of  varieties,  both  wild 
and  cultivated.  But  then  there  is  some- 
thing about  them  which  we  cannot  see, 
yet  we  know  it  is  there  for  we  can  smell 


it,  the  sweet  fragrance,  something  hidden 
from  men's  view — what  is  it?  GOD!  He 
clothes  them  with  His  own  grace  and  we 
see  in  them  God's  sense  of  beauty.  Look  at 
the  beautiful  furniture  in  the  great  furni- 
ture stores,  the  fine  grained  wood,  beauty 
which  is  never  seen  except  by  God  until 
the  death  of  the  tree.  How  like  this  is 
the  Christian's  life!  The  life  of  the  old 
must  die  in  order  that  the  beauty  may 
appear.  There  is  also  something  about  the 
true  Christian  which  we  cannot  see,  but 
we  can  feel  it  when  in  his  presence,  just 
as  we  smell  the  fragrance  of  the  sweet 
flowers.  Then  the  vegetation  flourishes 
with  the  showers  and  when  the  drouth 
comes  the  colors  change  and  the  natural 
eye  can  behold  the  lack  of  moisture. 
When  we  see  the  Christian's  smile  wan- 
ing, there  is  a  great  need  of  a  refreshing 
shower.  For  everything  God  has  given  us 
in  the  natural,  there  is  a  parallel  in  the 
spiritual.  We  could  name  a  number  of 
things  as  those  above  which  would  show 
us  the  hand  of  God.  Look  at  the  moun- 
tains and  valleys,  were  it  not  for  the 
valleys  there  would  be  no  mountains;  yet 
when  we  go  through  the  valleys  of  suffer- 
ing here  we  seem  to  forget  that  that  is 
the  way  to  the  top  of  the  next  mountain. 
God  speaks  to  us  through  the  nature  be- 
fore us  each  day. 

What  Does  the   Still   Small  Voice   Say? 

"Rise  and  eat"  were  the  words  spoken 
to  Elijah  and  he  arose  and  ate  unto  the 
third  time  and  then  went  upon  the 
strength  of  that  meat  forty  days,  but  he 
went  to  the  Mount  of  God.  Then  our 
message  is  to  rise  from  our  unbelief  to 
faith  in  God;  rise  from  doubt  and  fear 
to  full  trust  in  Him;  rise  from  selfishness 
to  unselfishness  in  Him;  rise  from  weak- 
ness to  strength  in  Him;  rise  from  poverty 
to  His  riches;  rise  from  "gimme"  to 
"praises;"  the  fully  consecrated  life  is  the 
one  which  hears  the  voice  of  God.  It  is 
when  we  are  alone  in  prayer  that  He  re- 
veals Himself  unto  us;  it  is  when  we  seek 
Him  with  all  our  heart  that  we  find  Him; 
it  is  when  we  are  emptied  of  self  and  the 
world  that  we  are  filled  with  Him;  it  is 
when  we  take  our  eyes  from  our  fellow 
man  and  look  up  that  we  see  Him;  it  is 
when  we  set  our  minds  on  things  above 
that  our  thoughts  are  made  pure  and 
holy;  it  is  when  we  see  Him  in  His  holi- 
ness that  we  partake  of  that  holiness;  it  is 
when  we  drop  this  robe  of  sin  that  we 
put  on  the  robe  of  righteousness;  it  is 
when  our  ears  are  closed  to  the  things  of 
the  world  and  the  faults  of  our  brother 
that  we  hear  His  words;  it  is  when  we 
tarry  long  that  He  draws  near  unto  us; 
it  is  when  we  place  our  hand  in  His  that 
He  guides  us  along  the  way;  it  is  when 
our  hearts  are  hushed  to  the  outside  world 
that  we  hear  the  still  small  voice.  In 
prayer,  praise,  supplication,  thanksgiving, 
love,    communion   with   Him,   He   is   re- 
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vealed  to  us.  Praise  to  His  precious  name! 
What  Do  We  Say? 

One  says,  "Oh,  if  I  only  knew  the  bless- 
ing was  for  mc."  Another  says,  "I  just 
can't  seem  to  have  the  necessary  faith." 
Another,  "So-and-so  does  not  have  the 
trouble  I  have  or  she  couldn't  go 
through,"  but  there  is  another  who  says, 
"By  thy  grace,  Lord,  I'll  go  where  you 
want  me  to  go;  I'll  say  what  you  want 
mc  to  say;  I'll  be  what  you  want  me  to 
be,"  and  the  grace  of  God  is  showered 
down  and  the  blessing  comes.  Let  us  be 
that  one  like  Isaiah,  "Here  am  I,  Lord, 
send  mc."  Our  yieldedness  or  refusing  to 
yield  unto  God  determines  our  reception 
of  the  blessings  He  has  provided.  Our 
attitude  and  response  tell  God  whether 
we  are  willing  to  be  a  workman  for  Him. 
The  heart  who  is  willing  to  do  the  above 
and  endeavor  to  see  God  in  everything  is 
the  one  who  will  become  an  approved 
workman,  but  the  one  who  is  not  willing 
to  become  lowly  and  humble  and  deny 
self  of  the  world  and  its  glories,  will  never 
become  an  approved  workman.  He  is  the 
one  who  will  be  as  sounding  brass  and  a 
tinkling  cymbal  in  his  testimony  or  his 
sermon  or  his  prayer  or  his  song.  Yes, 
it  doesn't  come  on  a  bed  of  ease,  but  by 
the  complete  surrender  to  God  and  the 
efforts  to  learn  the  secret  things  of  God 
and  to  do  His  will  regardless  of  the  price 
involved.  WILL  YOU  BECOME  AN 
APPROVED  WORKMAN? 


The  Wonders  of  God's  Grace 

Alda  B.  Rankin  McClendon 
Scripture  Lesson:  Eph.  2 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

"For  by  grace  are  ye  saved  through 
f.ith;  and  that  not  of  yourselves:  it  is 
the  gift  of  God." 

With  skepticism  all  about  us  and  so 
many  doctrines  and  teachings  given  out 
to  deceive  the  very  elect,  if  it  were  pos- 
sible, it's  certainly  important  that  we  look 
into  the  Word  of  God  to  know  the  truth 
concerning  our  salvation.  We  learn  from 
the  scripture  that  there  will  be  many  who 
will  say,  "Lord,  Lord,  have  we  not  proph- 
esied in  thy  name?  and  in  thy  name  have 
cast  out  devils?  and  in  thy  name  done 
many  wonderful  works?  And  then  will  I 
profess  unto  them,  I  never  knew  you:  de- 
part from  me,  ye  that  work  iniquity," 
Matt.   7:22,   23. 

It  seems  there  could  be  nothing  sadder 
or  more  heart-breaking  than  to  think 
we  were  ready  to  meet  the  Lord  and  after 
it  is  too  late  to  make  preparation,  to  find 
out  the  door  had  been  shut,  and  we  were 
left  out.  Just  to  think  part  of  our  loved 
ones  and  friends  were  ready  and  had  en- 
tered into  the  joys  of  the  Lord,  but  the 
door  had  been  shut  and  we  were  left  out 
to  ^pend  eternity  with  all  the  vile  and  sin- 
ful, with  never  a  ray  of  hope  to  shine 


across  our  pathway.  This  is  truly  a  sad 
picture  but  this  does  not  need  to  be  so 
with  us,  if  we  will  but  accept  the  grace 
of   Cod. 

What  Is  Grace? 

Webster  gives  the  definition  of  grace 
as  the  free,  unmerited  favor  and  love  of 
God.  How  true  it  is  that  we  do  not  merit 
the  favor  and  love  of  God,  "For  all  of  us 
have  sinned  and  come  short  of  the  glory 
of  God,"  Rom.  3:23.  It  is  certainly  true 
that  we  cannot  merit  a  home  in  heaven 
by  our  works,  for  in  Isa.  64:6  we  have 
these  words,  "But  we  are  all  as  an  unclean 
thing,  and  all  our  righteousnesses  are  as 
filthy  rags."  And  again  in  Eph.  2:9  we 
are  told  that  we  are  not  saved  by  works, 
lest  any  man  should  boast. 

All  of  us  have  been  placed  on  the  same 
level,  and  that  as  sinners,  and  all  of  us 
must  come  the  same  way  for  our  salva- 
tion. The  very  best  moral  person  living 
will  be  placed  on  the  left  hand  with  the 
most  immoral  and  degenerate  unless  he 
accepts  the  grace  of  God.  Each  one  who 
refuses  God's  atoning  blood  for  his  salva- 
tion will  be  lost.  We  need  not  be  lost, 
"For  God  so  loved  the  world,  that  he 
gave  his  only  begotten  Son,  that  whoso- 
ever believeth  in  him  should  not  perish, 
but  have  everlasting  life. 

How  Do  We  Receive  Grace? 

The  scripture  for  our  lesson  gives  the 
answer  to  this  question.  "For  by  grace 
are  ye  saved  through  faith;  and  that  not 
of  yourselves:  it  is  the  gift  of  God."  We 
must  receive  grace  as  a  gift,  for  grace  is  a 
gift  of  God  and  has  already  been  paid 
for  on  Calvary.  When  someone  gives  us  a 
gift  we  don't  try  to  pay  him  for  it.  If 
we  paid  him  for  it  we  couldn't  call  it  a 
gift.  We  accept  the  gift  he  gives  us  and 
thank  him  for  it.  That  is  exactly  the 
way  we  must  receive  our  salvation.  So 
accept  this  gift  of  God,  the  salvation  of 
your  soul,  and  thank  Him  for  this  gift 
He  has  given  you  so  freely. 

Someone  may  say,  "I'm  not  worthy  of 
this  gift,  for  I'm  an  awful  sinner."  None 
of  us  are  worthy,  but  God  says,  Whoso- 
ever will,  let  him  come,  and  also  tells  us 
that  He  is  no  respecter  of  person.  In  Isa. 
1:18  we  have  these  words,  "Come  now, 
and  let  us  reason  together,  saith  the 
Lord:  though  your  sins  be  as  scarlet,  they 
shall  be  as  white  as  snow;  though  they 
be  red  like  crimson,  they  shall  be  as 
wool." 

We  have  the  privilege  of  accepting  or 
rejecting  God's  gift  to  us.  Suppose  we 
were  in  poverty  and  our  earthly  father 
should  offer  us  a  gift  of  one  thousand 
dollars  and  we  refused  to  accept  it.  The 
money  wouldn't  be  of  any  value  to  us,  as 
we  would  still  be  in  the  same  condition 
we  were  before  he  offered  it  to  us.  So  it 
is  with  our  salvation,  it  is  ours  if  we  only 
accept  the  gift  of  God,  but  if  we  refuse 


we  will  still  be  lost.  Our  earthly  father 
would  not  be  responsible  if  we  died  in 
poverty  after  we  had  refused  his  gift.  So 
God  is  not  responsible  if  we  refuse  His 
gift  and  spend  eternity  in  hell.  We  will 
stand  without  excuse  before  God  if  we 
fail  to  accept  the  gift  He  has  given  us, 
which   is  eternal  life. 

Suppose  a  man  and  his  son  were  walk- 
ing down  the  road  and  the  son  had  a  load 
so  heavy  he  was  bending  beneath  its 
weight  and  the  father  should  say,  "Son, 
let  me  carry  your  load."  Can't  you  al- 
most see  the  boy  straighten  up  when  the 
load  is  taken  off  his  shoulders?  Our  sins 
may  be  so  many  that  the  load  seems  more 
than  we  can  carry,  but  just  remember 
Jesus  has  borne  them  for  us  and  we  do 
not  need  to  carry  the  load  any  longer. 
Listen  to  these  words  in  1  Pet.  2:24, 
"Who  his  own  self  bare  our  sins  in  his 
own  body  on  the  tree,  that  we,  being 
dead  to  sins,  should  live  unto  righteous- 
ness: by  whose  stripes  we  were  healed." 
What  Does  Grace  Do? 

When  we,  by  faith,  accept  God's  grace 
we  are  changed.  "Therefore  if  any  man 
be  in  Christ,  he  is  a  new  creature:  old 
things  are  passed  away;  behold,  all  things 
are  become  new,"  2  Cor.  5:17.  Our  lives 
are  transformed  by  God's  grace  and  the 
things  of  the  world  that  we  once  loved 
will  lose  their  attraction  for  us  and  in- 
stead we  will  love  God  and  His  follow- 
ers. In  1  John  3:14  we  have  these  words, 
"We  know  that  we  have  passed  from 
death  unto  life,  because  we  love  the 
brethren."  Where  sin  did  abound,  grace 
doth  much  more  abound,  Rom.  5:20. 
God's  grace  is  sufficient  for  us  if  we  only 
accept  it  by  faith.  "Not  that  we  are  suf- 
ficient of  ourselves  to  think  any  thing  as 
of  ourselves;  but  our  sufficiency  is  of 
God,"  2  Cor.  3:5. 

How  well  the  writer  of  that  dear  old 
hymn    expresses    the    wonders    of    God's 
grace  and  what  grace  will  do  for  each  of 
us  if  only  we  accept  this  great  gift. 
Amazing  grace!  how  sweet  the  sound, 
That  saved  a  wretch  like  me! 
1  once  was  lost,  but  now  am  found, 
Was  blind,  but  now  I  see. 
'Twas  grace  that  taught  my  heart  to  fear, 
And  grace  my  fears  relieved; 
How  precious  did  that  grace  appear 
The  hour  I  first  believed! 

Some  Examples  of  God's  Grace 

Every  truly  born  again  child  of  God  is 
an  example  of  God's  grace.  Just  read  the 
Bible  and  one  may  find  example  after 
example  of  God's  grace.  What  an  exam- 
ple the  apostles  were  as  they  suffered  and 
were  even  put  to  death  with  a  shout  of 
victory  on  their  lips!  No  one  could  doubt 
the  wonders  of  God's  grace  if  he  would 
only  read  the  life  stories  of  some  of  our 
great  missionaries  and  Christian  leaders 
who   believed    that   all    things   work   to- 


Page  22] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


gether  for  good  to  them  that  love  God,  to 
them  who  are  the  called  according  to  his 
purpose.  Rom.  9:2  8. 

No  doubt  many  of  us  do  not  need  to 
look  far  to  behold  examples  of  God's 
grace.  It  may  be  that  dear  mother  or 
father,  or  sister  or  brother,  or  it  may  be 
that  Christian  companion  that  God  has 
given  you,  or  it  may  be  that  neighbor  or 
friend.  It  is  truly  wonderful  what  God's 
grace  can  do  for  those  who  will  accept 
this  gift. 

Space  would  not  permit  us  to  tell  of 
the  countless  numbers  who  have  been 
transferred  by  God's  grace  but  no  doubt 
if  we  could  hear  them  give  their  testi- 
mony they  would  say: 
"Through  many  dangers,  toils  and  snares, 
1  have  already  come; 

'Tis  grace  that  brought  me  safe  thus  far, 
And  grace  will  lead  me  home." 

NOTE:  Sing  the  song  "Amazing 
Grace"  at  close  of  this  lesson  and  give  an 
opportunity  to  those  present  to  accept 
God's  grace  if  they  have  not  already  done 
so.  Pray  much  for  this  service  that  God 
will  use  it  in  the  salvation  of  many  souls. 
May  God  bless  you  everyone. 


We  Are  Ambassadors 

Ottis  Hewett 

Scripture:  2  Cor.    5:20 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Paul  referred  to  himself  as  an  ambas- 
sador of  Jesus  Christ  and  working  on  the 
diplomatic  staff  of  heaven.  Every  Chris- 
tian today  is  a  member  of  the  diplomatic 
staff  of  Jesus  Christ  here  on  earth,  and 
how  are  we  serving  and  carrying  out  the 
orders  as  laid  down  in  our  official  com- 
mand, the  Bible?  There  are  many  ways 
we  could  consider  tonight  in  connection 
with  this  thought,  but  we  will  only  con- 
sider three.  We  are  ambassadors  through 
citizenship,  support  and  protection.  It  is 
a  beautiful  thought  to  think  of  the  Chris- 
tian warfare  as  an  ambassadorship.  An 
ambassador  stays  constantly  in  touch 
with  his  country,  and  what  power  we 
would  have  if  we  stayed  constantly  in 
touch  with  heaven!  He  carries  out  the 
wishes,  desires,  and  programs  of  the  coun- 
try from  which  he  came.  We  are  ambas- 
sadors with  the  same  duties. 

Citizenship 

Eph.  2:19 

When  Lord  Halifax  came  to  the  United 
States  to  represent  Great  Britain,  he  did 
not  become  a  citizen  of  this  country  but 
his  citizenship  is  still  in  London  and  he 
is  a  British  subject.  Our  citizenship  is  in 
heaven.  We  are  no  more  strangers  and 
foreigners  but  fellowcitizens  and  mem- 
bers of  the  household  of  God.  We  belong 
to  heaven.  Our  allegiance  is  to  God. 
Through  Christ  we  are  heirs  to  the  throne 
of  God  and  joint -heirs  to  Jesus  Christ. 
We  owe  everything  we  have  to  God.  Ev- 


ery citizen  has  to  pay  taxes  and  our  tithe 
is  our  tax.  As  citizens,  we  are  supposed 
to  support  our  government.  Some  blessed 
day  we  will  be  called  home.  This  is  not 
home,  we  are  only  sojourning  and  labor- 
ing here  for  a  short  span.  Diplomatic  re- 
lations, as  far  as  we  are  concerned,  will 
be  severed  from  this  country  and  all  those 
who  have  worked  for  Him  will  be  called 
home  to  enjoy  that  citizenship  with  the 
one  who  made  it  possible. 
Support 

Our  corps  of  representatives  in  Brazil, 
headed  by  the  ambassador  in  Rio  de  Janei- 
ro, have  to  be  supported.  They  have  to 
eat,  sleep,  and  live  as  you  and  I  live  and 
they  have  to  live  in  state  in  order  to  meet 
the  high  officials  whom  they  wish 
to  impress.  Mr.  Fairbanks,  Jr.,  a  personal 
envoy  of  the  President  to  South  America 
at  large,  has  his  needs  even.  Uncle  Sam 
sends  them  their  needs.  All  they  have  to 
do  is  to  send  a  cablegram  or  a  radiogram 
and  their  support  is  on  its  way.  They 
stay  constantly  in  touch  with  this  coun- 
try and  this  country  stays  in  touch  with 
them.  The  Ruler  of  the  country  where 
our  citizenship  is  owns  the  cattle  on  a 
thousand  hills.  All  we  have  to  do,  if  we 
stay  in  touch  with  heaven,  is  to  radiogram 
a  prayer  direct  to  the  glory  world  and 
our  support  is  on  its  way.  Sometimes  it 
is  on  its  way  before  we  ask  because  Jesus 
knows  what  we  have  need  of  before  we 
ask.  We  do  not  get  all  that  we  want 
right  when  we  think  we  should  get  it, 
but  remember  the  ship  with  our  help  on 
it  might  be  sunk  or  have  to  detour  or 
zigzag  to  escape  enemy  detection  and  de- 
struction, but  help  will  come;  if  not  on 
this  ship,  it  will  on  the  next  one.  He  will 
never  forsake  us,  leave  us,  nor  let  us 
down  in  any  way,  but  stay  with  us  in  any 
circumstance  and  buoy  us  up  and  support 
us  to  the  utmost. 

Protection 
Psa.  91:1 

The  sense  of  protection  is  a  most  com- 
forting and  satisfying  one.  Men  spend 
their  lives  seeking  the  feeling  of  security. 
We  rejoice  in  the  protection  of  a  warm 
and  well-built  home  when  cold  and  rain 
and  storm  are  without.  We  appreciate  the 
cool  shade  of  a  giant,  towering  tree  when 
the  fierce  rays  of  the  sun  beat  upon  us. 
Some  men's  greatest  ambition  is  to  amass 
a  fortune  so  he  and  his  family  will  be 
secure.  There  are  constant  physical  dan- 
gers about  us,  but  we  have  also  many 
means  of  protection  from  them  if  we  but 
avail  ourselves  of  these  provisions  for 
safety.  The  army,  navy,  air  fleet,  marines, 
home  guard,  and  all  other  arms  of  the 
government  are  pledged  to  the  protection 
of  the  embassy  and  legation  in  any  coun- 
try. Just  so  it  is  in  a  spiritual  sense.  The 
entire  army  of  God  is  at  our  disposal 
when  we  are  in  danger  and  it  is  captained 
by   the   most      able   Person,      our   Lord. 


Storms  of  life  rage  about  us,  enemies  of 
our  souls  lurk  in  unsuspected  places,  trials 
and  temptations  come  to  us  constantly, 
but  we  have  a  sure  place  of  refuge  and 
protection  if  we  desire  it — a  constant 
abiding  under  the  "shadow  of  the  Al- 
mighty." To  be  under  His  shadow  we 
must  be  close  to  His  side.  There  no  harm 
can  befall  us.  But  we  must  do  our  part, 
we  must  dwell  in  the  secret  place,  keep 
in  constant  touch  with  Him  in  intimate 
fellowship  and  prayer.  Thus  will  we  not 
only  have  protection,  but  our  lives  will 
be  flooded  with  love,  joy  and  peace  which 
He  wants  us  to  have  and  which  His  Holy 
Spirit   sheds  abroad  in  our  hearts. 


I   Shall   Not  Want 

Pauline  Weaver 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Scripture  text:  Psalm  23:1,  "The  Lord 
is  my  shepherd;  I  shall  not  want."  I  know 
that  I  have  no  need  of  wanting  ANY- 
THING, because  the  Lord  is  my  shep- 
herd, and  He  is  able  to  supply  me  with 
these  things  I  need.  In  Phil.  4:19  we 
find,  "But  my  God  shall  supply  all  your 
need  according  to  his  riches  in  glory." 
I  know  that  my  God  owns  the  entire 
universe;  not  only  can  He  supply  us 
with  the  necessary  materials  of  life,  such 
as  food  and  clothing,  but  He  can  give 
to  us  that  certain  necessary  spiritual  up- 
lift that  will  make  us  able  to  do  things 
against  the  devil  and  for  Him. 
Wisdom 
James    1 : 5 

"Let  him  ask  of  God" — a  perfect  way 
of  getting  wisdom!  And  what  a  needful 
thing  wisdom  is.  My,  but  we  could  avoid 
so  many  misunderstandings,  so  much  un- 
happiness,  so  much  sorrow  and  disap- 
pointment in  life  if  we  but  had  wisdom 
to  know  what  to  do  and  how  to  do  it. 
And,  God,  give  the  Y.  P.  E.  presidents 
and  group  captains  wisdom.  May  we 
know  how  to  start  things  that  will  ac- 
complish what  we  want.  May  we  have 
the  inspiration  it  takes  to  give  inspira- 
tion to  others.  May  we  have  wisdom,  and 
we  can,  because — "I  shall  not  want," 
just  "Let  him  ask  of  God." 
Courage 
Joshua  1 : 9 

Courage  is  not  only  one  of  the  things 
God  will  give  us,  but  it  is  the  thing 
God  commands  us  to  have.  And  we 
need  courage  many  times.  How  often 
have  you  known  what  to  do  and  how  it 
should  be  done,  but  for  the  lack  of  cour- 
age, the  fear  of  someone's  disliking  it, 
you  gave  up  the  idea  of  doing  some- 
thing which  might  have  been  very  help- 
ful. But  remember,  "I  shall  not  want" 
courage,  because — "The  Lord  thy  God  is 
with  thee  whithersoever  thou  goest."  We 
can  have  courage!  We  can,  if  necessary, 
stand  up  against  odds;  we  can  do  the 
things    we   know    are   right,    because   He 
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will   give  us  courage. 

Strength 

Isaiah  41:10 

Strength — how  many  people  neglect 
to  do  things  because  of  lack  of  strength! 
But  will  not  God,  our  gracious  and  gift- 
giving  God,  give  us  strength — strength  to 
fight  the  devil,  to  stand  for  right,  to 
perform  those  tasks  for  Him?  Again,  "I 
shall  not  want"  because  in  Him  is  not 
only  wisdom  and  courage,  but  after  we 
know  what  to  do  and  have  the  neces- 
sary courage  to  do  it,  then  will  He  give 
to  us  the  strength  that  will  carry  us 
safely  over  the  v/ay  to  the  desired  task. 
Conclusion 

Let's  go  forward,  Y.  P.  E.  people  .  .  . 
Let  us  plan  for  big  things  to  do  ...  . 
Let  us  begin  those  things  we  have  wanted 
to  do  so  long  but  lacked  the  courage,  or 
the  strength  to  begin.  Let  us  step  out 
and  say,  "My  God  shall  supply  my  needs." 
And  if  we  have  no  ready-made  plans, 
ask  God  for  some  .  .  .  He  has  prom- 
ised wisdom.  He  will  give  to  us  the  in- 
spiration, and  then  the  desired  essentials 
to  "put  it  over."  ON  with  God  and  His 
Church— because  I  SHALL  NOT 
WANT. 

Mission  Page 

(Continued  from  page  17) 
of  Christ  and  of  us.  Your  love  towards 
Christ  and  towards  the  people  of  India, 
especially  the  poor  members  of  the  church 
in  this  far  off  land,  is  immeasurable.  So 
great  is  your  love  towards  this  land  of 
adoption  that  the  domestic  facilities  or 
the  attraction  of  your  homeland  could 
not  detain  you  long  there,  far  away  from 
us.  Here  you  have  lived  more  than  twen- 
ty-five years,  here  is  the  field  of  your 
fruitful  labors,  here  some  of  your  chil- 
dren were  born.  No  wonder  you  returned 
to  us  who  are  in  need  of  your  timely 
help,  guidance  and  fellowship.  We  great- 
ly appreciate  your  parental  care  of  the 
boys  and  girls  of  this  Sunday  school,  the 
love  and  diligence  with  which  you  faith- 
fully ministered  to  us.  We  consider  our- 
selves singularly  fortunate  in  having  you 
again  in  our  midst  and  continue  your 
happy  labors  for  the  cause  of  Christ  and 
the  Church  of  God  in  India;  with  you  as 
our  leader  and  guide.  We  assure  you,  it 
shall  be  our  earnest  and  sincere  prayer 
that  God  Almighty  bless  you  with  long 
life,  so  that  you  may  continue  the  work 
you  have  begun  among  us. 

It  will  be  a  great  injustice  if  I  close  this 
speech  on  this  occasion  without  saying  a 
few  words  about  your  children  whom  you 
left  here  to  look  after  this  work.  We  are 
proud  of  them  because  they  were  great 
assets  to  this  work,  especially  your  son, 
our  dear  Brother  George.  He  treated  us 
as  his  own  brothers  and  sisters  and  helped 
us  in  every  way  for  our  spiritual  uplift. 
On  this  occasion  we  give  our  hearty 
thanks   to   them   also.   On  behalf  of   the 


students  of  this  Sunday  school  I  extend 
to  you  both  once  again  our  greetings  and 
hearty  welcome. — We  remain,  dear  father 
and  mother,  your  dear  children  of  the 
Mount    Zion   Sunday   school. 

Gingerbread   Mission 

(Continued  from  page  14) 

used  to  be.  Hain't  found  so  many;  but 
this    here    young    woman's 
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mighty 
her.  Wish  I'd  asked  her  name." 

The  old  fellow  unwrapped  the  ginger- 
bread, as  if  to  eat  it,  then  he  did  not. 
Lovingly,  sadly,  he  refolded  the  wrinkled 
paper  and  returned  it  to  its  place.  Lov- 
ingly, sadly,  he  rewrapped  the  ginger- 
bread, and  put  it  back  into  his  pocket. 
He  thought  of  the  story  of  Elijah,  when 
the  angel  had  fed  him,  how  Elijah  went 
in  the  strength  of  that  "unto  Horeb,  the 
mount   of   God." 

"Here's  a  man  that  Jesus  died  for,"  he 
reverted  taking  up  the  thread  of  hope  and 
faith  again. 

"O  Lord!"  the  old  man  bowed  a  griz- 
zled head  on  his  sunken,  suffering  bos- 
om; "Lord,  I'm  one  of  them  there  hu- 
man beings  that  Jesus  died  for!  I'm  sorry 
that  I've  sinned  against  You  these  many 
years  and  against  my  own  soul.  But  be- 
cause of  Jesus  and  because  I  believe  in 
this  shed  blood  of  His,  the  blood  of  the 
Son  of  God  poured  out  for  sinners  like 
me,  I  know  that  You  forgive  me. 

"Lord,  I  hain't  got  any  equity  in 
heaven's  bank,  but  Jesus  is  heir  to  it  all! 
And  He  has  said  for  me  to  present  my 
check  in  His  name.  And  here  it  is,  Lord. 
The  name  of  Jesus  is  signed  on  it  in  His 
own  blood,  that  He  shed  on  Calvary's 
cross  for  me,  ahead  of  my  name.  It  calls 
for  forgiveness  of  my  sins  in  this  world, 
and  for  inheritance  in  that  better  one — 
that  pretty  world  where  there  ain't  no 
sin  nor  sorrow,  where  Mother's  gone  on 
to." 

Once  more  the  wanderer  was  a  little 
boy,  chunking  the  big,  iron  wash  kettle 
and  minding  the  baby  Ramsey.  Once 
more  his  dear  little  mother  was  singing 
at  her  washing — 

Jestis,  the  name  that  calms  our  fears 
And  bids  our  sorrows  cease! 

'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears! 
'Tis  life  and  health  and  peace! 

A  blest,  harmonious  peace  filled  the 
space  in  the  poor  old  struggling  bosom, 
that  up  to  this  time  had  been  so  empty, 
so  vacant,  so  hungry!  that  had  been 
"like  the  troubled  sea,  when  it  cannot 
rest,  whose  waters  cast  up  mire  and  dirt." 
But  now  all  was  so  calm  and  quiet,  as 
when  Jesus  stilled  the  Galilee;  and  the 
sufferer  fell  asleep.  The  remainder  of  the 
day  rolled  by;  but  thus  fed,  cleansed, 
relieved,  relaxed,  the  worn-out  creature 
slept  on — and  on. 

When  he  awoke — oh!  a  dreadful 
pain  was  in  his  chest!  The  cutting  wind 


and  whirling  snow!  "A  blizzard!"  But 
still  how  peaceful  was  his  soul  and  hap- 
py. It  made  him  think  of  the  angels' 
song  when  the  Babe  in  Bethlehem  was 
born: 

"Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  and  on 
earth,  peace,  good  will  to  men!"  Yes,  and 
he  remembered  too,  in  the  parable  of  the 
lost  sheep,  about  the  joy  in  heaven 
among  the  angels  over  one  sinner — even 
just  one  sinner — that  repented! 

Moving  out  of  the  wind  the  best  he 
could,  he  rolled  up  in  his  blanket  and 
waited  for  the  dawn.  The  pain  in  hi:> 
chest  got  worse  and  worse.  Yet  he  felt  so 
good — felt  as  he  used  to  feel  when  he  was 
an  innocent  boy,  he  and  Ramsey,  around 
his  mother's  knee,  before  he  had  ever 
gone  into  sin,  to  be  bowed  by  its  guilt  and 
lacerated  by  its  sorrows.  He  dozed. 

When  the  dying  tramp  opened  hazy, 
wondering  eyes — 

"The  walls  are  all  white" — "There's  a 
man  in  white" — 

"Who  are  you,  old  fellow?"  inquired 
the  doctor. 

"I'm — I'm — "  he  groped,  fumbling  on 
the  inside  of  his  ragged  jacket,  "I'm — 
you  know  Ramsey" — His  semiconscious 
brain  lit   up  with  a  start. 

"Why!  I'm  the  man  that  Jesus  died 
for!  one  of  them.  Am  I  to  my  journey's 
end,  doctor?  to  Denver — ?  I  still  got 
my    gingerbread,    hain't    I?" 

"Yes,  you're  just  about  to  the  end, 
old  boy,"  the  hospital  interne  bobbed  his 
head. 

"Then  I'll  soon  be  goin'  through  the 
pearly  gates,  for  that  come  in  her  prayer 
next.  Yes — here  I  am!  at  'em!  I'll  take 
my  gingerbread  on  in  with  me,  me  an' 
Ramsey,  and  us  boys  'ill  show  it  to 
Mother!" 

A  telegram  to  Golden  Good. 

It  was  the  first  word  she  had  received 
from  her  father,  Benjamin  Good,  and 
her  grandfather,  wealthy  sugar  magnates, 
since  that  terrible — that  wonderful — 
day  when  she  had  been  driven  to  choose 
between  them  and  Christ. 

Against  the  wishes  of  both  her  father 
and  grandfather,  a  few  months  back, 
Golden  Good  had  accepted  Christ  as  her 
personal  Savior  at  the  altar  in  a  small 
street  mission.  She  had  gone  there  be- 
cause she  wanted  to  know  Christ  Jesus 
for  herself,  to  make  His  personal  ac- 
quaintance; not  merely  to  know  many 
lovely  things  about  Him.  It  had  been 
here  also  that  she  had  learned  the  joy 
of  leading  other  souls — poor  sin-bedrag- 
gled men  and  heart-broken  women — to 
repentance  and  to  life  eternal.  Oh,  how 
she  loved  the  mission  and  the  mission 
work! 

But  the  reaction  at  her  haughty  home 
had  been:  "Give  up  this  tramp-pettin' 
mission  work  and  religion  or  your  home!" 
by   the     unrelenting     decision     of     her 
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father,  hitherto  so  indulgent,  and  of  her 
grandfather,  who  lived  with  them,  and 
upon  whose  knee  she  had  perched  every 
evening  after  supper  since  her  tiny  en- 
trance into  the  world. 

Golden,  filled  with  a  love  greater  even 
than  the  beautiful  affection  she  had  al- 
ways yielded  her  parents  and  her  "sweet 
Grandpa,"  had  said  good-bye  to  their  pa- 
latial home,  looking  forward  to  that 
beautiful,  heavenly  mansion  that  Jesus, 
the  Christ,  has  gone  to  prepare  for  those 
who  love  Him,  and  had  begun  working 
for  a  farmer's  invalid  wife.  The  work  was 
hard,  the  pay  small,  but  it  had  been  the 
first  and  only  job  opened  to  her  at  the 
time,  so  she  had  taken  the  work  and 
thanked  God  for  it. 

One  thing,  out  here  in  the  country, 
she  could  often  steal  away  alone  in 
prayer.  During  these  seasons  of  prayer, 
how  many  times  she  would  intercede  for 
her  own  family  and  kindred,  none  of 
whom,  though  they  made  a  high  church 
profession,  were  in  personal  touch  with 
the  merciful  sin-and-self-destroying 
Christ. 

A  certain  one  she  had  often  heard  men- 
tioned at  home,  "skeptical  old  Jonathan." 
He  was  an  uncle  of  her  father,  who  had 
gone  on  to  the  west  coast,  had  taken  out 
several  shares  in  a  large  fruit-packing 
concern,  and  had  scarcely  been  heard 
from  since.  "Guess  your  Uncle  Jonathan 
is  getting  so  rich  and  stuckup  that  he 
doesn't  care  anything  about  what  he  con- 
siders his  'poor  relation'  any  longer,"  the 
lip  of  her  grandfather  had  curled  one 
day. 

Uncle  Jonathan  had  been  very  irreli- 
gious they  said.  But,  anyway,  here  in  the 
country  Golden  often  prayed  for  him,  her 
own  great-uncle.  As  thus  she  prayed 
there  had  arisen  a  very  great  desire  in 
her  heart  to  see  him  and  personally  to 
lead  him  to  her  own  new-found  Friend, 
in  whose  glad  service  she  had  found  that 
fullness  of  joy  she  had  never  known  be- 
fore. 

One  morning,  about  a  week  ago,  as 
she  was  praying  so  fervently  for  poor  old 
long-lost  Uncle  Jonathan,  the  Spirit  of 
God  had  spoken  to  her  soul  through  the 
scripture,  "He  will  grant  the  desires  of 
them  that  fear  him!"  and  with  it  had 
come  such  a  flood  of  heavenly  rapture! 

"Thank  you,  Jesus,  thank  you!  I  know 
that  I  shall  see  Uncle  Jonathan  and,  in 
Your  way,  shall  be  the  means  of  bringing 
him  to  Thee,"  she  had  replied,  with  that 
sweet,  simple  faith  of  the  trusting  child. 

Today,  "Come  to  Uncle  Jonathan's 
funeral,"  she  read  from  the  telegram. 

"But,  Lord!"  she  cried,  "but  you  prom- 
ised me  that  I  should  see  Uncle  Jonathan 
and  lead  him  to  Jesus!  I  can't  harmonize 
that  with  this  telegram!  I  can't  reconcile 
it!   I  don't  know  what  to  think!" 

She  fled  to  her  Bible  and  opened  it. 
"Commit  thy  way  unto  the  Lord;  trust 


also  in  him;      and   he   shall   bring   it   to 
pass,"  stood  out  as  in  bold  relief. 

"But  how,  Lord?  how  can  it  be?  for 
Uncle  Jonathan  is  dead."  She  shut  the 
Bible,  then  opened  it  again.  Here  were 
these  words,  that  she  herself  had  under- 
lined with  red  ink:  "Abraham  .  .  .  stag- 
gered not  at  the  promise  of  God  through 
unbelief;  but  was  strong  in  the  faith,  giv- 
ing glory  to  God,  and  being  fully  per- 
suaded that  what  He  had  promised  He 
was  able  also  to  perform." 

"Lord,  I  won't  stagger  either,  through 
this  temptation  to  unbelief.  I'll  com- 
mit it  to  you,  and  trust  where  I  cannot 
trace."  She  began  singing.  She,  Golden 
Good,  had  sung  this  song  at  the  mission 
to  comfort  others;  the  other  day  she  had 
sung  it  to  comfort  a  poor  old  unknown 
tramp;  today  she  was  singing  it  to  encour- 
age herself. 

"O  Love,  that  wilt  not  let  me  go, 
I  rest  my  weary  soul  in  Thee." 

At  the  station  the  girl  alighted  and, 
some  distance  away,  sighted  her  father's 
car. 

"Thought  you'd  like  to  see  your  great- 
uncle  Jonathan,  that's  all,"  stiffly  he 
chopped,  motioning  toward  a  street  car. 

In  the  mortuary:  "Yes;  this  way  to 
your  great-uncle,  Jonathan  Good,"  the 
undertaker  escorted   her   to      the   casket. 

"That  my  uncle!"  exclaimed  the  girl. 
"That  my  Uncle  Jonathan!  Why,  that's 
the  tramp  I  fed  and  prayed  for  only  a  few 
days  ago!" 

"The  tramp  you  fed  and  prayed  for?" 
echoed  the  voice  of  her  grandfather  be- 
hind her.  He  would  not  stoop  to  be  seen 
on  the  street  with  her,  but  he  had,  with 
his  son,  driven  to  the  mortuary,  they  to- 
gether hoping  that  by  now  they  could 
have  a  few  private  words  that  might  have 
some  effect  upon  Golden.  "Do  you  mean, 
my  little  Golden  girl,  that  you  fed  this 
man,  this  my  brother  Jonathan,  and 
prayed  for  him?" 

"Oh,  Grandpa!  How  I  had  wanted  to 
see  Uncle  Jonathan  and  to  lead  him  to 
Jesus!"  burst  out  the  girl  in  righteous 
joy.  "One  morning,  a  short  time  before 
this  poor  man  came,  God  gave  me  this 
promise,  that  He  would  grant  the  de- 
sires of  His  children,  and  I  was  so  happy 
and  so  sure.  But  when  I  got  your  tele- 
gram that  my  uncle  was  dead,  I  couldn't 
harmonize  that  with  my  heavenly  prom- 
ise. I  see  it  all  now!  How  little  did  I 
dream  that  that  aged,  soiled,  suffering 
bit  of  humanity  that  I  was  feeding  was 
my  own  Uncle  Jonathan,  the  fulfillment, 
so  soon,  of  God's  wonderful  assurance  to 
me!  O  heavenly  Father,"  the  maiden's 
heart  lifted  to  God,  "I'll  never  doubt  nor 
disbelieve  You  any  more!  I  know  now 
that  what  You  promise  You  are  indeed 
'able  also  to  perform.'  Oh,  Grandpa,  how 
glad  I  am  that  I  gave  Uncle  Jonathan  a 
good  warm  breakfast  and  prayed  for 
him!  See  now  that  look  of  heavenly  bliss 


on  his  dear  old  face!" 

"You  did  that,  child?"  her  father 
reached  toward  his  girl  the  hand  that 
had  refused  to  touch  her,  as  if  she  were 
pollution,  when  she  went  away. 

"But  Grandpa  and  Daddy,  how  did  you 
find  out  that  this  poor,  dear,  old  fellow 
was  Uncle  Jonathan?" 

The  trembling  fingers  of  her  grand- 
father, "Ramsey"  Good,  drew  a  piece  of 
paper  from  his  vest  pocket — 

"Jonathan  tried  to  tell  them  at  the 
hospital  about  this  paper,  his  identifica- 
tion, but  didn't  get  anything  out  but 
'Ramsey'  till  he  went  on,  talking  about 
his  gingerbread,  to  Mother.  But  here  is 
the  note  they  found  in  his  little  old 
shrunk-up  purse: 

'I'm  Jonathan  Good,  of  Portland, 
Oregon,  brother  to  Hiram  'Ramsey' 
Good,  sugar  magnate,  of  Denver.'  Pinned 
to  it  was  this  crumpled  gingerbread  rec- 
ipe, just  like  mine,  that  Mother  wrote 
out  for  each  of  us  boys  one  day.  Dear 
Mother,  she  knew  she  wouldn't  be  here 
much  longer  to  make  gingerbread  for  her 
little  boys,  but  we  didn't  then  .  .  . 
That  smile  on  Jonathan's  countenance, 
and  that  noble  forehead,  Golden;  that's 
the  picture  of  our  angel  mother." 

"Come,  daughter,  back  to  live  in  your 
own  loved  home  again,  and  forgive  your 
foolish  daddy." 

"And  forgive  your  poor  proud-hearted 
grandpa." 

In  a  few  days,  backed  financially  by 
her  grandfather,  "Ramsey"  Good,  a  mis- 
sion of  Golden's  own  was  erected.  At  its 
altar  her  own  "Grandpa,"  with  snowy 
shock  and  tottering  footsteps,  was  the 
first  to  bow,  and  her  father  the  second. 

Henceforth  at  the  dear  little  mission, 
never  a  night  passes  but  what  that  rare, 
soul-melting  voice  peals  out  the  message, 
singing — singing  for  sorrowing,  way- 
worn, tramp-like  creatures  of  women  and 
men: 

0  Love,  that  wilt  not  let  me  go, 

1  rest  my  weary  soul  in  thee! 

1  give  thee  back  the  life  I  owe, 
That  in  thine  ocean  depths  its  flow 
May  richer,  fuller  be! 

0  joy,  that  seekest  me  through  pain, 

1  cannot  close  my  heart  to  thee; 

1  trace  the  rainbow  through  the  rain, 
And  feel  the  promise  is  not  in  vain, 
That  mom  shall  tearless  be! 

0  cross,  that  liftest  up  my  head, 

1  dare  not  ask  to  hide  from  thee; 
I  lay  in  dust  life's  glory  dead, 

And  from  the  ground  there  blossoms 
red, 

Life  that  shall  endless  be! 

Yes,  and  Golden's  own  fair  hands  give 
out  to  every  hungry  mortal  a  bottle  of 
milk  and  a  healthy  square  of  old-fash- 
ioned gingerbread — baked  exactly  accord- 
ing to  the  dear  old  "Keepsake"  recipe. — 
Young  People's  Standard. 
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After  the  Revival,  What? 

(Continued  from  page  20) 

that  he  could  help  them  more  by  en- 
couraging and  praising  them  for  their  at- 
tempts to  do  good  than  he  could  by 
criticizing  and  reproving  them  for  their 
failures. 

The  one  who  enters  the  race  for  heaven 
will  face  an  opposing  force  along  the 
way,  a  hindering  power.  He  will  meet 
with  disappointments  and  giant  discour- 
agements because  of  the  whisperings  of 
Satan  and  at  times  will  be  tempted  to 
quit  the  race.  Many  times,  however,  he 
can  gain  encouragement  to  continue  the 
race  by  reading  of  the  lives  of  others 
who  have  struggled  at  times  to  hold  their 
standing  with  God.  Sometimes  he  is  sep- 
arated from  other  Christians  and  finds 
that  he  must  fight  his  battles  alone,  but 
even  then  he  can  rely  upon  God,  for  He 
has  promised,  "I  will  never  leave  thee  nor 
forsake  thee,  and  "neither  death,  nor  life, 
nor  angels,  nor  principalities,  nor  pow- 
ers, nor  things  present,  nor  things  to 
come,  nor  height,  nor  depth,  nor  any 
other  creature  shall  be  able  to  separate  us 
from  the  love  of  God,  which  is  in  Christ 
Jesus  our  Lord."  Many  are  the  sources 
of  comfort  and  strength  that  may  be 
found  in  the  Word  of  God. 

Then,  God  has  especially  blessed  the 
Christian,  for  He  has  given  him  the  op- 
portunity of  speaking  as  face  to  face  with 
God.  The  Christian  does  not  have  to  go  to 
God  through  a  priest  or  mediator,  except 
through  Christ.  How  blessed  are  the  hours 
spent  with  Him,  communing  with  Him, 
telling  Him  about  the  needs,  the  long- 
ings, hopes  of  the  heart!  The  Christian  is 
thus  enabled  to  face  the  conflict  before 
him  and  with  joy  press  forward  toward 
the  prize.  Sometimes  the  child  of  God 
fails  to  live  close  to  God  and  when  he  ap- 
proaches the  throne,  he  finds  that  fel- 
lowship is  broken  to  an  extent  and  he 
does  not  immediately  feel  the  presence  of 
Christ,  nor  see  the  answer  to  his  prayers; 
but  it  is  through  continued  prayer  that 
the  fellowship  is  restored  and  he  can 
draw  nearer  to  Christ.  Prayer  meant 
much  to  those  stalwart  pioneer  Christians 
as  Luther,  Whitfield,  Livingstone,  and 
others. 

The  Christian  must  have  courage  and 
determination.  Success  in  the  things  of 
this  life  does  not  come  except  as  a  result 
of  effort  with  the  determination  to  win. 
The  Christian  will  have  to  endure  some 
hardships  along  with  his  joys  and  victo- 
ries, but  he  should  look  beyond  to  the 
goal  and  consider  the  hardships  as  noth- 
ing worthy  to  be  compared  with  the 
glory  he  will  later  share  if  he  is  faithful. 
Those  who  are  indolent  or  indifferent 
will  sooner  or  later  be  found  on  the  losing 
side,  but  those  who  are  vigilant  and  sin- 
cere may  continue  to  climb  higher  and 
higher. 


Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
After  you  read  it  you  will  be  ashamed  to 
say,   "I   cannot   make   a  success  in   life." 

Blinded  by  a  lingering  fever  when  a 
year  and  a  half  old,  and  left  deaf  and 
speechless  as  well,  through  the  help  of  a 
loving  mother  and  her  never-to-be-for- 
gotten teacher,  Miss  Sullivan,  Miss  Keller 
came  out  of  her  night  in  a  prison,  to 
which  all  doors  seemed  to  be  locked,  and 
developed  a  radiantly  beautiful  personal- 
ity. 

Dear  ones,  how  about  turning  your  life 
over  to  the  great  Pilot  and  watch  Him 
guide  your  little  boat  into  the  harbor  of 
usefulness?  He  needs  you,  you  need  Him. 

So  young  people,  these  illustrations  ot 
what  God  can  do,  should  encourage  your 
hearts  and  help  you  to  rise  above  every 
angry  wave. 

Come  over  to  Chattanooga  September 
2  and  join  us  in  the  great  feast  of  good 
things  the  Lord  is  preparing  for  us.  We 
hope  to  meet  you  there.  Again  God  bless 
you. 

First  Steps 

(Continued   from   page    18) 

IF  FATHERS  WOULD 
counsel  their  sons  likewise,  our  electric 
chairs  and  hangman's  nooses  would  be 
far  less  active,  and  there  would  be  no 
necessity  to  expand  our  penal  institutions 
to  accommodate  the  incoming  tide  of 
young  criminals,  for  this  tide  would  cease 
to  rush  at  the  same  mad  rate  it  has  estab- 
lished. If  those  "harmless"  little  parlor 
games  for  "fun"  were  never  permitted  to 
begin,  the  professional  gambler  would  be 
a  rarity,  the  crowded  gambling  den  a 
non-existent  evil.  This  diseased,  depraved 
scion  of  the  family  would  be  a  rarity 
almost  equal  to  the  proverbial  hen's  teeth. 
The  drunken  driver  would  practically 
cease  to  menace  the  respectable  family 
who  wants  to  take  a  week-end  visit  to 
their  relatives  or  friends.  All  the  existent 
evils  of  this  modern  age  begin  with  a 
single  step  in  the  wrong  direction. 

A  SINGLE  STEP 
starts  the  drunkard  to  his  drink,  the 
gambler  to  his  game,  the  criminal  to  his 
crimes,  the  harlot  to  her  life  of  vice,  the 
dope  fiend  to  his  dope,  and  the  sinner  to 
his  doom,  that  awful  place  called  HELL, 
the  abode  of  the  offscourings  of  earth, 
the  depraved  of  humanity,  and  the  devil 
and  his  angels.  Remember,  "A  thousand- 
mile  journey  begins  with  one  step,"  and 
the  road  to  eternity  with  one  breath. 

To  the  Y.  P.  E's  of  Oklahoma 

Dear  Secretary  and  Treasurer: 

Please  see  that  your  August  report  is 
mailed  to  me  by  the  28th  of  August  so 
I  will  have  them  by  the  Assembly  time. 
— Sincerely,  Archie  F.   McWilliamt. 


Change  of  Address 

Mrs.  J.  C.  Aldrich,  state  Y.  P.  E.  and 
Sunday  school  superintendent  has  changed 
her  address  from  Lynchburg,  Va.,  to 
Box  105  7,  Pulaski,  Va. 

Exchange  Page 

(Continued  from  page  13) 

Dear    Sister   Harrison: 

1  would  like  to  tell  you  about  our  mis 
sionary  day,  which  we  held  on  Saturday 
June  2  8,  in  the  afternoon  and  evening. 
We  had  Brother  Auten,  a  returned  mis- 
sionary from  the  Bahama  Islands,  .ccom- 
panicd  by  his  sister,  as  our  special  guest. 
Brother  Messcr,  our  state  overseer,  and  his 
wife  also  were  present.  Visiting  ministers 
were  Brother  and  Sis'er  Thomas,  of  As- 
bury  Park,  Brother  Dyche,  of  Reamstown, 
Pa.,  Brother  Hepner,  of  Pa.,  and  Brother 
Josephson,  of  Atlantic  City,  our  state 
Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  school  superintend- 
ent. An  offering  was  lifted  in  the  after- 
noon service  amounting  to  $14. 

In  the  evening,  we  had  a  missionary 
program  by  the  young  people  of  Millville. 
There  was  special  singing,  recitations, 
readings,  and  two  dramas.  The  offering  in 
the  evening  was  $27.5  8,  making  a  total 
mission  offering  of  $41.58.  Everyone 
seemed  to  see  the  need  of  supporting  our 
missionaries  and  by  God's  help  we  mean 
to  do  all  we  can  to  help. 

Please  pray  much  for  this  work  and 
our  leader,  Sister  Amy  Hanley,  as  we 
need  each  other's  prayers  in  these  trying 
times,  and  we  will  do  the  same  for  you. — 
Miss  Fay  Houser,  Y.  P.  E.  leader. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  sound  a  note  of  praise  for 
the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  enjoy  reading  it 
so  much,  and  obtain  such  good,  helpful 
advice  in  rearing  children. 

I  am  a  young  mother  with  two  small 
children.  I  praise  the  Lord  for  healing 
my  baby  when  he  had  the  whooping 
cough.  He  has  healed  both  children  more 
times  than  one. 

I  want  to  live  a  life  pleasing  to  the 
Lord  and  train  my  children  up  in  the  way 
they  should  go.  Pray  for  my  husband  to 
receive  the  blessing.  He  certainly  is  in- 
terested in  going  to  church. — Mrs.  James 
Roy  Brown,  Marietta,  Ga. 


Mrs.  Ollie  Hill 

Riverside,  Ga.,  is  the  happy  winner  of 
the  cash  prize  of  $5.00  for  selling  the 
most  papers  and  having  the  money  in  on 
time. 

Honor  Roll 

Nellie  Davis,  Anderson,  S.  C. 
Henry  Henderson,   Lindale,   Ga. 
T.  J.   Collins,   Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 
Ruth  Ross,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 
Shirell  Avery,  Erwin,  N.  C. 
J.  E.  Faglier,  Augusta,  Ga. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 
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"A  Bottle  of  Tears" 

(E.   V.  McNabb,  in  the  Palmetto  Leaf, 

Organ  of  the  S.  C.  Home  for  the 

Deaf,   Dumb   and   Blind) 

An  effort  is  now  being  made  in  various 
sections  of  our  State  to  eliminate  the  curse 
of  the  whiskey  traffic  from  our  State. 
We  thought  the  following  true  story 
appropriate,  and  trust  it  will  be  helpful 
to  many  of  our  readers.  The  story  is 
vouched  for  by  a  minister  of  the  Gospel, 
living  in  Georgia: 

Some  years  ago  a  noble  young  man  of 
Virginia  was  happily  married  to  one  of 
the  most  beautiful  young  women  of  that 
old  State.  He  possessed  a  mansion  and  a 
26-mile  farm.  An  abominable  barroom 
was  near  his  home.  The  barkeeper  be- 
came his  personal  friend  and  in  time  in- 
duced him  to  drink  and  gamble.  As  the 
years  rolled  by  his  fortune  dwindled  until 
his  sole  possessions  were  a  humble  home 
and  one-mule  farm. 

One  night  in  the  gambling  saloon  of 
the  barroom  near  by  he  was  shot  to 
death.  After  being  buried  by  some  negroes 
under  an  apple  tree  in  his  own  garden 
his  wife  received  the  following  note  from 
the  barkeeper:  "Dear  Madam:  This  will 
inform  you  that  I  hold  a  mortgage  over 
your  late  husband's  mule  and  farm,  and 
farm  tools;  also  the  household  and  kitchen 
furniture,  all  household  goods,  including 
trunks  and  all  wearing  apparel.  As  I  wish 
possession,  you  will  do  me  the  kindness  to 
vacate  at  once.  I  herewith  send  a  man  to 
take  charge  of  the  premises,  the  keys, 
etc.,  and  represent  me  in  all  things. 
Signed.  " " 

The  heart-broken  widow  replied  to  the 
note  as  follows: 

"Sir:  You  demand  the  keys.  I  send  them 
herewith.  The  one  with  a  red  string  un- 
locks my  wardrobe.  In  the  right  side  you 
will  find  my  wedding  dress.  I  wore  it 
but  once.  It  is  yours  now,  by  action  of 
my  husband,  whom  I  never  disobeyed.  In 
the  folds  of  that  dress  you  will  find  a 
small  bottle  with  some  tears  in  it — the 
last  I  had  to  shed.  They  stand  for  the 
birth  of  a  little  girl,  born  under  a  happy 
roof — of  fifteen  joyous,  girlhood,  school- 
day  years;  of  a  short,  sweet  courtship  and 
marriage  to  the  bravest,  best  man  I  ever 
knew,  but  for  whiskey;  of  the  beautiful, 
well-kept  mansion  we  moved  into,  of 
the  sweet  honeymoon  we  spent  there.  You 
will  find  all  these  sweet,  sacred  pleasures 
in  that  bottle  of  tears.  A  change,  sharp 
and  sudden,  came.  You  may  read  it,  sir, 
in  the  bottle  of  tears  I  bequeath  to  you. 
They  will  tell  you  of  the  first  time  my 
husband  crossed  your  threshold;  of  the 
first  time  I  detected  liquor  on  his  breath, 
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and  of  how  he  put  me  gently  aside  with 
a  shower  of  assuring  kisses,  saying  that 
for  my  sake  he  would  never  be  brought 
under  the  baneful  effects  of  strong  drink; 
of  how  he  became  a  constant  tippler;  of 
the  first  time  his  step  was  unsteady;  of 
his  rapid  decline  in  home-keeping  and 
home-love;  of  the  ease  with  which  he 
would  misunderstand  me;  of  the  first 
time  he  spoke  a  cross  word  to  me;  of  the 
first  oath  in  my  presence.  You  will  find 
it  all  in  the  bottle  of  tears. 

"It  was  that  night  that  our  firstborn, 
little  Mary,  came  into  the  world.  You 
will  find  there  what  part  you  played  in 
my  home  that  night — for  while  one  phy- 
sician attended  me,  another,  in  an  adjoin- 
ing room,  was  attending  my  crazed  hus- 
band, who  was  the  victim  of  imaginary 
serpents,  gorillas  and  devils.  In  reality  he 
was  only  your  victim.  I  saw  in  the  light- 
ning's glare  the  storm  as  it  toyed  with 
the  shade  trees.  I  heard  the  rain  dashing 
in  fury  against  the  windows;  the  room 
was  jarred  by  angry  thunder.  But  louder 
than  thunder,  to  me,  were  the  groans  and 
screams  and  oaths  of  my  once  noble,  man- 
ly, but  now  fallen  and  drunken  husband. 
You  will  find  it  all  in  the  bottle  of  tears. 

"I  heard  the  low,  strange  cry — the  ad- 
vent of  the  baby — a  cry  which  ordinarily 
fills  a  mother  with  joy,  but  which  filled 
me  with  a  new  anguish,  as  I  thought  of 
this  pure  young  life  destined  to  be  one  of 
piercing  shame.  I  at  first  prayed  that  we 
all  three  might  meet  death  in  the  storm, 
which  now  seemed  to  be  urged  on  by  all 
the  furies  of  nature.  Then  I  asked  that  the 
little  one  might  live  and  win  papa  back 
to  the  path  of  sobriety,  from  which  you, 
for  gain,  had  led  him. 

"After  coming  through  that  terrible 
debauch,  he  vowed  he  would  never  drink 
again,  but  that  vow  was  soon  broken,  and 
I  need  not  tell  you  of  the  next  few  sor- 
row-laden years,  and  the  coming  of  the 
second  girl;  of  the  flight  of  luxury;  of 
the  desertion  of  friends;  of  the  absence  of 
visitors;  of  the  curtailing  of  expenses 
and  enforced  economy  in  order  to  meet 
your  liquor  claims;  of  the  loss  of  my 
health  through  grief;  of  other  efforts  to 
keep  the  wolf  from  the  door;  of  the  times 
I  have  fled  by  night,  with  frightened 
children,  from  a  rum-crazed  husband  and 
father;  of  a  cheerless  home,  of  a  bare 
table,  and  the  birth  of  the  third  child  in 
the  midst  of  the  squalor  to  which  only  a 
drunkard's  home  is  familiar;  of  my  many 
vain  efforts  to  keep  the  children  fed  and 
clothed;  of  the  deeper  depths  to  which 
you  pulled  my  now  helpless  husband. 
One  morning,  with  the  rising  of  the  sun, 
as  he  came  staggering  up  the  road,  our 
little  Mary  met  him,   and   throwing  her 


arms  around  his  neck,  said  to  him,  'O, 
my  sweet  papa,  you  won't  drink  any  more, 
will  you?'  With  an  oath,  which  might 
become  only  a  demon,  he  raised  his  strong 
arm  and  dealt  the  child  a  blow  which 
sent  her  sprawling  to  the  ground,  and 
left  her  bleeding  and  weeping,  while  he 
came  on  to  curse  and  beat  me.  You  can 
read  it  all  in  the  bottle  of  tears — the  only 
thing  I  had  in  my  own  name  and  right 
to  leave  you  as  a  reminder  of  what  these 
possessions  have  cost. 

"Only  three  mornings  ago  four  of 
your  obedient  henchmen  bore  my  precious 
husband  home  to  me,  at  break  of  day, 
and  laid  him  dead  on  the  floor,  and  hur- 
ried back,  I  suppose,  to  the  gambling  ta- 
ble, over  which  your  victim  had  just  been 
shot.  I  found  some  friendly  negroes  to 
dig  the  grave  in  what  I  thought  was  my 
garden,  and  we  buried  him  under  his  fa- 
vorite apple  tree.  I  intended  to  put  flowers 
there  in  the  winter,  and  teach  my  girls 
how  noble  he  was  before  he  fell  into  your 
clutches  and  became  a  hopeless  drunkard. 
But  it  seems  I  buried  him  in  your  gar- 
den, and  under  your  apple  tree!  Indeed, 
he  was  laid  on  your  floor.  It  is  marked 
with  your  victim's  blood.  After  some  kind 
colored  friends  helped  me  to  shroud  him, 
and  while  sitting  up  with  his  precious 
corpse  that  night,  I  tried  to  wash  out  the 
stains  of  blood  from  the  floor  where  vour 
henchmen  had  laid  him,  thinking  I  could 
not  bear  to  constantly  look  at  those  blood 
stains  and  walk  over  them.  But  it  turns 
out  that  it  is  your  floor,  on  which  he 
gave  you  his  last  property,  his  manhood, 
his  family,  his  very  soul;  here  he  found 
a  cooling  board.  You  will  find  it,  sir,  in 
the  bottle  of  tears.  You  order  me  to  va- 
cate. I  obey. 

"When  you  read  this  I  will  be  on  my 
way  down  the  road  east,  as  I  take  that 
route  only  because  it  leads  me  away  fur- 
ther from  you  and  your  den  of  destruc- 
tion. I  don't  know  where  I,  with  three 
girls,  will  spend  the  night.  But  one  thing 
I  promise  you — wherever  there  is  a  wi- 
dow's wail,  or  an  orphan's  cry,  we  will 
meet  you  at  God's  judgment  bar,  there 
to  tell,  and  the  truth  to  say,  as  to  how 
you  came  by  this  home  which  we  now 
leave.  You  will  find  it  all,  sir,  in  the 
bottle  of   tears." 


Eternity 

Eternity  hath  neither  beginning  nor 
end.  Time  hath  both.  Eternity  compre- 
hends in  itself  all  years,  all  ages,  all  period 
of  ages,  and  differs  from  time  as  the 
sea  and  the  rivers;  the  sea  never  changes 
place,  and  is  always  one  water,  but  the 
rivers  glide  along  and  are  swallowed  up 
in  the  sea;  so  is  time  by  eternity. — 
Charnock. 


No  one  can  keep  clean  hands  and  han- 
dle a  bribe. 
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Why  I   Know  the  Bible  Is  the  Word 
of  God 

(Continued  from  page  8) 

fore   the   air-guns  of      modern      so-called 
Higher  Criticism." 

VI.  INFIDEL  PERSECUTION 
There  is  a  s:xth  and  last  form  of  Bible 
persecution  that  hardly  deserves  any  men- 
tion other  than  to  give  it  a  passing  con- 
tempt, and  that  is  a  certain  form  of  cheap 
infidelity;  the  kind  of  infidelity  that 
travels  about  the  country  and  lectures  on 
"The  Mistakes  of  Moses"  at  $200.00  per 
night,  the  small-bored  sort  of  infidelity, 
which  gathers  its  inspiration  out  of  its 
own  hot  sinful  hatred  of  Bible  doctrine 
and  which,  as  a  rule,  gathers  all  its  criti- 
cism out  of  pure,  unadulterated  igno- 
rance. 

As  a  single  instance,  take  the  quail  story 
that  seemed  to  worry  Bob  Ingersol  so 
much.  An  infidel  newspaper  published  in 
Boston  has  figured  the  whole  thing  out 
for  us.  It  gives  an  estimate  of  the  num- 
ber of  quails  that  were  piled  up  over  the 
country,  and  shows  that,  according  to  the 
Bible  story,  the  quails  when  divided  would 
give  to  each  Israelite  a  monthly  allowance 
of  2,88  8,643  bushels  of  quails,  and  this, 
of  course,  means  that  every  poor  Jew  had 
69,620  bushels  of  quails  to  eat  at  each 
meal  for  thirty  days,  and  therefore  the 
Bible  was  not  true. 

If  you  told  me  you  saw  geese  flying  as 
high  as  a  church  steeple,  I  suppose  you 
would  expect  me  to  believe  vou  meant 
they  were  piled  as  thick  as  cordwood  from 
the  ground  up.  Would  vou?  Well,  all  the 
Bible  says  is  that  God  let  them  fall  "as 
it  were  two  cubits  high  upon  the  face  of 
the  earth,"  or  as  the  correct  rendering  is 
"above  the  face  of  the  earth."  And  to 
such  argument  they  expect  honest,  intel- 
ligent people  to  give  heed! 

We  recall  the  fact  that  the  seal  of  a 
certain  Scottish  Bible  Society  is  a  Bible  in 
the  shape  of  an  anvil,  with  men  swinging 
hammers  upon  it:  the  ground  is  covered 
with  hammers  broken;  and  underneath  are 
the  words: 

"Hammer  away,  ye  rebel  bands; 

Your    hammers     break,     God's     anvil 
stands." 
Last  eve  I  paused  beside  the  blacksmith's 
door, 
And  heard  the  anvil    ring    the    vesper 
chime; 
And  looking  in  I  saw  upon  the  floor 
Old  hammers,  worn  with  beating  years 
of  time. 
"Hoiv  many  anvils  have  you  had,"  said  1, 
"To  wear  and  batter  all  these  hammers 
so?" 
"Just  one,"  said  he,  and  then  with  twink- 
ling eye, 
"The  anvil  wears  the  hammers  out,  you 
know." 
"And  so,  I  thought,  the  anvil  of  God's 


Word, 
In  ages,  skeptic  blows  have  beat  upon, 
Yet ,  though  the  noise  of  falling  blows  was 
heard, 
The  anvil  is   unharmed,   the  hammers 
gone" 

(To  be  continued) 

Returning    Good    For    Evil 
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mand  pay  for  his  filly. 

"Good  morning,  neighbor  Kellar.  How 
is  thy  family  this  fine  morning?"  ex- 
cla'med  Lawson  as  he  went  up  the  steps 
and  comfortably  seated  himself  in  a 
chair. 

"All  well,  I  believe,"  was  the  curt  re- 
ply. 

"I  have  a  small  affair  to  settle  with 
you  this  morning,  so  I  came  rather 
early." 

"So  I  imagine,"  snarled  Keller. 

"This  morning  my  son  found  thy 
Durham  heifer  in  our  garden,  where  she 
destroyed  a  great  deal." 

"And  what  did  he  do  with  her?"  asked 
Kellar,  his   countenance  sinking. 

"What  would  thee  have  done  with 
her,  had  she  been  my  heifer  in  thy  gar- 
den?" asked  the  meek  Quaker. 

"I'd  have  shot  her!"  shouted  the  ex- 
asperated victim,  "just  as  I  presume  you 
have  done  to  my  heifer;  but  we  are  only 
even  now.  Heifer  for  filly  is  only  'tit 
for  tat.'  " 

"Neighbor,  thou  misjudgeth  me,  if 
thou  thinketh  I  would  harm  a  hair  of 
thy  heifer.  She  is  in  my  barnyard,  where 
thee  can  get  her  at  any  time.  I  know  thee 
shot  my  filly,  but  the  evil  one  prompted 
thee  to  do  it.  I  have  no  evil  in  my  heart 
against  thee.  I  came  to  tell  thee  where 
thy  heifer  be  and  now  I'll  go  home." 

He  was  about  to  descend  the  steps 
again  when  he  was  stopped  by  the  great- 
ly subdued   neighbor  who  hastily   asked, 

"What  had  your  filly  been  worth?" 

"Three  hundred  dollars  is  what  I 
have  been  offered  for  her." 

"Wait  a  moment!"  and  the  owner  of 
the  heifer  hurriedly  went  into  the  house 
from  whence  he  soon  came  again  with  an 
amount  of  gold  in  his  hand. 

"Here's  the  price  of  your  filly;  here- 
after there  shall  be  none  but  peace  be- 
tween us." 

"Willingly  and  assuredly,"  answered 
Lawson  as  he  feelingly  grasped  the  prof- 
fered hand  of  his  by  now  greatly  changed 
neighbor,  "so  shall  it  be." 

The  winning  Quaker  mounted  his 
horse  and  returned  home  with  a  light 
heart,  feeling  well  recompensed  by  re- 
turning "good  for  evil."  It  was  said 
from  that  day  on  the  former  spiteful  one 
was  as  good  a  neighbor  as  one  could 
wish  to  have.  —  The  Youth's  Christian 
Companion. 
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dren — ours  or  others — who,  during  that 
time,  have  come  to  the  age  when  God 
called  them,  and  at  least  partly  because 
of  a  lack  of  our  encouragement  turned 
away?  If  we  could  only  get  them  back! 
But  too  often  that  is  impossible.  Then  the 
sorrow  begins,  and  regrets  fill  our  hearts. 

Speaking  For  Jesus 

(Continued  from  page  4)  . 

city  and  gave  out  foreign  tracts.  Some 
little  foreign  boys  and  girls  had  never 
been  in  a  Sunday  school.  So  Robert  and 
Roberta  then  each  week  end  taught  them 
Bible  verses  and  little  songs  to  sing. 
Robert  and  Roberta  became  lights  for 
the  Lord.  Wherever  they  went,  they  spoke 
a  word  for  the  Lord.  Here  is  one  of  the 
little  songs  they  taught  the  foreign  chil- 
dren: 

Tune:  "Jesus  Loves  Me" 

Missionaries  God  doth  need, 
Will  you  not  the  message  heed? 
"Go  and  tell  the  world  of  me, 
Help  them  my  great  love  to  see." 

Eleanor  Says,  "NO" 

(Continued  from  page  10) 

"Yes,  I'm  very  fond  of  Devils  Food 
Cake,  and  if  your  mother's  baking  is  as 
good  as  she  seems  to  be,  it  is  really  won- 
derful. I  believe  she  is  the  sweetest  wom- 
an I've  ever  met." 

"Thank  you.  You  know,  Corline,  I 
thank  the  Lord  for  my  mother." 

"I  guess  a  good  mother  is  something  to 
be   thankful    for." 

Eleanor  always  liked  to  say  a  word  for 
Jesus  where  possible,  and  she  thought  this 
poor  lonely  girl  surely  needed  to  hear 
about  Jesus'  love  more  than  she  needed 
anything  else. 

"Jesus  has  been  so  wonderful  to  me.  I 
could  never  be  thankful  enough  to  Him. 
He  has  given  me  good  health,  a  good 
home,  a  good  mother  and  dad,  and  best  of 
all  He  gave  Himself  for  me." 

"What  do  you  mean,  Eleanor?" 

"Why,  He  gave  His  life  that  I  might 
be  saved  from  sin." 

"I'm  sorry  to  sound  so  dumb,  but  I 
wish  you  would  explain  more  clearly  what 
you  mean." 

"Did  you  ever  go  to  Sunday  school, 
Corline?" 

"Very  few  times  in  my  life." 

"Well,  it's  an  old,  old  story  that  most 
all  children  know;  but  it's  the  sweetest 
story  I've  ever  heard.  A  long  time  ago 
the  people  of  this  world  became  very 
wicked.  God  loved  the  people  and  He 
wanted  them  to  be  saved,  but  since  Adam 
and  Eve  transgressed  in  the  garden  of 
Eden,  the  people  were  born  in  sin,  their 
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minds  were  sinful,  and  something  had  to 
be  done. 

"Let's  get  the  Bible  and  read  in  He- 
brews, maybe  this  will  explain  it  better 
to  you  than  I  could  tell  you  in  my  own 
words.  Now  this  is  what  the  people  did 
who  wanted  to  serve  God  before  Jesus 
died — we'll  read  here  in  the  9th  chapter 
beginning  with  the  13  th  verse,  'For  if 
the  blood  of  bulls  and  goats,  and  the  ashes 
of  an  heifer  sprinkling  the  unclean,  sanc- 
tifieth  to  the  purifying  of  the  flesh.'  Now 
you  see  these  people  offered  up  these  sac- 
rifices ever  so  often.  They  had  sin  offer- 
ings, peace  offerings,  and  oh,  there  was 
just  a  lot  they  had  to  do.  When  you  get 
time  read  in  Leviticus  about  the  first  six 
or  seven  chapters  and  you  can  fully  un- 
derstand about  the  way  they  had  to  do. 

"But  now  we're  coming  to  the  good 
part,  we'll  read  some  more,  'How  much 
more  shall  the  blood  of  Christ,  who 
through  the  eternal  Spirit  offered  Himself 
without  spot  to  God,  purge  your  con- 
science from  dead  works  to  serve  the  liv- 
ing God?  And  for  this  cause  he  is  the 
mediator  of  the  new  testament,  that  by 
means  of  death,  for  the  redemption  of 
the  transgressions  that  were  under  the 
first  testament,  they  which  are  called 
might  receive  the  promise  of  eternal  in- 
heritance.' Now,  Corline,  you  see  these 
people  of  old  would  have  to  offer  these 
sacrifices  every  year,  and  then  they  would 
go  right  on  sinning  and  having  to  bring 
another  sacrifice  for  their  trespasses.  We 
read  here  in  the  next  chapter  that  it  is 
not  possible  that  the  blood  of  bulls  and 
of  goats  should  take  away  sins.  God  had 
become  displeased  with  these  sacrifices  and 
some  other  remedy  must  be  found.  So 
God's  own  Son  said,  'Lo,  I  come  to  do 
thy  will,  O  God.'  Jesus  took  upon  Him- 
self the  form  of  sinful  flesh  and  came 
down  here  in  this  world  and  lived  for 
about  thirty-three  years.  Some  of  the 
people  hated  Him  and  despised  Him,  while 
others  loved  and  worshipped  Him.  But 
it  was  all  according  to  God's  plan  that 
some  should  hate  Him  and  even  crucify 
the  precious  Lord  of  glory.  Jesus  suf- 
fered and  died  on  the  cross  that  we  might 
have  a  deep-settled  peace  in  our  hearts 
and  be  free  from  the  awful  condemnation 
of  sin.  But  even  now  we  can  be  lost  if 
we  are  not  very  careful,  for  the  devil  is 
trying  to  entice  everyone  that  he  can  to 
follow  the  things  of  the  world  instead  of 
giving  their  hearts  to  the  Lord.  Jesus  will 
save  anyone  that  will  come  to  Him  and 
yield  themselves  as  a  living  sacrifice  to 
Him.  No  more  do  we  have  to  offer  yearly 
sacrifices,  for  Jesus  gave  Himself  and  has 
paid  the  debt.  There  was  nothing  else 
that  was  precious  enough  to  redeem  the 
lost  world  but  the  blood  of  God's  own 
Son,  isn't  it  wonderful?  God  gave  His 
Son;  His  Son  gave  His  life  for  you  and 
me." 

"Yes,  it  is  wonderful.  It  seems  almost 


unbelievable.  But  Eleanor,  why  hasn't 
someone  explained  this  to  me  before  now? 
It  seems  to  me  that  everybody  would  be 
wanting  to  tell  everybody  else  about  a 
story  as  wonderful  as  that." 

"Well,  Corline,  I  really  don't  know  un- 
less it  is  this — the  enemy  of  our  souls  has 
caused  so  many  people  to  grow  tired  of 
the  sweet  old  story  and  has  made  them 
think  that  it's  just  an  old,  old  story  that 
everybody  knows  and  they  just  go  on  that 
way  day  after  day.  It  is  hard  for  us  to 
believe  that  anyone  in  our  own  country 
would  know  practically  nothing  about 
Jesus,  but  we  find  it  so." 

"Sorry  to  disturb  you  girls,  you  seem 
to  be  having  a  nice  chat,  but  you  may 
assist  me  now  if  you  wish.  Mr.  Garfield 
will  be  home  soon." 

"Mother,  I  had  almost  forgotten  about 
eating.  Yes,  we'll  be  right  in  and  help 
you." 

"Corline,  I'm  awfully  glad  to  have  you 
in  our  home.  I'm  sure  you  will  soon  learn 
to  be  just  one  of  the  family.  We'll  have 
lots  of  time  to  talk  some  more." 

"Thank  you,  Eleanor." 

Days  passed  and  Eleanor  and  Corline 
grew  to  be  very  close  friends.  Corline 
waited  patiently  each  day  for  Eleanor  to 
get  home  from  school.  She  was  very  hap- 
py in  her  new  home.  Instead  of  the  down- 
hearted, outcast  look  on  her  face  that 
Eleanor  had  seen  that  first  afternoon,  it 
was  now  a  bright  smile  that  greeted  her. 
It  seemed  to  be  another  blessing  from 
God. 

For  the  last  few  days  most  of  her 
friends  had  seemed  to  have  unconsciously 
snobbed  her.  Eleanor  had  confided  in  no 
one  about  refusing  to  go  to  the  party. 
She  knew  she  had  done  the  right  thing, 
and  could  she  help  it  if  they  all  turned 
against  her?  She  knew  Ted  had  told  them, 
and  now  she  heard  he  was  taking  Betty 
to  the  party.  Well,  she  didn't  blame  him, 
she  tried  to  tell  herself,  if  he  wanted  to 
go  and  she  wouldn't  go  with  him,  it  was 
just  natural  that  he  would  ask  someone 
else. 

The  time  had  finally  arrived  and  Elea- 
nor was  glad.  Maybe  things  would  be  dif- 
ferent after  it  was  over.  If  Ted  had  spoken 
to  her  at  all  lately  it  had  just  been  "Hi" 
and  then  off  for  a  conversation  with 
someone  of  the  crowd.  But  Eleanor  had 
settled  it  with  Jesus,  and  no  matter  how 
many  friends  she  lost,  Jesus  was  the  dear- 
est friend  she  could  ever  find  and  He 
was  always  near  her.  This  afternoon  ev- 
eryone was  hurrying  to  get  home;  they 
couldn't  wait  until  time  for  the  party. 

"What  shall  I  do  this  evening?"  Elea- 
nor asked  herself.  "Oh,  I  remember,  this 
is  the  night  for  our  young  people's  prayer 
meeting.  Corline  and  I  shall  go."  She 
quickened  her  steps.  "Corline  is  a  sweet 
girl,  she  seems  to  love  Jesus,  too.  I'm  quite 


sure  she'll  want  to  go  with  me." 

Corline  did.  She  was  glad  to  go,  and 
Eleanor  was  happy  because  she  had  chosen 
good  places  to  go.  She  knew  Corline  would 
have  gone  to  the  party  with  her,  if  she 
had  gone,  but  she  was  so  glad  she  could 
feel  that  she  was  being  a  good  example 
for  her  instead  of  leading  her  farther 
down  the  road  of  sin  and  destruction. 

Good  nights  were  being  said  at  the 
meeting — Eleanor  was  now  bubbling  over 
with  joy.  Corline  had  given  her  heart  to 
God  tonight,  and  everyone  treated  her  so 
kindly,  she  had  never  been  so  happy  in 
her  life  and  now  that  she  had  really  given 
her  heart  to  the  Lord,  it  was  joy  unspeak- 
able and  full  of  glory. 

"Good  night,  Corline,  I'm  so  glad  to 
have  met  you,  we  enjoyed  your  being  here 
so  much." 

"Thank  you,  Dolores,  I'm  so  happy  I 
came.  I  feel  so  good  way  down  inside  of 
me.  I  didn't  know  that  human  beings 
could  be  so  happy." 

"We  hope  you  come  back  again  and  be 
with  us  in  our  meetings,"  Jerry  spoke 
invitingly. 

"I'm  sure  I  will.  I  wish  we  could  have 
these   services   oftener." 

It  was  "Good  night"  and  "Come  back" 
from  one  to  another  and  now  Corline  and 
Eleanor  were  on  their  way  home. 

Corline  spoke,  "Eleanor,  I  want  to 
thank  you  for  your  kindness  to  me.  I  have 
been  so  happy  these  last  few  days  since 
I've  been  in  your  home,  and  now  tonight 
I've  found  a  sweeter  happiness  than  I  ever 
hoped  to  find.  You  have  never  asked  me 
about  my  past  or  where  I  came  from,  and 
now  I  feel  that  you  deserve  to  know." 

"Well,  Corline,  I  felt  that  that  was 
your  own  personal  affairs  and  if  you 
wanted  to  mention  it,  you  would,  and  if 
not  it  was  none  of  my  business." 

"But  you  or  your  family  have  never 
acted  like  you  distrusted  me.  I've  won- 
dered about  it  and  I  could  never  quite 
understand  why  you  all  have  been  so 
sweet  to  an  outcast,  forsaken,  forlorn  girl. 
My  mother  died  when  I  was  just  a  baby; 
of  course  I  don't  remember  her  at  all.  I 
was  tossed  about  from  here  to  there,  no 
place  to  call  home,  until  I  was  about  seven 
or  eight  years  old,  and  dad  knew  he  must 
send  me  to  school  so  he  took  me  to  his 
mother's.  I  never  saw  much  of  him  for  a 
long  time  after  that.  He  would  just  drop 
in  now  and  then,  usually  drinking.  Grand- 
mother would  want  to  know  if  he  had 
any  money,  if  so,  please  give  her  a  little 
to  help  send  me  to  school.  I  have  heard 
him  say  so  many  times  that  he  wished  I 
had  never  been  born,  that  I  had  always 
been  just  a  lot  of  bother  to  him.  Grand- 
mother said  I  had  a  good  mother.  I  have 
longed  to  see  her  and  talk  with  her  so 
many  times.  Grandmother  was  good  to 
me  sometimes,  and  sometimes  I  felt  as  if 
I  would  have  been  better  off  sure  enough 
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if  I  had  never  been  born.  I  remember  the 
day  dad  came  and  said  he  had  gotten  mar- 
ried. Grandmother  seemed  very  much  re- 
lieved and  said,  'Well,  now,  I  guess  you 
can  take  Corlinc.' 

"  'I  guess  I'll  have  to,'  dad  said  dis- 
gustedly. 'I  don't  know  what  Alice  will 
say  about  it.' 

"I  must  have  been  ten  years  old  by 
then,  and  I  can  very  well  remember  the 
first  time  I  saw  Alice. 

"  'Who's  this  waif  you've  brought  home 
with  you?'  She  looked  at  dad  and  dad 
looked  at  her.  Finally  he  spoke,  'Well, 
Alice,  this  is  my  first  wife's  child,  Cor- 
line.  She  has  been  staying  with  my  moth- 
er, but  when  mother  learned  I  had  mar- 
ried again,  she  insisted  that  I  take  Cor- 
line.  I  didn't  know  what  else  to  do.  You 
see  she's  large  enough  to  help  you  with 
lots  of  the  housework  and  I'll  see  to  it 
that  she  is  no  burden  to  you.' 

"So  that  was  the  understanding.  I  was 
to  help  with  the  housework  mornings  and 
evenings  and  be  no  burden  to  Alice.  I 
could  hardly  find  time  to  do  my  studies 
in  the  evenings,  but  I  liked  to  go  to  school 
and  I  wanted  to  make  good,  so  I  worked 
hard  to  get  everything  else  done  so  I 
could  study  before  Alice  turned  the  lights 
off. 

"Dad  continued  his  drinking  and  I  re- 
member many  times  that  Alice  would 
join  him.  When  dad  brought  candy  or 
fruit  home  he  gave  it  to  Alice.  I  got  what 
she  wanted  me  to  have  and  no  more. 

"I  finally  finished  the  eighth  grade  and 
I  was  so  glad.  I  knew  I  was  not  going  to 
stay  there  much  longer.  So  one  day  I 
slipped  off  while  they  were  gone.  I  went 
here  and  there  trying  to  find  work.  I 
would  work  a  few  weeks  here  and  a  few 
some  place  else,  but  everyone  seemed  to 
distrust  me,  I  was  miserable.  I  know  the 
Lord  must  have  directed  me  to  your  home. 
I  have  been  happier  since  I've  been  here 
than  I  have  ever  been  in  my  whole  life. 
And  now  you've  shown  me  the  way  to 
Jesus.  Eleanor,  I  thank  you  all  more  than 
I'll  ever  be  able  to  tell  you. 

"So  now  you  know  something  of  my 
past;  I  hope  it  will  not  make  you  think 
less  of  me." 

"Corline,  I  admire  you  more  than  ever. 
A  girl  that  would  have  a  determination 
to  be  decent  and  respectable  and  go  on 
and  get  as  much  education  in  the  face  of 
what  you  have,  I  think  it  is  simply  mar- 
velous. I  wonder  what  I  would  have  been 
if  it  hadn't  been  for  a  good  mother  and 
dad  teaching  me  to  do  the  right  thing.  I 
doubt  if  I  could  have  been  as  brave  as  you 
have.  You  know,  Corline,  you  feel  nearer 
to  me  than  just  a  friend,  I  feel  that  we 
belong  together  like  sisters  or  maybe  it's 
David  and  Jonathan,  and  now  that  you've 
become  acquainted  with  Jesus  we  can 
pray  together,  work  together,  and  maybe 
help  lots  more  young  people  to  find  real 
peace  and  happiness." 


Eleanor  really  hated  to  say  good-bye  to 
Corline  the  next  morning  when  she  start- 
ed to  school.  But  it  won't  be  long  until 
I'll  be  back  again,  she  thought,  and  we 
can  be  together  again.  So  it  went  on  like 
that — Eleanor  and  Corline  inseparable 
friends. 

While  Eleanor  was  still  at  her  locker 
that  morning,  Ted  came  to  her  and  smiled 
a  cheery,  "Good  morning." 

Eleanor  then  remembered  about  the 
party.  It's  all  over  now,  she  thought,  and 
I'm  so  glad.  So  much  had  happened  the 
last  few  hours  she  had  forgotten  all  about 
the  party,  but  she  couldn't  help  wonder- 
ing now  if  everything  had  gone  all  right. 

"Aren't  you  going  to  speak  to  me, 
Eleanor?" 

"Why  certainly,  Ted.  Good  morning. 
You'll  please  excuse  me,  I  was  just  think- 
ing." 

"I've  not  much  time  to  talk  now,  Elea- 
nor, but  will  you  see  me  some  time  during 
the  noon  hour?  I  want  to  talk  to  you." 

"All  right,  Ted.  I  guess  the  first  part 
of  the  noon  hour  would  be  best.  It  will 
be  quieter,  most  everyone  will  be  gone." 

"That's  just  fine,  we  can  have  lunch 
together.  See  you  at  noon.  Now  don't 
forget." 

"All   right,  Ted." 

"What  can  Ted  want  to  talk  to  me 
about.  Maybe  he  wants  to  tell  me  what 
a  good  time  I  missed  by  not  going  to  the 
party.  Dear  Lord,  don't  let  me  say  any- 
thing that  would  displease  Thee."  And  a 
prayer  was  going  up  from  Eleanor's  heart 
all  morning.  Twelve  o'clock,  Eleanor 
looked  at  the  clock.  "Well,  I  guess  I'll 
soon  hear  what  he  has  to  say,"  and  again 
a  prayer  escaped  her  lips,  "Lord,  help  me 
to  say  just  what  you  would  have  me  to 
say." 

"Oh,  there  you  are,  Eleanor." 

"Yes,  I'm  right  here.  Let's  eat  in  a 
hurry  so  we'll  have  more  time  to  talk." 

"Suits  me." 

They  talked  about  their  school  work 
and  just  this  and  that  until  they  had  fin- 
ished eating. 

"Eleanor,  where  did  you  go  last  even- 
ing? Or  do  I  have  a  right  to  ask?"  Ted 
began. 

"Certainly,  I  went  to  a  young  people's 
prayer  meeting  and,  O  Ted,  we  had  a 
wonderful  time.  Corline,  the  girl  who  has 
come  to  live  with  us,  gave  her  heart  to 
the  Lord.  She  was  so  happy  and,  of  course, 
we  were,  too.  She  is  really  a  sweet  girl, 
Ted." 

"I  wish  I  had  been  there,  Eleanor." 

"You  do?" 

"Yes,  I  do.  I  was  one  of  the  most 
miserable  persons  you  have  ever  seen.  The 
first  thing  I  noticed  wrong  was  you  were- 
n't there.  I  always  feel  so  comfortable 
when  you're  near  me.  I  enjoy  your  com- 
pany more  than  I  can  say.  You  always 
seem  to  know  what  to  say  and  the  time  to 
say  it,  and  you  never  join  in  things  that 


are  not  ladylike.  I  admire  you  very  much 
for  the  stand  you're  taking  for  the  right 
since  you've  been  here  at  school.  The 
other  boys  speak  of  it,  too.  But  now  to 
go  on  about  the  party.  The  next  thing 
that  was  wrong,  Betty  drank  too  many 
cocktails.  I  don't  believe  I  was  ever  so 
disgusted  before.  I  hated  the  time  of  the 
dance  music.  I  hated  the  'clink'  of  the 
cocktail  glasses.  It  all  seemed  so  sinful.  I 
was  at  a  place  you  wouldn't  go,  it  kept 
ringing  in  my  ears,  those  words  you  told 
me — 'No,  Ted,  I'd  better  not  go  with 
you,  I  don't  believe  Jesus  would  go  to  a 
place  like  that  and  I  wouldn't  want  to 
go  anywhere  He  would  not  go  with  me.' 
I  couldn't  forget  those  words.  Now  Elea- 
nor, I  guess  you  know  what  I  want  to 
say — it's  this — I'm  sick  of  cocktail  par- 
ties, dancing,  cigarettes  and  everything 
else  that's  sinful.  You've  taught  me  a  lot, 
Eleanor,  the  wrong  life  and  the  right  life 
and,  believe  me,  I  like  the  right  life  the 
best.  I  want  to  be  happy  and  find  that 
peace  you  so  often  speak  of.  I  believe  Jesus 
will  forgive  me  and  give  me  that  peace, 
don't  you,  Eleanor? — Why,  Eleanor,  why 
are  you  crying?" 

"O  Ted,  I'm  so  happy  I  can  hardly 
stand  it.  Of  course  Jesus  will  forgive  you. 
Ted,  the  Lord  is  so  good  to  us.  I  love 
Him  more  every  day  I  serve  Him.  The 
more  I  learn  about  Him,  the  more  I  want 
to  know.  Will  you  go  with  me  to  our 
next    prayer   meting?" 

"I'd  like  to.  But  Eleanor,  please  don't 
forsake  me  until  then.  I  want  to  be  with 
you  more  than  just  once  in  a  while  on 
prayer  meeting  nights.  Really,  Eleanor, 
you  don't  know  how  much  your  presence 
means  to  me." 

"Ted,  you  may  come  over  home  some 
times,  if  you  wish." 

"May  I,  really?  That's  grand.  And  say, 
Eleanor,  I  don't  think  it'll  be  long  before 
the  whole  crowd  will  be  going  to  those 
prayer  meetings.  I'm  not  the  only  one 
that's  sick  of  this  kind  of  life  and  we 
have  all  wondered  about  your  actions  and 
how  happy  you  seem  to  be.  And  if  you 
ask  me,  you're  leading  the  whole  bunch 
of  them  to  the  Lord.  They  didn't  think 
you'd  last  Ion?  like  that.  They  thought 
in  a  short  while  you'd  be  joining  in  with 
the  crowd  and,  Eleanor,  I  was  so  afraid 
you  would.  But  you've  been  so  faithful 
that  now  we  can  all  see  you  have  some- 
thing that  helps  you  do  the  right  thing." 

"Thank  God  for  salvation,  Ted." 

That  night  Eleanor  told  Corline  all 
about  what  had  happened.  How  the  Lord 
had  helped  her  to  say  'no'  to  Ted's  invita- 
tion to  the  party  and  now  he  was  going 
to  the  prayer  meeting  and  maybe  some  of 
the  others  would  go,  too. 

They  both  knelt  and  thanked  the  Lord 
for  His  goodness,  mercies  and  an  exper- 
ience of  salvation  that  keeps  us  from  par- 
taking of  the  evils  of  this  world. 
The  End 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Sally  Jo 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

lows  and  make  Mrs.  Lovell  as  comfort- 
able as   possible. 

Silas  Blake  had  still  another  mystery  to 
ponder.  Who  was  this  lady?  Where  did 
Perry  get  her?  And  where  was  Perry  go- 
ing now?  Was  this  his  way  of  getting 
rid  of  the  girl's  older  companion?  She  did 
look  rather  delicate  and  almost  ill,  and 
seemed  grateful  for  the  comfort  as  she 
settled  back  and  closed  her  eyes  wearily. 
He  was  certainly  seeing  a  new  side  to  their 
young  minister. 

The  long  journey  came  to  an  end  all 
too  soon.  It  was  intense  joy  and  deep- 
est pain  to  two  young  hearts.  They  real- 
ized they  had  met  only  to  part  again, 
probably  for  ever.  But  nothing  could  rob 
either  of  them  of  the  sweetness  of  that 
short  reprieve. 

Dunstan  with  Mr.  Blake  took  care  of 
Sally  Jo's  baggage.  Most  of  it  was  al- 
ready at  the  wharf.  Dunstan  placed 
them  in  a  taxi  to  take  them  to  their 
hotel. 

"I'm  sorry  I  can't  see  you  and  be  with 
you  tomorrow,  Sally  Jo.  I  have  a  fun- 
eral in  the  afternoon  and  a  wedding  at 
six  o'clock.  But  I  am  coming  back  to 
the  city  to  see  you  off  in  the  evening.  1 
will  be  on  the  ship  and  inquire  for  your 
stateroom  not  later  than  nine-thirty. 
You  will  be  looking  for  me,  won't  you? 
Good-bye  until  then,  Sally  Jo." 

The  tone  of  his  voice,  the  look  in  his 
eyes,  the  pressure  of  his  hand, — they 
shattered  the  girl's  resistance  and 
crumpled  in  a  heap  her  strong  resolves 
not  to  allow  herself  to  care.  She  did 
care.   She   knew   now   she   always   had. 

That  night  in  the  hotel  room,  after 
she  and  Aunt  Sarah  had  been  in  their 
beds  a  long  while,  there  was  a  stifled 
sob  from  Sally  Jo's  bed. 

Aunt  Sarah  heard  it,  and  her  heart 
ached  for  the  girl,  but  she  knew  the  kind- 
est thing  for  her  to  do  would  be  to  pre- 
tend she  was  asleep.  She  breathed  deeply 
and  did  not  stir.  There  was  another  sob 
and  another.  They  were  smothered  now 
as  the  girl  covered  her  head  with  the 
blanket  and  tried  to  muffle  her  crying. 

Aunt  Sarah  found  her  own  face  wet 
with  tears.  She  understood  how  Sally  Jo 
felt.  Why  did  that  man  have  to  turn  up 
at   the   very   last   minute? 

Finally  she  could  stand  it  no  long- 
er. She  got  out  of  her  bed  and  crossed 
over  to  the  girl's  and  crept  in  beside  her. 

"Sally  Jo,  darling,  don't  cry  so.  Please 
don't." 

"I — I  can't — help  it."  The  threatened 
storm  broke.  "Aunt  Sarah, — I  have  loved 
him  all  these  years, — and  I  think  he 
loves  me.  And  now  tomorrow  I  will  see 
him  again,  and  then  I  will  never  see  him 
any  more.  I  wish  I  were  going  to  China, 


or  Japan,  or  some  of  those  countries 
where  people  travel,  where  a  minister 
might  come  out  on  a  missionary  journey 
or  something  like  that.  Then  there  might 
be  a  chance  that  I  might  see  him  some- 
time. But  where  I  am  going  nobody  ever 
comes.  I  almost  wish — I'd  not — seen  him 
— at  all." 

Aunt  Sarah  was  genuinely  troubled. 
"Oh,  my  precious  child,  I  am  so  sorry 
I  went  off  and  left  you  alone  with 
him." 

"No,  no,  Aunt  Sarah,  I  am  glad  you 
did.  I  wouldn't  have  missed  those  hours, 
not  for  all  the  rest  of  my  life  put  to- 
gether. It  was  so  sweet  and  precious.  I'll 
get  over  this,  after  while,  and  then  I 
will  be  glad  for  always  that  I  know  Dun- 
stan Perry  cares." 

They  were  quiet  for  a  long  time. 

"I  will  go  to  sleep  now,  Aunt  Sarah. 
I  feel  a  lot  better." 

Aunt  Sarah  kissed  the  child  and  went 
back  to  her  bed. 

Dunstan  Perry  sat  in  his  luxurious 
study  late  that  night.  He  was  alone  as 
usual.  He  had  been  battling  for  hours. 
It  was  the  old  question, — Did  God  want 
him  to  go  out  to  the  mission  field? 

He  had  felt  the  call  years  before,  but 
it  had  seemed  to  fade  away  while  he 
went  on  with  his  studies.  He  had  never 
been  quite  sure  that  it  was  God's  voice  at 
all.  But  this  talk  with  Sally  Jo  had 
opened  up  the  question  all  over  again. 
Did  she  know  the  knife-like  thrusts  she 
was  making  as  she  spoke  of  the  spiritual 
destitution  of  the  land  toward  which 
she  journeyed?  Did  she  intend  the  arrow 
of  conviction  to  quiver  in  his  heart  as 
she  repeated  the  statistics  about  the 
numberless  tribes  to  whom  no  word  of 
the  Gospel  had  even  remotely  come? 

Was  it  because  of  Sally  Jo  and  the 
words  she  said  and  the  wonderful  thing 
she  was  doing,  or  was  it  God  Himself 
who  was  holding  before  his  unwilling 
eyes  the  picture  of  lost  souls, — multi- 
tudes of  them,  dying  hopelessly  in  sin, 
and  he  not  lifting  a  hand  to  help  them? 
Sally  Jo  was  going;  she  would  rescue 
some.  But  what  about  him? 

He  had  this  church.  Of  course  he 
knew  there  were  scores  of  other  men 
who  would  jump  at  the  chance  to  step 
in  here  if  they  could.  It  would  be  infi- 
nitely harder  to  fill  the  place  where  Sally 
Jo  was  going.  The  church  would  have  no 
difficulty  in  filling  his  place.  It  was 
prosperous,  even  wealthy.  Here  he  had 
the  opportunity  to  gratify  every  ambi- 
tion of  his  life.  He  meant  to  save  souls; 
he  truly  wanted  to  serve  his  master. 
But  why  not  here?  His  people  seemed  to 
love  him.  They  were  making  it  very 
pleasant  for  him. 

That  was  just  it, — too  pleasant!  He 
suddenly  saw  himself  with  loathing  and 


contempt. 

"Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 
On  flowery  beds  of  ease}" 

The  words  beat  themselves  into  his 
brain.  He  finished  them  in  his  own  fash- 
ion. "While  Sally  Jo  endures  hardship, 
privation,  danger,  and  lives  out  her  days 
without  even  the  ordinary  comforts  of 
civilized  life."  She  had  told  him  some- 
thing of  the  prospects  of  her  field,  and 
it  was  no  more  fitting  for  Sally  Jo  than 
it  would  be  for  him. 

He  saw  all  his  years  of  scholarship — 
he  had  won  distinction  as  a  linguist — 
sacrificed,  buried,  among  a  primitive  peo- 
ple. Was  that  God's  voice,  or  just  the 
memory  of  Sally  Jo's  words,  reminding 
him  that  gifts  of  language  were  greatly 
needed  to  reduce  to  writing  the  unwrit- 
ten speech  of  some  tribes  of  many  thou- 
sands? If  only  a  small  part  of  the  Gospel 
could  be  put  into  writing  for  them. 
That  was  what  Sally  Jo  said  was  needed. 

And  there  was  Estelle.  She  had  not  yet 
consented  to  an  engagement.  She  was 
not  at  all  sure  she  would  be  happy  as  a 
minister's  wife.  She  could  not  bear  bur- 
dens of  any  kind,  nor  endure  the  sight 
of  trouble  or  sorrow.  Ministers  had  to 
face  those  things  sometimes,  she  knew. 
She  loved  Dunstan,  and  would  marry 
him  on  the  condition  that  he  would 
never  allow  any  of  his  troubles  of  the 
parish  to  touch  her,  even  remotely. 

Sometimes  he  had  forgotten  and 
started  to  speak  of  some  difficulty  or 
problem  he  was  facing.  She  promptly 
closed  his  lips  with  her  rose-petal  finger- 
tips. And  he  would  laughingly  admit 
that  his  shoulders  were  broad, — he  sup- 
posed he  could  carry  his  load  alone.  She 
naively  suggested  that  he  demand  an  as- 
sistant pastor  and  a  deaconness  or  church 
visitor  to  take  care  of  the  sick  and  the 
visiting.  He  ought  only  to  preach;  she 
loved  to  hear  him  preach! 

What  a  contrast  Sally  Jo  presented! 
Sally  Jo,  who  was  willing  to  bear,  was 
already  bearing,  burdens  of  thousands  she 
had  never  seen.  What  would  it  mean  to 
go  to  her  at  the  end  of  a  wearying  day 
and   tell  her — everything? 

Well,  if  he  gave  up  the  church,  Estelle 
would  go  with  it.  That  was  sure. 

He  dropped  on  his  knees  to  pray.  He 
wrestled  as  Jacob  of  old.  He  asked  for  a 
message  from  the  Book.  He  had  no  use 
of  slipshod  methods  of  Bible  study,  but 
tonight  he  opened  the  Book  at  random 
and  prayed  for  a  guiding  word. 

It  was  the  eleventh  chapter  of  Mark's 
Gospel.  He  read:  "Go  your  way  into  the 
village  over  against  you:  and  as  soon  as 
ye  be  entered  into  it,  ye  shall  find  a  colt 
tied,  whereon  never  man  sat;  loose  him, 
and  bring  him.  And  if  any  man  say  unto 
you,  Why  do  ye  this?  say  ye  that  the 
Lord  hath  need  of  him;  and  straightway 
he  will  send  him  hither.  And  they  went 
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their  way,  and  found  the  colt  tied  by  the 
door  without  in  a  place  where  two  ways 
met;  and  they  loose  him." 

Two  thoughts  stood  out  from  the 
printed  page.  "The  Lord  hath  need  of 
him,"  and  "tied  in  a  place  where  two 
ways  met." 

Was  he  like  that  colt?  He  was  cer- 
tainly "tied"  in  the  place  where  two  ways 
met.  He  could  see  himself,  as  he  had 
seen  many  other  young  lives,  standing 
at  the  parting  of  the  ways,  securely  tied. 
Tied  by  the  love  of  pleasure,  of  ease,  am- 
bition, wealth,  success.  Some  of  them  had 
left  the  parting  of  the  ways,  and  had 
journeyed  far  on  the  road  to — to  what? 
To  the  place  of  forgetfulness  of  God,  to 
the  place  of  self-indulgence,  if  not  sin. 
He  was  glad  if  at  least  the  Lord  had 
kept  him  tied.  But  now  the  word  was 
"Loose  him  and  bring  him,"  "the  Lord 
hath  need  of  him." 

It  was  the  small  hours  before  the  dawn 
when  a  weary,  haggard  man  rose  from 
his  knees.  The  fight  was  over. 

The  fire  of  suffering  had  burned  away 
much  dross  and  he  felt  as  though  he  were 
nothing  but  a  pile  of  ashes.  He  never 
dreamed  how  closely  his  soul  had  been 
wrapped  round  and  bound  with  the  coils 
of  pride,  self-indulgence,  ambition,  and 
the  throttling  love  of  the  world.  He 
thought  of  a  strange  sentence  somewhere 
back  in  the  Old  Testament,  "The  Lora 
met  him  and  sought  to  kill  him."  It 
seemed  that  he  himself  had  been  slain. 

He  flung  himself  on  his  bed,  and  slept 
the  sleep  of  utter  exhaustion. 

Sally  Jo  was  awakened  the  next  morn- 
ing by  the  ringing  of  the  telephone  be- 
side her  bed.  She  reached  for  it  to  an- 
swer it. 

"Miss  Sarah  Josephine  Brenton?" 

"Yes." 

"Telegram  for  you.  Shall  I  open  it  and 
read  it  to  you?  Or  do  you  want  it  sent 
up?" 

"Send  it  up,  please." 

A  telegram!  Sally  Jo  slipped  out  of  bed 
and  into  her  kimono  and  opened  the  door 
at  the  first  tap.  She  tore  open  the  enve- 
lope. 

"Father  critically  ill.  Come  home  at 
once.  Cancel  sailing.  Aunt  Josephine." 

Father  ill!  What  has  happened?  He  did 
not  look  very  well  when  they  left  him  at 
the  station,  but  he  said  nothing  about 
feeling  ill.  What  should  they  do? 

A  few  minutes  later  the  phone  rang 
again. 

"A  telegram  for  Miss  Brenton." 

Sally  Jo's  face  went  white. 

"Send  it  up,  please.  It's  another  tele- 
gram," she  said  to  Aunt  Sarah  in  a  deadly 
level  voice. 

Her  hand  shook  as  she  took  it  from  the 
messenger  at  the  door.  But  she  gave  a  sigh 
of  relief  as  she  saw  it.  It  was  a  night  let- 


ter from  Aunt  Josephine. 

Her  father  had  had  a  heart  attack 
about  nine  o'clock  and  they  had  sent  for 
the  doctor.  Cousin  Carrie  who  had  a  bad 
cold  was  worse,  and  the  doctor  had  or- 
dered her  to  go  to  bed  and  stay  there. 
That  left  no  one  to  care  for  Father.  Aunt 
Josephine  in  hurrying  up  the  stairs  had 
fallen  and  twisted  her  ankle,  and  she 
must  keep  off  her  feet. 

What  should  they  do?  Aunt  Sarah  of- 
fered to  go  home  at  once  and  care  for  the 
sick  folk,  but  that  did  not  altogether 
solve  Sally  Jo's  problem.  What  ought  she, 
Sally  Jo,  to  do? 

"I  feel  that  I  never  can  go  back  and  go 
through  it  all  over  again,  after  yester- 
day." Sally  Jo  burst  into  tears. 

They  were  to  meet  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Man- 
ning, the  missionaries  with  whom  she  was 
going  out,  at  the  mission's  office  at  ten- 
thirty.  After  breakfast  they  went  there 
and  sent  a  telegram  to  Aunt  Josephine, 
and  waited. 

Shortly  afternoon  the  word  came.  Her 
father's  condition  was  very  critical,  and 
he  would  be  in  a  serious  condition  for  a 
long  time  if  he  pulled  through  at  all. 
Cousin  Carrie's  illness  had  been  pro- 
nounced pneumonia.  Sally  Jo's  place  was 
there  at  home  right  now.  Aunt  Josephine 
was  very  positive  about  that.  Under  the 
circumstances  the  steamship  company 
would  certainly  release  her  and  return  her 
money.  They  always  did  in  cases  of  seri- 
ous illness.  Aunt  Josephine  was  not  spar- 
ing of  words  in  making  her  plea  emphatic. 
There  seemed  only  one  thing  to  do. 

There  was  a  hasty  conference  with  the 
mission  secretary,  who  offered  to  see  the 
steamship  company.  He  knew  them  well 
and  thought  it  could  be  arranged.  He 
would  bring  her  baggage  and  keep  it  in  a 
store  room  they  had  for  the  purpose.  She 
would  take  her  trunks  back  with  her.  In 
an  hour  they  were  on  the  train  for  home. 

Sally  Jo  had  been  gazing  out  of  the 
window  for  a  long  time.  "Aunt  Sarah," 
she  said  after  a  while,  "I  can't  understand 
it  at  all.  Everything  seems  such  a  mys- 
tery. But  it  is  wonderful  the  comfort  of 
God  I  have  felt  in  my  heart  since  we 
came  on  this  train.  I  cannot  explain  it.  It 
is  as  amazing  as  all  the  rest  of  the  things 
that   have  happened   today." 

Dunstan  Perry  looked  at  his  watch. 
The  hours  of  the  day  had  been  crowded, 
and  yet  they  had  seemed  long.  The  wed- 
ding was  over  and  he  was  watching  for 
a  chance  to  slip  away  from  the  home 
where  the  reception  was  in  full  swing. 
He  would  have  plenty  of  time  to  get 
back  in  his  room  before  he  had  to  catch 
the  train  for  the  city. 

An  usher  touched  his  arm.  "You  are 
wanted  on  the  phone,  Mr.  Perry,"  he  said. 
"Come  this  way." 

It  was  a  call  from  the  home  of  one  of 


the  oldest  members  of  his  flock,  who  was 
ill.  Would  he  come  to  them  at  once?  Mrs. 
Moore  was  very  low,  and  she  had  asked 
for  him. 

Yes,  certainly  he  would  come. 

That  would  get  him  away  from  the 
wedding.  He  could  make  a  call  and  stay  a 
respectable  length  of  time  and  still 
catch  the  train  for  the  city.  He  hoped 
he  would  not  be  delayed  too  long. 

As  he  was  taking  leave  of  the  hostess, 
he  was  called  to  the  phone  again.  A  man's 
voice,  filled  with  deepest  anxiety,  ex- 
plained to  him  that  his  daughter  and  a 
young  man  had  met  with  a  serious  auto- 
mobile accident  in  a  neighboring  town. 
They  were  in  the  hospital  and  had  sent 
for  him.  Would  the  pastor  be  willing  to 
go  with  him?  He  begged  him  to  go;  they 
needed  him.  Both  the  young  people  were 
members  of  his  church  and  the  father  one 
of  his  trustees. 

Dunstan  hesitated.  He  explained  about 
the  call  from  the  old  lady  who  was  ill. 

That  was  all  right,  the  father  an- 
swered. It  would  be  a  little  while  until 
he  could  get  his  car  ready.  He  would  stop 
at  Mrs.  Moore's  at  eight-fifteen  and  wait 
for  him. 

"Don't  fail  me,  pastor,"  the  man's  anxi- 
ious  voice  concluded. 

"All  right,  Mr.  Brown.  Stop  for  me 
and  I  will  be  ready." 

He  almost  groaned  as  he  said  the  words. 
There  was  no  possibility  of  his  getting  to 
the  ship  that  night.  Sally  Jo  would  be 
gone  without  his  seeing  her  again. 

He  hurried  away  to  the  home  of  Mrs. 
Moore.  "Oh,  God,"  he  prayed  as  he  went, 
"I  don't  know  why  you  let  all  this  hap- 
pen just  now.  But  give  me  patience  and 
faith,  and  help  me  to  forget  myself  and 
minister  thy  comfort  to  those  who  need 
it." 

On  the  way  he  stopped  and  sent  a  tele- 
gram to  Sally  Jo  on  the  ship.  He  had  no 
time  to  word  it  as  he  would  wish,  but  she 
would  at  least  know  why  he  had  not 
come. 

Once  again  he  was  alone  in  his  study. 
It  was  Saturday  night,  and  he  was  think- 
ing about  his  sermons  for  the  next  day. 
The  experience  of  a  few  nights  before  had 
left  a  mighty  impression  on  his  life.  He 
knew  that  God  wanted  him  to  give  up 
this  beautiful  church  and  all  its  great  op- 
portunities and  offer  himself  for  service 
in  an  obscure  mission  field.  He  must  ex- 
plain it  to  his  people. 

He  planned  to  make  an  announcement 
that  he  had  something  of  unusual  inter- 
est to  tell  them  in  the  evening  service,  and 
then  give  a  missionary  message  based  on 
Mark  11:1-6.  At  its  close  he  would  tell 
them  of  his  own  call. 

After  an  hour  on  his  knees  with  hi; 
Bible  in  the  early  morning,  he  went  int.) 
his  pulpit  that  Sunday.  There  was  a 
warmth  in  his  prayer  that  was  unusual, 
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and  an  unction  in  his  message  that  moved 
his  people  to  fresh  delight  in  their  newly- 
called  pastor. 

"Did  you  ever  hear  such  a  sermon?" 
"Wasn't  it  wonderful?" 
"Aren't    we   fortunate   to  have   found 
such  a  man  for  our  church?" 

"I  just  hope  nothing  will  ever  take  him 
away  from  us,"  murmured  one  devout  old 
soul  to  another.  "I  was  almost  afraid  he 
might  step  over  into  heaven  while  he  was 
speaking.  He  made  God  so  near." 

There  was  a  hush  of  expectancy  regard- 
ing the  evening  service,  and  the  church 
was  full. 

Dunstan  Perry  preached  as  he  never 
had  preached  before.  He  presented  Christ 
as  Savior,  the  need  of  the  whole  wide 
world  as  well  as  the  need  of  First  Church. 
There  burned  in  his  soul  a  passion  for  the 
lost.  Never  had  he  loved  his  people  as  he 
loved  them  tonight.  Then  he  told  them 
that  he  must  leave  them. 

There  was  an  audible  gasp  of  dismay, 
and  he  jaw  protest  written  on  the  faces 
before  him.  Simply  then  he  told  them  of 
his  struggle  that  memorable  night.  Tears 
were  rolling  down  many  faces  when  he 
finished. 

The  Spirit  of  God  was  so  manifestly 
present  that  he  felt  impelled  to  give  the 
Gospel  invitation  to  any  who  wished  to 
accept  Christ  that  night.  It  was  an  un- 
usual procedure  in  this  church,  he  was 
well  aware,  but  he  was  under  new  orders 
now. 

After  a  moment  of  prayer  the  singing 
of  a  hymn  was  announced,  and  then  he 
pleaded  with  any  who  did  not  yet  know 
the  Savior  to  come  forward  and  take 
Him. 

There  was  a  little  stir  in  the  back  of 
the  church,  and  a  young  woman  of  at- 
tractive, refined  appearance  came  weep- 
ing down  the  aisle.  Dunstan  Perry,  him- 
self moved  as  he  had  seldom  been  before, 
came  down  out  of  the  pulpit  to  meet  her. 
The  hymn  was  ended  and  he  pronounced 
the  benediction. 

Then  he  turned  to  the  girl.  A  few 
words  disclosed  that  she  knew  perfectly 
what  she  was  doing.  She  had  been 
brought  up  in  church  and  Sunday  school, 
had  a  godly,  praying  mother,  but  she 
had  wandered  into  the  far  country  of 
sin  and  self-will.  She  needed  the  Savior, 
and  she  was  coming  to  Him  tonight. 

"Will  you  give  me  your  name  and  ad- 
dress?" asked  the  pastor.  "I  should  like 
to  call  to  see  you." 

"I'll  give  you  my  name,"  the  girl 
murmured.  "Marie  Orrington.  But  I  don't 
live  here,  and  I  am  going  back  home  to 
my  mother.  It  is  where  I  belong,"  and 
the  tears  flowed  again. 

Satisfied  that  she  was  truly  saved, 
Perry  left  her  with  some  of  the  good 
women  of  the  church  who  gathered 
about   her.    He   himself      must    face   the 


storm  of  protest  that  he  knew  was 
awaiting  him.  But  a  deep,  abiding  peace 
possessed  him.  God  had  sealed  his  conse- 
cration. Like  Gideon  of  old,  he  had  asked 
for  one  more  reassuring  sign.  It  was  that 
he  might  see  a  soul  born  again  through 
his  ministry  that  day.  There  was  not 
power  in  First  Church  or  in  the  world 
to  turn  him  back  now. 

Silas  Blake  waited  until  the  last  to 
speak  to  him.  "I'll  walk  home  with  you, 
Perry,  if  you  don't  mind,"  he  said,  as 
they  went  out  together. 

They  were  very  quiet,  and  then  Blake 
slipped  his  arm  around  the  shoulders  of 
the  younger  man. 

"Perry,  I  must  say  it,  you  were  won- 
derful tonight,  indeed  all  day.  I  am  sure 
God  has  a  great  service  for  you.  But, — 
forgive  me  if  I  speak  like  a  father,  if  you 
are  my  pastor, — are  you  sure  it  was  God 
that  called  you  to  the  field,  and  not  that 
little  girl  you  met  on  the  train  the  other 
day?" 

As  Perry  did  not  answer  at  once,  Blake 
went  on,  "Pardon  me,  my  dear  boy.  It 
isn't  that  I  question  your  call.  No  one 
could  after  that  message  tonight." 

"No,  Mr.  Blake,  I  don't  wonder  at 
your  question,  and  I  don't  resent  it.  The 
girl  did  have  a  part,  under  God;  but  she 
went  away  without  ever  knowing  it.  I 
don't  know  that  God  will  ever  permit 
us  to  be  together.  He  has  not  shown  me 
all  the  pattern  in  the  mount,  as  yet.  All 
I  know  is  that  I  am  under  orders  and  so 
is  she.  She  is  far  ahead  of  me  on  the  way 
now.  Whether  our  Heavenly  Father  has 
planned  to  bring  us  together  sometime 
in  the  future  I  cannot  say.  I  wish  it 
were  so.  I  am  far  from  deserving  such  a 
treasure,  but  I  confess  to  you,  I  want  her 
with  my  whole  heart." 

"God  grant  that  you  find  her,  my 
boy.  For  with  God  nothing  shall  be  im- 
possible." 

Dunstan  resolved  to  write  to  Sally  Jo 
at  once.  He  had  what  was  supposed  to 
be  her  address  when  she  reached  her  final 
destination,  but  wished  that  there  might 
be  some  place  on  the  coast  where  he 
could  reach  her  more  quickly  by  air  mail. 
He  called  up  the  mission  office  for  in- 
formation, and  learned  the  astounding 
news  that  Sally  Jo  was  back  at  home  tak- 
ing care  of  her  sick  father  and  a  sick 
cousin.  Her  going  to  the  field  had  been 
postponed  indefinitely,  they  were  sorry 
to  say. 

He  could  hardly  control  his  voice  to  be 
as  decently  sorry  as  he  felt  he  ought, 
while  he  talked  to  the  secretary.  Then  he 
sat  down  and  wrote  for  an  hour. 

The  next  day,  Sally  Jo  sitting  in  het 
father's  sick  room  was  handed  a  thick  let- 
ter. At  the  first  few  lines,  there  flooded 
into  her  soul  such  a  radiance  as  from 
heaven  that  she  had  to  leave  the  room  for 
fear  she  might  laugh  or  cry  or  shout  or 


do  something  that  would  disturb  the  dear 
invalid. 

Carrie  was  slowly  on  the  mend,  and  her 
father  was  slightly  better  and  there  was 
good  hope  of  his  recovery.  But  in  the 
light  of  that  letter  from  Dunstan,  every 
puzzle  in  her  life  seemed  to  find  an  in- 
stant's solution. 

"O  God,"  she  breathed,  and  the 
weight  of  glory  and  joy  seemed  almost  to 
overpower  her,  "I  thank  Thee  that  I  have 
been  permitted  to  see  and  understand  here 
and  now,  what  I  did  not  think  I  ever 
could  until  I  reached  over  there.  My 
Heavenly  Father,  I  thank  Thee,  for  keep- 
ing me  from  all  else  and  for  him." 

The  clangor  and  din  subsided,  and  the 
small  ocean-bound  steamer  pulled  slowly 
away  from  the  dock.  Balls  of  bright  col- 
ored paper  flung  by  outgoing  hands  un- 
rolled and  bridged  for  a  moment  the  ever- 
widening  space,  then  snapped  and  floated 
away  in  a  colorful  symbolism  of  the 
breaking  ties.  Handkerchiefs  waved,  and 
tear-wet  eyes  clung   for  the  last   smiles. 

On  the  receding  deck  stood  the  Rev. 
Dunstan  Mortimer  Perry  and  his  wife. 
They  were  waving  their  hands  to  the 
group  on  the  shore. 

There  was  Father,  looking  so  strong  and 
well  again,  and  Aunt  Sarah  and  Aunt 
Josephine  beside  him.  Near  them  stood 
Mrs.  Orrington  and  Marie.  Just  back  of 
them  Silas  Blake  stood  with  several  other 
members  of  the  church  that  was  pledging 
the  support  of  the  young  missionaries. 
Dunstan's  cousin,  Lillian  Fuhrman,  was 
there.  Loving  tears  were  in  many  eyes,  but 
joy  reigned  in  the  hearts. 

"It  is  hard  to  leave  them  all,"  Sally  Jo 
murmured.  "Yet  deep  down  inside  I  am 
so  happy  I  could  almost  burst.  I  can't 
understand  it.  It  isn't  just  because  I  am 
going  out  with  you,  dear,  but  knowing 
that  I  am  in  God's  will,  and  that  it  is  by 
His  choice  and  appointment  that  He  had 
planned  it  all,  such  a  wonderful,  such  a 
beautiful  plan." 

"But  just  think,  Sally  Jo,  I  once 
thought  I  had  to  stand  there  and  watch 
you  go  away  alone.  And  there  I  was,  like 
that  colt  tied  at  the  parting  of  the  ways." 

"Dunstan,  if  you  had  not  surrendered 
to  God  that  night,  I  believe  I  should  have 
gone  off  alone,  just  as  I  planned.  Don't 
you  think  so?" 

"I  wonder." 

"Are  you  still  glad  that  you  gave  up 
the  church  and  all?  Aren't  you  sometimes 
sorry?" 

"A  thousand  times,  no!"  And  then  as 
his  hand  held  hers,  "Oh,  my  darling, 
what  if  you  hadn't  followed  the  Lord  so 
truly?  What  then?" 

THE  END 
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Let  Me  Give 

God  has  been  a  great  Giver.  Every  head 
of  golden  grain,  every  jar  of  yellow 
cream,  every  piece  of  luscious  fruit  is  out 
of   His   kindly   provision. 

Then  from  His  hand  there  is  the  sun 
which  lights  and  warms,  the  breeze 
which  clears  the  atmosphere,  the  refresh- 
ing shower,  and  the  shade  of  the  spread- 
ing tree.  Also,  He  has  given  the  givers — 
the  song  bird  gives  his  song,  the  rose  gives 
its  fragrance,  the  mountain  gives  its 
challenge,  the  dawn  gives  its  hope,  and 
the  stars  give  their  inspiration. 

Thrown  in  upon  my  life  are  music, 
and  order,  and  beauty,  and  memory,  and 
anticipation. 

Besides  these,  I  have  my  friends — no 
two  alike  but  each  having  a  mind,  person- 
ality, viewpoint,  direction,  and  character, 
with  the  overflow  of  blessing  upon  my 
life. 

There  are  the  spoken  messages  of  men 
and  women  and  the  things  they  place 
upon  the  printed  page — to  instruct,  and 
correct,  and  inspire,  and  edify. 

The  church  also — ah,  let  me  not  forget 
its  ministry  to  my  childhood,  my  youth, 
my  manhood,  its  associations,  its  sermons, 
its  testimonies,  its  sacred  altars,  its  sacra- 
ments, and  its  holy  days. 

Besides  all  these,  the  Word  has  been 
given — the  Word  of  certainty  and  of 
authority.  A  message  of  love  from  my 
heavenly  Father,  and  full  of  warnings, 
and  examples,  and  admonitions,  and  en- 
couragements, and  rejoicings,  and  pre- 
cious promises,  and  assurances — a  suffi- 
cient guide  through  these  fleeting  days 
from  earth  to  heaven. 

Above  all  and  greater  than  all,  God 
gave  His  Son  to  walk  the  paths  with  men, 
to  reveal  the  Father,  and  to  be  the  Way, 
the  Truth  and  the  Life.  Then  He  spared 
not  His  own  Son  but  offered  Him  up  for 
us  all.  No  gift  so  great  before  or  after 
was  ever  bestowed  upon  mortal  being. 

So  I  am  asked  to  give. 

Well,  let  me  do  so. 

First,  of  my  own  self  unto  Him. 

Then,  what  influence  I  have  on  His 
side  and  for  His  work. 

My  attendance  at  all  places  where  I 
may  be  useful  to  His  cause  or  where  I 
might  pass  on  to  others  the  good  I  have. 

A  little  money — the  poorest,  cheapest 
stuff  I  have — but  it  can  serve  the  King- 
dom; let  me  not  be  cheap  with  it  and 
niggardly,  lest  I  be  an  ingrate,  a  stagnant 
pool,  a  sordid,  selfish  thing. 

My  loved  ones — these  most  precious  of 
earthly  things — may  I  give  them  freely 
for  any  task  to  which  my  Lord  may  ap- 
point, near  or  far. 

What  gifts  and  opportunities  for  good 
I  have,  let  me  harness  these  to  His  work 
and  enter  the  open  doors  or  open  them 
that  His  Kingdom  may  be  promoted. 

If  I  should  be  called  upon  to  resist 
"unto  blood,  striving  against  sin,"  let  me 


do  this  gladly,  but  if  something  less  than 
this  is  asked,  may  I  make  my  life  a  glad, 
living  sacrifice. 

May  I  not  be  a  beggar  for  forbidden 
things,  or  a  whiner  over  my  appoint- 
ments in  life,  or  feel  sorry  that  so  much 
is  asked  of  me,  but  rather  be  glad  that  I 
am  counted  worthy  to  endure  something 
for  His  name's  sake. 

Oh,  my  Lord,  since  Thou  hast  given 
and  given  again  and  again,  may  my  hands 
be  so  open  toward  every  God-approved 
work  that  I  may  be  worthy  to  be  called 
Thy  child! — The  Free  Methodist. 

State  Superintendents  of  Sunday 
Schools  and  Y.  P.  E's 

ALABAMA:  T.  G.  Pearson,  Box  97,  Pratt  City, 
Ala. 

ARIZONA:    Ray  T.  Hill,  Box   503,  Bisbee,  Ariz. 

ARKANSAS:  Oscar  L.  May,  4618  W.  29th  St., 
Little    Rock,    Ark. 

CALIFORNIA:     Lula    Milam,     522     Richman    PI., 

Fullerton,    Calif. 

CONNECTICUT.  NEW  JERSEY,  PENNSYL- 
VANIA, RHODE  ISLAND:  D.  N.  Lykens,  Rt.  2, 
Williamsburg,   Pa. 

FLORIDA:  Lewis  Willis,  Box  844,  Avon  Park, 
Fla. 

GEORGIA:    Roy   Douglas,   Box   782,   Macon,   Ga. 
IDAHO:    Alex  J.   Duncan,   Lewiston,   Idaho. 

IOWA,  NEBRASKA:  Mrs.  J.  L.  Goins,  327  N. 
First  St.,    Oskaloosa,   Iowa. 

ILLINOIS:  Leonard  Newton,  1117  N.  Monroe 
St.,    Johnston    City,    111. 

INDIANA:  H.  E.  Dietz,  342  S.  Meredian  St., 
Jasonville,    Ind. 

KANSAS:  Mrs.  Anna  Volk,  1705  Spruce  St., 
Coffeyville,   Kansas. 

KENTUCKY:  Cecil  Bridges,  146  Cotter  Ave., 
Somerset,    Ky. 

LOUISIANA:  Charles  W.  Conn,  3  302  Polk  St., 
Monroe,     La. 

MAINE,  NEW  HAMPSHIRE,  VERMONT,  and 
MASSACHUSETTS:  Joel  D.  Brown,  48  North  St., 
Augusta,    Me. 

MARYLAND,  DELAWARE,  WASHINGTON, 
D.  C,  EAST  VIRGINIA:  Alva  Mae  McClure,  607 
South   St.,   Easton,   Md. 

MISSISSIPPI:  Arlie  M.  Dorman,  1108  River 
Ave.,    Hattiesburg,    Miss. 

MISSOURI:  Raymond  E.  Hall,  Valles  Mines, 
Mo. 

MINNESOTA,  WISCONSIN:  Violette  M.  Olson, 
Box   486,   Herman,   Minn. 

MONTANA:  William  Pospisil,  Denton,  Mont. 

MICHIGAN:  Mae  Corey,  729  Blaine,  Detroit, 
Mich. 

NEW  JERSEY:  John  Josephsen,  311  Wyoming 
Ave.,   Absecon,   N.   J. 

NEW  MEXICO:  Hilton  Vail,  Box  226,  Hot 
Springs,    N.    Mex. 

N.  CAROLINA:  Ralph  Williams,  Box  2581, 
Charlotte,    N.    C. 

OHIO:  Wiley  W.  Miller,  209  Cereal  Ave., 
Hamilton,    Ohio. 

OKLAHOMA:  Archie  F.  McWilliams,  Box  1036, 
Maud,    Okla. 

OREGON:   Vida  C.  Jackson,  Silverton,  Ore. 

S.  CAROLINA:  Wm.  P.  Stallings,  Box  804, 
Greenville,    S.    C. 

TENNESSEE:  C.  J.  Hindmon,  2220  Magnolia 
Ave.,    Cleveland,    Tenn. 

TEXAS:  Vessie  D.  Hargrave,  Box  213,  Weather- 
ford,  Tex. 

VIRGINIA:    Mrs.    J.   C.   Aldrich,   Lynchburg,   Va. 

WASHINGTON:  Miss  Io  Garlit,  Box  1513, 
Yakima,    Wash. 


Contestants  For  Bible  School 
Scholarship 

Herman    Clark,    Jr.,    Sevierville,    Tenn. 
Doris  Parrish,  1059  33rd  Ave.,  Tampa,  Fla. 
Carroll  James,   Rt.   2,  Box  91,   Forrest  City,  Ark. 
Clyde    Case,    7    Pelzer    St.,    Monoghan    Mill,    Green- 
ville,   S.    C. 
George    Campbell,    Steelville,    Mo. 
Ralph   E.  Williams,  Box  2581,  Charlotte,  N.  C. 
Mrs.  Earl  Roupe,  Rt.  3,  Box  176,  Uniontown,  Pa. 


HOME  SCENES 

When  we  wrote  the  play,  "Home 
Scenes,"  we  had  in  mind  the  closing  of 
Vacation  Bible  Schools.  On  the  last 
Saturday  night  of  the  school  let  the  chil- 
dren have  their  program,  and  Sunday 
night  put  on  a  parents'  program  and  use 
this  play.  It  is  the  picture  of  two  homes. 
One  young  couple  starts  out  in  life  to 
make  Christ  the  foundation  for  their 
home  and  it  has  a  very  beautiful  ending. 
The  other  couple  builds  on  a  sandy  foun- 
dation and  the  evening  of  life  is  very 
sad.  It  is  a  sermon  within  itself.  Order 
this  play  and  use  in  connection  with 
your  school.  Price  25c. 

Order  from 

ALDA   B.  HARRISON 

2905  Parker  St. 

Cleveland,  Tennessee 

PLAYS 


THE  UNBROKEN  CIRCLE 
By  E.  E.  Coleman 


A  SEARCH  IN  VAIN 
By  Verlene  McCay 
Order  from  Lighted  Pathway,  Cleve- 
land, Tenn.   Price  25c  each. 


New  Gideons 

Reed    Lyles,    Lake    Wales,    Fla. 

Esolene   Mitchell,    Statesboro,    Ga. 

Mrs.    J.    L.    Guthrie,    Burdine,    Ky. 

E.    E.    Winters,    Detroit,    Mich. 

Winnie   Loper,  Conehatta,   Miss. 

Mrs.   Goldie  Claar,   Claysburg,  Pa. 

Pauline  Sensening,   Stephens,   Pa. 

Mrs.    Kathleen    Farrell,    Lake    City,    S.    C 

Mrs.    Erwin    W.    Carter,    New    Market,    Tenn. 

Mrs.    James   J.    Martin,    Harrison,    Idaho. 

Margie    Foreman,    Point,    Texas. 

Mrs.   W.    E.   Briggs,   Starkey,   Va. 

Ruth   Roberts,   Plasterco,  Va. 

Iva   M.   Henry,   Bayard,  W.   Va. 

Mrs.    W.    H.    Creasman,    Black    Mountain,    N.    C. 

Bernard  Lane,   St.  Louis,   Mo. 

Miss   Mae   Vanderford,    Lockett,    Tenn. 

Pauline    Gunter,    Woodbury,    Tenn. 

Mrs.    F.    M.    Sides,   Fyffe,   Ala. 

Evelyn    Hawk,    Uniontown,    Pa. 

Dorothy    Robertson,    Casar,    N.    C. 

Mrs.   J.   E.    Lawson,    Etowah,   Tenn. 

W.   J.   Young,    Orlando,    Fla. 

Mrs.    E.    Haynes,    Camp   Taylor,    Ky. 

Mrs.   W.    M.   Bird,    Perdido,   Ala. 

Mrs.    L.    E.   Allen,   S.   Boston,   Va. 

Cecil    Martin,    Lenoir,    N.    C. 

Mrs.    J.    L.    Copeland,    Selma,    Ala. 

Mrs.    R.    E.   Colquitt,   Chattanooga,   Tenn. 

Mary    Travis,    Cambrige,    Md. 

Eva   Davidson,    Shelburn,    Md. 

Mrs.   Lena  Denham,   Clay  City,   Ky. 

Ethel    Day,    Whitesburg,    Ky.  
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j&  Glints  of  Knowledge         S> 


By   E.   M.   TAPLEY,    300   Cecil   Avenue,   Knoxville,  Tenn. 


Sidelights   About    Iceland 

In  view  of  the  fact  that  the  United 
States  has  recently  taken  over  the  defence 
of  Iceland,  a  few  facts  about  this  far 
northern  island  might  be  of  interest  to  all 
of  us. 

1.  Iceland  is  a  republic,  and  its  Parlia- 
ment is  one  of  the  oldest  law-making 
bodies  in  the  world.  The  one  thousandth 
anniversary  of  its  founding  was  held  in 
June,  1930,  attended  by  delegates  from 
all  over  the  world. 

2.  The  island  is  about  as  large  as  the 
state  of  Kentucky  and  has  a  population 
of  109,300.  Reykjavik,  the  capital,  is  a 
modern  city  of  28,000  inhabitants,  with 
electric  lights,  smart  stores,  a  six-story 
hotel,  and  a  theater.  Its  homes  are  com- 
fortable and  built  more  of  concrete  than 
of  wood. 

3.  The  people  of  Iceland  are  socially 
well  advanced;  illiteracy  is  practically  un- 
known. Justice  is  swift,  and  as  a  result 
there  is  little  crime.  They  have  no  un- 
employment, and,  being  a  peace  loving 
people,  they  have  no  army  or  navy. 

4.  The  Icelanders  are  a  strictly  religi- 
ous people,  largely  of  the  Lutheran  faith, 
and  they  are  total  abstainers  from  alco- 
holic liquors.  They  are  pure-blooded  de- 
scendants of  the  Vikings,  and  their  lan- 
guage has  maintained  its  purity  for  over 
a  thousand  years. 

5.  The  northern  shore  of  Iceland 
touches  the  Arctic  Circle,  but  the  island 
is  warmed  by  the  Gulf  Stream  which 
curls  close  to  its  southern  shore,  and  in 
summer  it  is  quite  warm.  Only  one-eighth 
of  its  surface  is  covered  with  ice,  one- 
tenth  is  strewn  with  lava  from  107  al- 
most extinct  volcanoes,  and  the  rest  of 
the  island  is  picturesque  but  mostly  bar- 
ren. 

6.  Iceland  is  not  an  agricultural  land. 
The  summers  are  too  cool  and  damp  for 
agriculture  to  be  carried  on  with  much 
success,  but  half  the  population  engage  in 
farming,  raising  hay,  potatoes,  and  tur- 
nips. Iceland  exports  much  wool.  Fishing 
is  one  of  the  main  industries,  and  cod- 
fish is  packed  and  sent  all  over  the  world. 

7.  Iceland  has  no  railroads,  but  there 
is  approximately  400  miles  of  good  high- 
ways and  many  automobiles,  mostly 
American  makes. 

8.  In  the  southern  part  of  the  island 
the  longest  day  is  twenty  hours,  and 
the  shortest  four,  but  in  the  most  north- 
ern extremity  the  sun  at  midsummer  con- 
tinues above  the  horizon  a  whole  week, 
and,  of  course,  during  a  corresponding 
period  in  winter  never  rises. 

9.  In  the  volcanic  districts  where  lava 
flooded  in  ancient  times,  there  are  large 


springs  of  scalding  hot  water.  Some  of 
these  are  located  two  miles  from  the  cap- 
ital, and  much  of  the  water  is  piped  to 
the  city  and  used  for  heating  schools, 
hospitals,  etc. 

GIBRALTAR  IS  AN  ISLAND.  It  has 
been  since  1940  when  the  British  com- 
pleted a  canal  back  of  it  for  additional 
defense. 

Education  does  not  consist  in  know- 
ing everything  but  in  being  able  to  find 
and  apply  material  when  needed. 

It  took  but  a  few  days  to  get  Israel  out 
of  Egypt,  but  it  took  forty  years  to  get 
Egypt  out  of  Israel. 

The  Grace  of  God 

Titus  2:11,   12 

1.  What  it  hath  Imported — Salvation. 

2.  What  it  hath  Imparted — Knowl- 
edge. 

3.  What    it    hath    Implanted — Hope. 

Sparks  From  Spurgeon's  Anvil 

"Be  sure  you  feel  what  you  preach, 
and  preach  what  you  feel.  Get  a  red- 
hot  heart,  and  preach  to  the  heart.  Christ 
said,  'Feed  my  sheep  ....  Feed  my 
lambs.'  Some  preachers,  however,  put  the 
food  so  high  that  neither  lambs  nor  sheep 
can  reach  it.  They  seem  to  have  read 
the  text,  'Feed  my  giraffes.'  Preach 
nothing  up  but  Christ,  and  preach  noth- 
ing down  but  the  devil.  Make  Christ  the 
diamond  setting  of  every  sermon.  Have 
confidence  in  the  power  of  the  truth  you 
preach. 

"Character  is  the  great  secret  of  religi- 
ous eloquence." 

A  Chastised  People 

"Of  the  more  than  9,000,000  Jews  in 
Europe  less  than  1,000,000  are  still  living 
normal  lives,"  said  Dr.  Goldmann,  chair- 
man of  the  world  Jewish  Congress  re- 
cently. According  to  The  Spectator 
(London),  not  more  than  16  per  cent  of 
the  Jews  in  Germany  can  earn  their  liv- 
ing. There  are  only  18  5,000  left  com- 
pared with  a  population  of  5  50,000  Jews 
seven  years  ago. 

Christ  was  always  busy  but  never  too 
busy  to  pray.  He  does  the  most  for  God 
who  is  the  most  skilled  in  prayer. — 
Bounds. 

Many  men  seem  to  have  a  boundless 
revelation  of  present  conditions  and 
times;  but  what  we  need  most  is  men 
with  a  fresh  revelation  of  God  to  meet 
these  awful  conditions  of  the  end  time. 


This  Heavily  Armed  World 

According  to  Prophecy  Monthly,  the 
extent  to  which  the  nations  are  arming  is 
so  great  that  it  seems  the  day  of  the 
Lord  must  not  be  far  off,  concerning 
which  day  the  prophet  Joel  sends  out  the 
call  for  the  nations  to  arm  to  the  limit. 

Since  1936  Russia's  military  budget  has 
quadrupled  and  now  equals  about  one- 
third  of  the  national  income,  or  $31,- 
000,000  a  day. 

Before  their  invasion  the  Balkan  coun- 
tries were  spending  more  than  $2,000,000 
a  day  on  their  armies. 

Tiny  Switzerland  spends  nearly  $900,- 
000  a  day  for    defense. 

Previous  to  the  invasion,  Greece  was 
spending  forty  per  cent  of  its  entire  bud- 
get for  military  preparations. 

French  Indo-China  and  the  Temple 
of  Angkor 

Now  that  French  Indo-China  has 
come  into  the  news,  we  are  reminded  that 
its  dense  jungles  hold  the  first  wonder 
of  the  world,  the  greatest  mystery  in  his- 
tory— the  prodigious  temple  of  Angkor. 
Here  a  mysterious  race,  of  whose  origin 
and  destruction  we  know  nothing,  found- 
ed the  capital  of  a  mighty  empire  that 
perished  and  left  nothing  but  architec- 
tural and  archelogical  evidences  of  their 
superlative  civilization.  The  ruins  of  this 
marvelous  city  are  hidden  deep  in  the 
heart  of  the  vast  jungles.  Almost  un- 
touched by  the  ravages  of  time,  stands 
the  temple  of  Angkor,  the  most  lavishly 
decorated  building  on  earth,  and  one  of 
the  largest.  Its  walls  are  deluged  with 
the  most  exquisite  carvings  upon  earth. 
Its  builders  —  whom  historians  call  the 
Rhymers — were  perhaps  the  greatest  art- 
ists that  ever  lived.  It  stands  and  is  per- 
haps destined  to  stand,  the  greatest  mon- 
ument ever  raised  by  man.  Historians  be- 
lieve the  race  that  erected  this  unbeliev- 
able giganic  wonder  founded  an  empire 
there  about  the  fourth  century  and  disap- 
peared about  the  twelfth,  but  the  native 
Siamese  insist  that  it  was  built  by  angels, 
because  human  beings  could  not  have 
been  powerful  enough  nor  inspired  enough 
to   build  such   fantastic   structure. 

Congregations  that  are  complaining 
about  the  poor  quality  of  the  sermons 
they  are  listening  to  might  try  the  ex- 
periment of  buying  their  preachers  a  sup- 
ly  of  new  and  challenging  books. — Roy 
L.  Smith. 

The  Old  Testament  offers  abundant 
testimony  to  the  fact  that  God  has  used 
some  very  wicked  nations  in  the  past  as 
instruments  by  which  to  work  His  will 
in  behalf  of  some  chosen  people. — Sel. 
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J  am  the  most  desirable  thing  in  life. 

Without  me  no  one  can  be  healthy,  happy  or  useful. 

I  am  the  foundation  and  bulwark  of  civilization. 

The  hidden  wealth  and  vast  resources  of  this  earth  would  have 
no  value  without  me. 

Nothing  else  has  done  so  much  for  humanity  as  I  have.  I  have 
saved  more  people  from  despair  and  suicide  than  any  other  one 
thing. 

1  am  the  great  developer  of  man.  No  other  agency  has  called 
forth  so  many  of  his  hidden  treasures,  developed  more  power  of 
mind  and  body  than  I  have. 

The  only  genuine  satisfaction  that  can  come  to  a  human  being 
is  to  be  a  real  man  or  a  real  woman,  and  without  me  that  is  im- 
possible. 

If  men  were  compelled  to  live  without  me  the  race  would  soon 
deteriorate;  life  would  become  vacant  and  uninteresting;  peo- 
ple xvould  die  of  ennui. 

I  am  the  great  balance  wheel  of  man's  being,  the  center  of  his 
life,  around  which  all  other  interests  revolve. 

The  man  and  woman  who  try  to  get  along  -without  me  are 
characterless,  selfish,  undeveloped,  useless,  and  unprofitable 
members  of  society. 

I  am  behind  every  fortune,  every  art  and  science,  every 
achievement,  every  triumph  of  man.  I  lift  him  out  of  himself, 
make  him  forget  his  cares  and  troubles,  lead  him  away  from  grief 
and  sorrow  and  revivify  his  interest  in  life. 

Of  all  the  privileges  God  has  bestowed  on  man,  I  am  the  great- 
est. I  make  him  the  instrument  through  xvhich  He,  the  Omnipo- 
tent One,  expresses  power  and  beauty  in  a  multitude  of  ways. 

Rich  men  and  poor  men  alike  who  try  to  find  substitutes  for 
me,  thinking  thereby  to  secure  a  larger  measure  of  happiness, 
peace  and  satisfaction  than  their  fellowmen,  are  always  bitterly 
disappointed.  Instead  of  gain,  every  substitute  brings  them  infi- 
nite loss. 

As  the  Creator  is  greater  than  the  creature,  so  I  am  greater 
than  wealth,  power,  fame,  learning,  or  any  other  acquired  posses- 
sion or  quality  of  man,  because  I  am  the  source  through  xvhich  he 
acquired  them. 

I  AM  WORK! — Sel. 
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Jesus  loves  the  children  dear 
Children  far  away  or  near 
They  are  safe  when  in  His  care 
Every  day  and  every  where. 
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^be  Editors  oMessage 


Alda    B.    Harrison 
Editor 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

The  Assembly  year  has  closed  and  the 
new  Assembly  year  has  begun.  I  am  sure 
there  are  many  disappointed  people  be- 
cause they  did  not  get  to  attend  this  As- 
sembly, but  this  disappointment  must 
not  hinder  our  spiritual  progress.  Of 
course,  to  attend  an 
Assembly  and  meet  so 
many  of  the  saints  of 
God,  and  realize  what 
a  host  of  people  are 
traveling  with  us,  is 
a  great  inspiration  to 
us,  and  usually  we  go 
back  from  this  great 
gathering  inspired  to 
do  greater  things. 
But  let  us  remember 
that  God's  work  must 
be  done  and  He  is 
depending  on  you  and 
me  to  do  that  work. 
Also  we  must  not  forget  that  "All  things 
work  together  for  good  to  those  who  love 
God."  We  are  very  sure  that  God  had 
a  purpose  in  all  that  has  happened,  and 
now  if  you  will  listen  closely  to  the 
voice  of  the  Spirit,  you  will  hear  the 
words,  in  no  uncertain  sound,  "Work 
while  it  is  called  day,  the  night  cometh 
when  no  man  can  work,"  and  we  want  to 
do  this,  don't  we? 

We    hope    we    may   say    something    in 
this   message   to   help   you   to   find   your 
place,  or  to  help  you  to  find  what 
your  responsibility  is  as  you  move 
Dut  for  God. 

In  the  center  of  our  page  you 
will  find  some  thoughts.  We  hope 
you  will  study  very  closely  so 
that  you  may  catch  a  glimpse  of 
what  your  responsibility  is  this 
coming  year. 

First,  how  do  you  spend  your 
time?     Every  day  you  will  have 
twenty-four      hours      to      use   or 
abuse.   52  5,600  minutes     will     be 
ticked  off  by  the  little  clock  in 
your  room  and  you  must  give  ac- 
count to  God  for  all  of  them. 
I  have  only  just  one  minute, 
Only  sixty  seconds  in  it, 
Forced  upon  me,  can't  refuse  it, 
Didn't  seek  it,  didn't  choose  it, 
I  must  suffer  if  I  lose  it, 
Give  account  if  I  abuse  it, 
Just  a  tiny  little  minute — 
But  eternity  is  in  it. 

We  may  think  these  minutes 
belong  to  us,  but  no,  they  belong 
to  God.  I  know  boys  and  girls 
who  do  not  care  to  read  or  study 


and  they  are  not  satisfied  if  they  are  not 
out  somewhere  with  other  young  people 
just  whiling  away  their  time.  What  our 
young  people  need  is  to  try  to  cultivate 
a  taste  for  good  literature  until  the  desire 
of  their  hearts  is  to  snatch  a  moment 
here  and  there  to  read  and  study  so  as 
to  have  a  mind  stored  up  with  good 
things  to  use  in  helping  others.  It  is  a 
good  thing  to  have  inspiration  burning 
in  your  soul  to  work  for  the  Master,  but 
are  you  prepared  to  work  for  Him? 
Search  your  hearts,  dear  ones,  and  see 
just  what  you  need  most  to  make  you 
efficient  workers.  Your  life  is  before  you. 
Oh,  what  a  wonderful  thing  it  is  to  be 
young  and  have  an  opportunity  to  spend 
a  life  in  the  service  of  the  Master,  think- 
ing constantly  of  how  you  can  improve 
your  mind  and  your  talents  so  that  they 
will  mean  most  in  making  your  life 
count  for  God. 

Along  with  your  study  it  is  always 
wise  to  have  some  practical  work  to  do. 
To  study  and  not  to  put  it  into  prac- 
tice will  not  do  you  much  good.  Then 
you  are  to  look  around  you  for  service 
that  you  can  render,  and  there  are  many 
things  that  would  call  for  your  time  and 
talents.  Not  long  ago  a  dear  Christian 
worker  wrote  to  me  and  said,  "I  am  great- 
ly burdened  for  the  Lord's  work,  but 
when  I  go  out  to  evangelize  I  do  not 
have  success.  I  do  not  know  what  to  do." 
I    have    not    answered    that    letter,    but 


"I  am  responsible  for  the  twenty-four  hours  of  ev- 
ery day — how  I  use  them,  whether  I  abuse  them, 
concerns  others  besides  myself.  Time  is  God-given; 
I  cannot  do  with  it  as  I  please.  It  belongs  to  all  and 
I   must  share  time  with  others. 

"I  am  responsible  for  property,  for  money,  and 
for  those  things  bought  and  sold,  used  and  enjoyed, 
given  and  received.  I  did  not  create  them.  Others 
have  helped  me  to  obtain  them.  I  cannot  use  them 
alone.  Others  are  concerned.  I  must  think  things 
through  because  I  do  not  understand  now  all  that 
I  am   saying. 

"I  am  responsible  for  the  development  of  my  men- 
tal powers.  My  mind  is  my  kingdom  of  opportunities. 
I  am  responsible  for  my  body,  its  growth,  and  its 
use.  I  cannot  injure  it  without  injuring  my  person- 
ality. I  am  responsible  for  my  religious  develop- 
ment. I  am  spirit  as  well  as  flesh.  Into  me  God 
breathed  the  breath  of  life.  I  am  His  breath.  In  Him 
I  'live,  and  move,  and  have  (my)  being.' 

"I  am  responsible  for  others.  I  cannot  live  in  a 
vacuum.  I  must  live  among  people,  among  boys  and 
girls  of  my  own  age,  among  those  who  are  younger, 
in  the  presence  of  those  older.  We  live  together. 
Therefore,  we  have  responsibilities  to  one  another. 

"I  am  responsible  for  seeking  help  to  find  my 
way  through  this  life.  My  help  is  in  friends,  in 
teachers,  in  parents,  in  literature,  in  the  Bible,  in 
communion  with  myself,  in  books,  in  communion 
with  the  Divine.  All  these  will  help  me  and  I  shall 
them. 

"I  am  a  responsible  human  being." 


when  I  do  I  shall  tell  her  to  look  to  God 
for  guidance.  It  may  be  that  she  is  one 
of  the  many  whom  the  Lord  calls  and 
they  feel  that  there  is  nothing  else  im- 
portant except  the  evangelizing  of  the 
world.  Of  course,  this  is  most  important 
but  there  are  many  ways  to  evangelize. 
What  will  reach  one  soul  will  not  reach 
another.  Perhaps  you  are  called  to  per- 
sonal work  in  some  church.  That  is,  get- 
ting out  and  visiting  in  homes  and  get- 
ting acquainted  with  and  ministering  to 
those  who  come  to  your  church  only  oc- 
casionally, or  perhaps  being  friendly  with 
those  on  the  outside  who  have  never  at- 
tended a  service.  Your  influence  might 
be  the  very  thing  that  God  would  use  to 
draw  many  in  your  community  to  Christ 
and  the  church.  There  are  many  ways 
to  work.  If  you  are  a  failure  in  one  line, 
try  another  until  you  find  your  place. 

Now  there  is  one  phase  of  religious 
work  that  we  are  emphasizing  in  this  is- 
sue of  the  paper  and  we  are  turning  to 
that  just  now.  The  Lord  is  laying  this  on 
the  hearts  of  the  people  in  our  Church 
these  days  as  never  before  and  workers 
are  needed.  If  we  want  a  spiritual  church 
and  a  courageous  church  to  meet  the 
needs  of  the  world  tomorrow,  we  must 
train  the  children  of  today.  Our  leaders 
are  realizing  that  the  religious  education 
of  our  children  is  just  as  important  as  a 
revival  meeting.  Well  I  hear  someone 
say,  "I  would  like  to  do  that  kind  of 
work,  but  I  have  to  have  a  living 
and  the  average  church  looks  on 
this  so  lightly  that  it  does  not  feel 
that  this  is  important  enough  to 
pay  someone  to  do  it."  So  the 
work  with  the  children  is  neg- 
lected. 


The  majority  of  church  mem- 
bers have  their  hands  full  with 
the  cares  of  the  home  and  in  mak- 
ing a  living  for  themselves  and 
family.  Where  it  is  possible  a 
church  should  have  a  special 
worker  to  superintend  the  religi- 
ous educational  work  of  the 
church,  and  the  surplus  tithes 
could  be  used  to  pay  workers  of 
this  kind,  if  the  state  overseer  and 
the  local  church  agree  to  this. 
These  workers  could  visit  the 
homes  of  our  Sunday  school  chil- 
dren and  in  this  way  win  the 
parents  to  Christ.  Visiting  is 
greatly  neglected  in  the  average 
church  and  is  one  of  the  most 
important  kinds  of  service  the 
church  can  render.  This  is  just  a 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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By  Paul  Hutchens 

(Used  by  permission  of   the  Eerdmans 
Publishing  Co.) 


A  lone  and  lonely  man  stood  on  a 
moon-sprayed  ledge  of  rock  on  the  shore 
of  the  river,  a  singing  little  river  whose 
song  tonight  was  in  the  minor;  for  the 
river's  song  was  the  same  mournful  melo- 
dy that  wailed  within  the  man. 

Tomorrow  he  was  going  back  for  his 
final  year  at  the  conservatory,  to  find 
and  polish  away  every  remaining  flaw  in 
a  voice  that  men  said  was  as  nearly  per- 
fect as  a  singer's  voice  could  be,  more 
beautiful  than  any  man's  voice  had  a 
right  to  be. 

Tomorrow!  The  thought  was  a  word; 
the  word,  a  sigh.  All  during  the  summer 
vacation  the  same  mournful  melody  had 
cried  within  him,  leading  him — driving 
him — toward  the  decision  at  which  he 
was  about  to  arrive. 

He  watched  the  silver  playing  among 
the  wavelets  in  the  riffle  below  him — the 
riffle,  a  narrow  moon-waved  path  bor- 
dered on  either  side  with  pickerelweed 
and  water  plantain.  His  mind  waved  him 
back  to  boyhood  days,  when,  barefoot,  he 
had  raced  from  the  wingless  old  six-room 
house  that  was  called  home,  following  the 
footpaths  through  the  woods,  to  pick  for 
mother's  table  a  bouquet  of  the  purple- 
blue  flower  clusters  of  the  pickerelweed, 
which,  arranged  by  his  beautiful  mother's 
hands  in  the  yellow  vase  with  the  curled 
blue  lips,  looked  more  beautiful  than  any 
bouquet  of  tame  flowers.  .  . 

Little  boy  days  had  been  happy  days, 
free  from  the  disillusionment  that  comes 
when  a  man  discovers  that  dreams  do  not 
come  true  and  that  faith  can  lose  its  glow, 
and  die  away  to  ashes, — "Ashes  to  ashes, 
dust  to  dust."  Ambition,  too,  had  died 
and  been  buried  in  the  same  grave  as  his 
faith — for  these  were  twins,  and  lived  or 
died  together. 

"Thank  you,  Rodney-boy,"  his  mother 
would  say,  when  his  little  hand  with  its 
long,  angular  fingers  extended  the  flow- 
ers to  her.  Often  he  would  receive  a  cooky 
and  a  glass  of  milk  in  exchange  for  the 
bouquet.  Oh,  there  was  no  mother  like  his 
mother,  no  singing  voice  in  all  the  world 
like  hers,  audible  above  all  others  in  the 
little  snow-white  church  in  the  grove  up- 
on the  hill,  where  the  family  attended — 
all  the  family  except  Father  .  .  . 

There  was  no  face  like  Mother's  face, 
soft  and  smooth  and  the  color  of  ripe 
peaches  in  the  old  orchard.  It  was  still 
soft  and  smooth  in  spite  of  the  lines  that 
the  years  had  stencilled  there — years  and 
responsibilities  and  heartaches.  If  he 
should  tell  her  of  the  awful  thing  that 
had  happened  to  him,  there  would  be 
another  more  unbearable  heartache.  The 


terrible  thing  that  had  happened  to  his 
faith,  and  consequently  to  the  things  in 
which  a  man  believed.  He  knew  that 
eventually  he  would  have  to  tell  her, 
honesty    demanded    that    he    do    so,    and 

yet 

He  lifted  his  eyes  to  the  stars.  Here  so 
many  times  in  the  past  he  had  come  to 
dream  and  to  commune  with  God  and 
with  the  world  of  nature  He  had  made. 
The  river  and  the  wild  birds  were  his  in- 
timates. He  dialogued  with  them  and  with 
the  stars.  He  listened  to  the  Record  of 
the  night,  playing  back  the  music  only  a 
personal  God  could  have  recorded — a  tan- 
gible God. 

Tonight,  however,  Rodney  listened  and 
was  not  satisfied.  There  was  a  vacuum 
within  which  would  not  be  filled.  Once 
these  stars  were  like  the  stars  that  Abram 
saw — a  million  souls  that  some  day  should 
be  blessed  through  him,  through  the  voice 
that  would  sing  to  them  of  saving  grace. 
Tonight  these  stars  were  only  stars. 

A  flash  of  light  shot  swiftly  across  the 
sky  to  disappear  near  the  horizon,  a  tiny 
body  of  stone  or  metal,  falling  and  burn- 
ing itself  out  in  the  fall,  the  biography  of 
the  temporary  faith  of  a  million  men  and 
women  the  world  over.  Had  his  own  faith 
been  no  more  than  that?  A  mere  tem- 
porary faith?  And  was  it  now  burned 
out  forever? 

Tomorrow  he  was  going  back!  With  a 
life  ambition  entombed  within  his  breast, 
sealed  with  a  seal  that  could  not  break! 
That  ambition,  he  reflected,  had  been 
planted  early  in  his  life  by  his  refined  and 
cultured  little  mother;  planted,  and  wa- 
tered by  her  tears.  With  what  skill  and 
jealousy  she  had  guarded  that  tiny  plant, 
so  that  even  in  his  earliest  boyhood  he 
had  known  what  his  life  work  was  to  be. 
The  shadow  of  the  man  on  the  rock 
stage  moved.  He  sighed  heavily,  seated 
himself  on  the  weathered  old  stone  bench 
that  had  been  carved  there  many  years 
ago  ... 

"Some  day,  Rodney-boy,  you  will  be  a 
great  singer  like  your  father — and  you 
will  sing  the  gospel  to  thousands,  to  mil- 
lions, perhaps." 

"Like  your  father!"  Rodney  had  been 
so  very  young  when  Douglas  Deland, 
famous  evangelistic  singer,  had  died — 
when  he  had  been  killed! 

"We  won't  talk  about  it,"  was  Mother 
Deland's  way  of  dismissing  the  subject 
whenever  the  children  had  asked  ques- 
tions. It  had  been  an  accident,  that  was 
all,  and  there  were  thousands  of  them 
every  month  on  the  highways  of  America. 
The  driver  of  the  other  car  was  a  good 
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man,  although  a  "drinking"  man,  and  on 
that  fatal  night  he  had  taken  only  a  few 
glasses  of  beer,  not  enough,  the  coroner 
had  decided,  to  make  him  drunk.  Perhaps 
his  "reaction  time"  was  slow,  but  that 
was  all. 

The  story  had  come  to  Rodney  in  frag- 
ments through  the  years,  and  he  had 
pieced  it  together  until  it  was  complete 
in  his  mind.  In  those  days,  many  a  good 
man  drank — just  a  little.  Many  who  pro- 
fessed to  be  Christians  found  what  they 
believed  to  be  Biblical  sanction  for  drink- 
ing "just  a  little." 

Today,  enlightened  Christians  knew 
better.  They  knew  also  that  alcohol  was 
only  momentarily  a  stimulant,  that  soon 
after  drinking,  it  began  its  insidious  work, 
slowing  up  normal  reaction  time,  dulling 
the  victim's  sense  of  danger,  benumbing 
the  conscience. 

Neither  Rodney  nor  his  sister  Norda 
knew  the  name  of  the  driver  of  the  "other 
car,"  the  one  that  had  crashed  head-on 
in  the  car  their  father  was  driving.  They 
only  knew  that  he  was  a  good  man,  a  kind 
man,  and  that  the  accident  had  broken 
his  heart.  Yes,  he  was  living  somewhere 
today,  but  "we  won't  talk  about  it." 

There  was  a  weathered  marble  stone  in 
the    graveyard   behind    the    church   now, 
on  which  were  carved  the  words: 
DOUGLAS  DELAND 
"Still    Singing" 
Chiselled  below  in  smaller  letters  was 
the  Bible  verse:    "Unto  Him  that  loved 
us  and  washed  us  from  our  sins  in  his  own 
blood.  .  .  " 

"Some  day,  Rodney,  you  will  be  a  great 
singer.  You  will  take  your  father's  place. 
You  will  show  the  church  the  way  to 
gain  and  hold  the  young  people.  You  will 
carry  on  the  work  your  father  began." 
Began!  Rodney  allowed  himself  to  re- 
think the  whole  horrible  scene  once  more: 
A  good  man  driving  through  the  night, 
feeling  a  little  more  gay  than  usual,  kind 
thoughts  playing  his  mind.  "Drive  fast- 
er," the  awakening  demon  within  him 
cries,  "faster." 

A  careening  automobile  hurtles  wildly 
down  the  road.  A  head-on  crash.  Spat- 
tered blood;  and  crushed  and  splintered 
bones,  piercing  like  lancets  through 
quivering  flesh.  Broken  glass  slashing 
through  throbbing  arteries.  .  .  . 

"STILL  SINGING!"  the  marble  mark- 
er declared.  Beautiful  thought.  It  was  a 
beautiful  faith  that  had  inspired  his  little 
mother  to  have  it  chiselled  there.  It  was 
true, — if  the  Bible  were  true!  .  .  . 

The  willows  that  bordered  the  river's 
shore  tonight  were  like  fire-sprinkled 
shadows,  made  so  by  the  flash  and  dim 
and  flash  of  a  thousand  fireflies — mate 
calling  unto  mate.  .  .  . 

Tomorrow  he  was  going  back  to  Shera 
Thorwald,  the  dainty  little  violinist  who 
during  the  past  year  had  occupied  more 
(Continued  on  page  31  ) 
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"Oh  no,  sir,"  and  the  clear,  gentle 
voice  added  sweetly,  "Mamma's  gone  to 
heaven.  That's  where  I'm  going — to  find 
her.  Here's  my  penny.  I  tried  to  give  it 
to  you,  but  you  didn't  see.  Will  you 
please  tell  me  when  we  get  there?" 

The  man  gazed  about  him  helplessly. 

"What  d'y  know  about  that,"  he  mut- 
tered. Then,  with  a  queer  catch  in  his 
throat,  "I'm  sorry,  kiddie,  but  heaven  is 
not  on  this  line." 

There  was  a  rustle  of  garments,  a  soft, 
breathless  rush,  and  the  lady  in  black  had 
the  child  in  her  arms.  "Tell  me  all  about 
it,  darling.  What  is  your  name,  and 
where  do  you  live?" 

"My  name  used  to  be  Dickie  but  it's 
Fifty-seven  now,  and  I  live  at  the  'sylum. 
A  man  took  me  there  after  my  mama 
went  away.  There  are  lots  of  little  boys 
and  girls  but  no  mammas  there.  Nobody 
kisses  me  good-night,  or  hears  me  say  my 
prayers.  Have  you  ever  been  to  heaven, 
and  is  it  very  far  away?" 

"I  have  never  been  there  myself,  dear, 
but  I  had  a  little  boy  who  went.  And  it 
is  very  far  off.  I  know  you  could  never 
find  it  alone." 

"But  your  little  boy — did  he  get 
losted?" 

"No,  for  Jesus  led  him  all  the  way." 

"Won't  Jesus  take  me,  too?" 

"Sometime,  darling,  but  not  now.  One 
must  wait  patiently." 

"That's  what  my  mamma  said — to 
wait.  But  I'm  so  tired,  too,  waiting." 

"Dear,  will  you  come  and  live  with  me, 
so  that  we  can  wait  together?" 

The  blue  eyes  gazed  for  a  long,  silent 
moment  into  the  other  eyes  of  tender 
brown.  A  look  of  utter  trustfulness  stole 
over  the  childish  features,  a  pair  of  little 
arms  twined  about  the  neck  of  the  lovely 
lady,  and  the  curly  head  sank  upon  the 
breast. 

The  conductor  drew  his  sleeve  across 
his  eyes. 

"I  mistook,"  he  murmured  under  his 
breath.  "Heaven  ain't  named  on  our 
books,  but  it's  sure  on  the  line,  after  all." 
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On  the  Line  After  All 

It  was  late  in  the  afternoon,  the  hour 
when  business  men  and  belated  shoppers, 
as  well  as  the  crowd  of  toilers,  seek  their 
homes.  The  suburban  car  was  filled  to  its 
utmost  capacity.  Sitting  side  by  side  in 
one  corner  were  a  robust  matronly  woman 
and  a  very  good  boy.  The  woman  had 
so  often  endeavored  to  obey  the  harassed 
conductor's  request  to  "sit  close"  that 
her  clothes  quite  overspread  the  child's 
little  legs  and  feet,  leaving  visible  but 
a  small  patient  face  set  round  by  a  fringe 
of  cropped  yellow  curls,  lighted  by  a 
pair  of  large,  serious,  blue  eyes.  One  could 
but  wonder  that  the  woman  seemed  to 
give  no  attention.  He  must  have  been 
tired  with  a  long,  noisy  ride.  Why  could 
she  not  cushion  his  head  upon  her  shoul- 
der? 

Singly  or  in  groups  the  passengers  began 
to  leave  the  car  at  various  street  cross- 
ings, until  there  was  left,  besides  the 
woman  and  the  child,  only  a  young  lady 
in  black,  with  a  beautiful  but  sad  face. 
At  length,  the  portly  woman  pressed  the 
signal  button,  and  the  car  came  to  a  stop. 
Half  way  to  the  door,  she  heard  the  con- 
ductor calling  after  her: 

"Lady,    you've    forgotten    your    boy." 

"My  boy!  What  do  you  mean?  I  have 
no  boy!" 

"Whose  is  he  then?  He's  been  on  along 
with  you  ever  since  we  left  the  car  barn. 
Looks  to  me  as  if  you  meant  to  shake 
him." 

"Me!  Shake  him!" 
with  indignation.  "I 
before  in  my  life." 

Still   incredulous, 
dressed  the  child. 

"Ain't  she  your  mother?" 


the  woman  choked 
never   saw   the  kid 

the   conductor   ad- 


"Here  I  Am" 

Curtis  heard  his  little  brother,  Jerry, 
calling  to  him,  but  he  did  not  answer 
right  away.  Finally  Jerry  found  him. 

"Why  didn't  you  answer  me?"  Jerry 
asked. 

"Oh,  you  always  find  me,  anyway," 
laughed  Curtis.  He  did  not  stop  to  think 
that  he  was  being  rude  when  he  did  not 
answer. 

Soon  after  that,  Jerry  was  looking  for 
Curtis  again  one  day.  He  kept  calling  and 
searching  in  all  the  rooms  upstairs.  Final- 


ly he  walked  into  the  basement.  Curtis 
was  in  his  dark  room  developing  a  picture. 
He  could  hear  Jerry,  but  he  was  too  busy 
to  answer. 

All  at  once,  the  door  to  the  dark  room 
was  thrown  open. 

"Now  you've  let  the  light  in  and 
spoiled  my  picture,"  said  Curtis  rather 
sharply. 

"Oh,  I'm  sorry — I  didn't  mean  to  do 
it,"    answered    Jerry.    The    younger    b 
showed    very   clearly   that   he   felt    sorr 
about    what   had   happened.      He    almost 
looked  as  if  he  were  going  to  cry. 

The  frown  left  Curtis'  face.  He  began 
to  smile  at  Jerry.  "That's  all  right,"  he 
said,  "it  wasn't  your  fault  at  all.  What's 
one  old  picture,  anyway?  Come  on  into 
the  dark  room,  and  we'll  make  another 
one  together.  Besides,"  he  added  thought- 
fully, "I  should  have  answered  you  sooner. 
From  now  on,  you'll  see,  the  minute  you 
call  me,  I'll  say,  'Here  I  am.'  " 

"Oh,  you  won't  have  to  do  that  if 
you're  in  the  dark  room,"  answered  Jerry. 
"I  won't  open  that  door  again." 

"Just  the  same,"  said  Curtis,  "I'll  an- 
swer you  no  matter  where  I  am." 

With  that  the  two  of  them  went  smil- 
ingly into  the  dark  room  to  make  another 
picture. 

Giving   Up  Our  Own  Way 

Kind  and  good  boys  and  girls  will  not 
always  want  nor  take  their  own  way. 
Ralph  had  a  little  brother,  Henry.  Ralph 
had  a  pair  of  roller  skates  and  he  could 
skate  very  well  on  them.  As  soon  as 
Henry  was  old  enough,  he,  too,  was  given 
a  pair  of  skates.  Ralph  taught  him  to 
skate.  When  Henry  was  along,  Ralph 
never  skated  very  fast,  nor  did  any 
stunts.  He  knew  that  his  little  brother 
would  fall  and  hurt  himself  if  he  tried 
to  skate  fast  or  to  do  stunts.  Henry  al- 
ways tried  to  do  what  he  saw  Ralph  do. 
One  afternoon  Ralph  and  his  friends  were 
going  to  have  a  contest.  It  was  a  rather 
risky  thing  that  they  were  going  to  do, 
but  they  all  thought  they  could  take  care 
of  themselves.  Ralph  was  a  very  good 
skater  and  he  felt  sure  that  he  would 
win  the  race.  Just  as  the  boys  were  about 
to  start  out,  little  Henry  came  out  with 
his  skates  and  started  to  follow  Ralph. 
Ralph  knew  that  it  would  not  be  kind  to 
chase  Henry  home,  and  yet  if  Henry  saw 
him  go  skating  down  the  steep  hill,  he 
might  try  it,  too,  and  get  hurt.  Ralph  had 
to  think  fast.  To  drop  out  would  mean 
losing  the  prize.  Still  he  could  not  do 
something  that  might  lead  Henry  into 
harm.  So  he  just  swung  around  as  though 
he  never  intended  to  go  down  the  hill. 
He  skated  up  to  Henry  and  together 
they  skated  happily  homeward.  Ralph 
was  doing  what  Jesus  wants  His  follow- 
ers to  do. 

A  girl  named  Claire  also  learned  to 
(Continued   on   page    31J 
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course,  but  let  them  use  their  own  ideas. 
We  took  pains,  however,  to  have  good 
reference  books  easy  of  access.  We  had 
reviews  each  month  when  each  leader  was 
allowed    two   questions." 

"This  gives  us  a  new  start,  Mrs.  Har- 
wood.  We'll  get  the  notebooks  today," 
Fred  said  jubilantly. 

"Why  not  talk  it  over  with  your 
young  people  first?  Get  them  committed 
to  the  idea.  Wouldn't  it  be  better  to  let 
them  buy  the  notebooks?"  asked  Mrs. 
Harwood. 

"You're  right  again.  Thank  you  very 
much,"  said  Fred. 

"Before  leaving  this  subject,  let  me 
recommend  that  you  spend  a  little  time 
on  the  study  of  'How  We  Got  Our  Bi- 
ble.' Your  youngsters  would  drink  it  in 
eagerly  and  don't  you  see  what  an  appre- 
ciation of  this  grand  old  Book  such  a 
study  would  give  them?" 

"That's  another  bright  idea.  We'll 
surely  carry  it  out." 

"Mrs.  Harwood,  there's  something  bob- 
bing up   all   the   time  now  about   which 

THE    SPIRIT    OF    THE    HOUSE 

It   isn't   the   chairs   and    the   books   and    the 
things. 
Or   the   pictures   that   hang   on   the   walls, 
And    it    isn't    the    bird,    although    gayly    he 
sings, 
It's  the   laughter  that  rings  in   the  halls. 
It's  the  smile  on  the  face  of  the  mother  at 
night. 
And  the  joy  in  the  little  one's  eyes. 
And    our    love    for    each    other    with    all    its 
delight 
That  makes  up  the  home  that  we  prize. 
The  house  is  just  mortar  and  stone  in  itself. 

And   the  fireplace   like  all  of  its  kind; 
There   isn't  a   window   or  door  or  a   shelf 
But  many  just  like   it  you'll  find. 

Bui     the     home     is     endowed     with     a     spirit 
that's    rich. 
And   the   commonest   look   is  aglow 
With  the  love  and   devotion  and   tenderness 
which 
Make    sacred    the    home    that    we    know. 
There    are    many    who    costlier    furnishings 
own. 
And   many  with   treasures  we  miss. 
But     nowhere     for     us     is     such     happiness 
known — 
There    dwell    our    contentment    and    bliss. 
And  we  envy  no  mortal  his  station  or  place, 
His   home  with   our   home   can't  compare, 
For  our  house  is  blessed  by  an  infinite  grace 
And    enriched    by   the   spirit   that's   there. 

— Sel. 


Home,  Sweet  Home 

REFLECTIONS  OF  A  MOTHER 

(Continued  from  last  issue) 

"Is  it  possible,  Helen,  you  have  been 
married  eighteen  years?  I  can  hardly  be- 
lieve it.  That's  the  way  time  goes  when 
raising  a  family.  Let's  see,  Harold  is  six- 
teen, isn't  he?"  asked  Mrs.   Harwood. 

"Yes,  seventeen,  in  a  few  months.  You 
know  he  graduates  from  High  School 
soon." 

"I  suppose  Nancy  is  tagging  close  be- 
hind him.  She  is  such  a  little  student." 

"She  will  be  a  senior  next  fall.  Lloyd 
enters  Senior  Hi  at  that  time  and  Jean 
will  be  in  the  second  year  at  Junior  Hi." 

"Fast  growing  up.  All  young  people 
now,  aren't  they?" 

"You'd  think  so  by  the  way  they  talk 
and  act,"  said  Fred.  "We  begin  to  take 
back  seats  now." 

"We  both  enjoy  this  'growing  up'  age," 
explained  Helen,  "but  it  certainly  has 
perplexities  all  its  own.  We  feel  that  ar 
little  talk  with  you  will  untangle  some 
of  our  knotty  problems.  For  instance, 
what  would  you  suggest  for  our  devotion- 
al few  minutes  in  the  morning?  It  is  get- 
ting harder  to  hold  the  interest  and  time 
is  so  limited." 

"I  know  exactly  what  you  mean.  To 
hold  the  interest  of  young  people,  you 
must  present  a  challenge.  You  must  pre- 
pare those  few  m'nutes  together  most 
carefully.  With  my  own  family  I  found  it 
a  good  idea  to  let  each  cne  take  a  week  at 
a  time  leading  our  thought.  We  kept 
notebooks.  Wait  a  minute,  I'll  show  you 
one  of  them  I've  kept  all  these  years.  It 
may  give  you  an  idea  or  two." 

"Look  here,  Fred,"  said  Helen.  "Jot 
down  some  of  these  subjects,  they  are 
keen.  See  this!  A  bird's  eye  view  of  the 
book  of  Acts  given  in  one  week!  Be  sure 
to  note  the  little  drawings." 

"Here's  a  timely  one,"  said  Fred, 
"  'Reasons  why  we  should  go  to  church.' 
Better  get  Lloyd  to  lead  on  that.  This  one 
on  Abraham's  life  looks  interesting.  These 
little  stars  mean  'promises'  evidently. 
Whoever  thought  of  all  these  subjects?" 

"Oh,  we  parents  made  suggestions,  of 


there  is  apt  to  be  disagreement  in  our 
family.  It's  the  matter  of  parties,  social 
engagements  and  staying  out  late.  How 
can  you  regulate  that?" 

"You  can't  regulate  it,  for  every  case 
is  different.  But  I'm  sure  of  one  thing,  if 
your  work  with  the  children  in  the  early 
years  has  been  done  well,  as  I  know  it 
has,  you  need  not  fear  about  these  years. 
Sometimes  it  seems  as  if  all  you  have  done 
is  in  vain,  but  it  isn't.  One  father  gave 
me  this  sane  advice  regarding  the  later 
teen-age,  'Give  them  plenty  of  rope,  but 
never  let  go  of  the  end  of  the  rope.'  It 
often  helped  me." 

"Then  you  wouldn't  make  rules  about 
such  things?" 

"Let  me  say  this  kindly  but  convinc- 
ingly, that  when  children  arrive  at  the 
age  yours  have,  it  is  time  to  commune 
with,  rather  than  command  them." 

"That  reminds  me  of  a  talk  we  had 
with  you  years  ago,"  said  Fred,  "when 
you  told  me  to  be  a  pal  with  the  children 
when  they  were  young  if  I  would  have 
their  confidence  when  they  were  older." 

"Hasn't  it  proved  true?"  queried  Mrs. 
Harwood. 

"Yes,  it  has,  though  I  confess  I'm  puz- 
zled at  times  to  know  how  to  behave  for 
fear  I'll  do  the  wrong  thing  or  advise 
unwisely." 

"It  isn't  popular,  I  know,  what  I  am 
going  to  say — may  sound  rather  old- 
fashioned  in  fact — but  I  still  believe  it 
works,"  Mrs.  Harwood  went  on.  "Keep 
your  home  a  'mecca'  for  young  people. 
Let  them  feel  they  can  come  in  any  time, 
that  you  are  their  friends.  Have  parties 
for  them  there,  luncheons,  picnics,  games, 
music  and  such,  being  sure  to  work  in 
happily  a  time  for  the  consideration  of 
'eternal'  values.  You'll  find  many  young 
people  more  serious-minded  than  they  ap- 
pear on  the  surface." 

"We  forgot  to  tell  you,  Mrs.  Harwood, 
that  we  discovered  a  splendid  teacher  of 
young  people  whom  we  asked  to  conduct 
a  class  in  our  home  every  week.  You 
should  hear  the  questions  she  is  asked! 
But  she  is  equal  to  them.  I  know  that 
several  of  the  young  people  have  become 
more  thoughtful  and  two  of  them  have 
decided  to  become  Christians.  We  count 
our  home  Bible  Class  one  of  the  most 
stabilizing  influences  we  have.  And  how 
they  love  to  come!'i 

"Only  a  few  years  more  now  and  you'll 
find  your  little  brood  grown  up  and  flown 
away.  Before  you  know  it  almost,  you'll 
be   in   my   class — grandparents." 

"We'd  better  exit  before  getting  on 
that  subject,"  said  Fred,  as  he  warmly 
shook  the  hand  of  their  "adviser,"  thank- 
ing her  for  her  many  excellent  sugges- 
tions and  saying,  "We'll  surely  profit  by 
what  we  have  seen  and  heard  tonight  as 
we  have  in  all  our  visits.  Good-bye." 
(To  be  continued) 
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THE  WATERS  OF  MARAH 

"And  the  people  murmured  against 
Moses,  saying,  What  shall  we  drink?  And 
he  cried  unto  the  Lord;  and  the  Lord 
shewed  him  a  tree,  which  when  he  had 
cast  into  the  waters,  the  waters  were 
made  sweet:  there^he  made  for  them  a 
statute  and  an  ordinance,  and  there  he 
proved  them,"  Exod.   15:24,  2  5. 

Life  is  made  up  of  varied  scenes  and 
circumstances.  In  the  first  part  of  this 
chapter  we  find  a  scene  of  real  joy.  Moses 
and  the  children  of  Israel  are  singing  a 
triumphant  song  to  the  Lord,  and  almost 
before  the  song  has  been  completed  our 
attention  is  turned  to  an  entirely  differ- 
ent scene — one  of  sadness  and  disappoint- 
ment. 

The  children  of  Israel     had  

traveled     "three  days      in    the« 

wilderness,  and  found  no 
water,"  v.  22.  Finally  they 
reached  a  place  called  Marah 
(meaning  bitter),  and  saw 
there  an  abundance  .  of  that 
liquid  for  which  their  appe- 
tites craved,  but  alas,  the 
waters  were  bitter  and  unfit 
for  use!  Their  great  joy  at  see- 
ing the  water  was  turned  to 
bitter    disappointment. 

One  who  has  traveled  for 
days  across  a  desert  in  the  ex- 
treme hot  sun  and  sees  no 
trace  of  a  cool  stream  of  water 
to  quench  his  thirst  can  appre- 
ciate the  privation  which  the 
Israelites  experienced. 

Instead  of  looking  to  God 
who  had  supplied  their  needs 
before,  they  began  to  murmur 
and  complain  to  Moses.  Moses 
knew  who  to  go  to  for  help, 
and  immediately  he  cried  unto 
the  Lord.  How  wonderful  to 
have  someone  to  go  to  in  the 
hour  of  need  and  despair — 
One  who  is  so  ready  and  will- 
ing to  help.  Moses  had  proved 
in  times  past  that  God  was  al- 
ways near  to  hear  his  faintest 
cry  and  to  give  him  guidance 
and   instruction. 

"And  the  Lord  shewed  him 
a  tree,  which  when  he  had  cast 
into  the  waters,  the  waters 
were  made  sweet." 

Many  times  this  world  seems 
as  a  wilderness  to  the  child  of 
God  and  while  traveling 
through  this  wilderness,  we 
find      that      many      are       the 


"Marahs,"  or  waters  of  bitterness. 

One  does  not  always  understand  why 
the  "Marahs,"  but  God  has  a  purpose  in 
all  things.  These  bitter  waters  spoken  of 
in  the  scriptures  were  in  the  very  path 
of  the  Lord's  leading,  and  stand  for  the 
trials  of  God's  people.  Many  times  God 
permits  the  bitter  waters  to  come  to 
His  children  that  they  might  be  strength- 
ened in  Him. 

How  comforting  to  know  that  He  has 
promised,  "But  God  is  faithful,  who  will 
not  suffer  you  to  be  tempted  above  that 
ye  are  able."  He  will  not  permit  the 
"Marahs"  to  come  too  frequently,  and 
He  will  supply  sufficient  grace  for  every 
bitter  experience  of  our  lives. 

After    this    severe    trial    the    Israelites 


came  to  Elim  where  there  were  12  wells 
of  water  and  seventy  palm  trees.  This 
shows  us  that  God  provides  rest  after  trial. 

The  "tree"  is  the  cross  which  became 
sweet  to  Christ  as  the  expression  of  the 
Father's  will.  As  He  bore  His  cross  He 
was  patient  and  meek.  He  did  not  mur- 
mur nor  complain  because  of  the  hardness 
of  His  way,  and  He  left  us  an  example. 

When  the  "bitter  waters"  come  our 
way  let  us  not  murmur  nor  complain, 
but  let  us  be  patient,  realizing  that  no 
matter  how  heavy  the  cross,  or  how  bit- 
ter the  waters,  they  will  become  sweet 
when  we  recognize  the  fact  that  it  is 
His  will. — Selected. 


God's  Way  of  Escape 

"There  hath  no  temptation 
taken  you  but  such  as  is  com- 
mon to  man:  but  God  is  faith- 
ful, who  will  not  suffer  you 
to  be  tempted  above  that  ye 
are  able;  but  will  with  the 
temptation  also  make  a  way 
to  escape,  that  ye  may  be  able 
to  bear  it,"  1  Cor.  10:13. 


He  Leads  Us  On 

He  leads  us  on 

By  paths  we  did  not  know; 

Upward  He  leads  us;  though  our  steps  be  slow; 

Though  oft  we  faint  and  falter  by  the  way, 

Though  storms  and  darkness  oft  obscure  the  day, 

Yet  when  the  clouds  are  gone 

We  know  He  leads  us  on. 

He  leads  us  on 

Through  all   the  unquiet  years, 

Past  all  our  dreamland  hopes  and  doubts  and  fears 

He  guides  our  steps.  Through  all  the  tangled  maze 

Of  sin,  of  sorrow,  and  o'er  clouded  days, 

We  know  His  will  is  done; 

And  still  He  leads  us  on. — The  Baptist  Evangel. 


"There  hath  no  temptation 
taken  you  but  such  as  is  com- 
mon to  man,"  but  how  apt  we 
are  to  think  ours  is  just  a  little 
different,  a  little  harder  to 
bear,  a  little  worse  than  the 
rest.  The  Word  of  God  tells  us 
that  "there  hath  no  tempta- 
tion taken  you  but  such  as  is 
common  to  man."  We  think 
we  just  can't  stand,  but  let  us 
read  some  more  of  that  verse 
before  we  go  on,  "But  God  is 
faithful,  who  will  not  suffer 
you  to  be  tempted  above  that 
ye  are  able."  What?  Now  God, 
who  cannot  lie,  has  said  this 
and  we  can  well  afford  to 
rest  upon  that  Word.  "Above 
that  ye  are  able."  He  is  faith- 
ful and  He  will  not  allow  you 
to  be  tempted  "above  that  ye 
are  able;  but  will  with  the 
temptation  also  make  a  way  to 
escape."  Oh,  now  that  is  just 
what  you  want!  You  want  to 
escape  from  it.  That  is  fine. 
You  would  like  to  flee  from  it 
sooner  than  stand  it,  but  God's 
way  of  escape  for  us  is  to  stand 
it.  "But  will  with  the  tempta- 
tion also  make  a  way  to  es- 
cape, that  ye  may  be  able  to 
bear  it."  Oh,  that  is  quite  dif- 

( Continued  on  page  30) 
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THE  TESTIMONY  OF  EXPERIENCE 

By  J.  lrvin  Overholtzer 
Chicago,  III. 

In  early  childhood,  I  was  often  con- 
scious of  the  guilt  of  sin — of  some  special 
sin.  I  knew  I  was  not  right  with  God, 
and  my  fear  of  meeting  Him  was  very 
real.  My  parents  were  earnest  Christians 
and  faithful  to  their  church.  When  I 
was  twelve  years  old,  I  became  so  bur- 
dened over  my  sins — my  whole  sinful 
nature — that  I  could  scarcely  eat  or  sleep 
for  thinking  of  my  unfitness  to  meet 
God.  I  knew  I  should  get  right  with  Him, 
but  I  did  not  know  how.  I  knew  that 
Christ  had  died  for  me,  but  I  did  not 
know  how  to  appropriate  the  benefit  of 
His  death  for  me.  I  tried  to  follow  the 
commands  of  God  and  the  teachings  of 
Christ,  as  I  knew  them,  but  I  knew  that 
I  was  always  falling  short  of  full  obe- 
dience. 

I  believed  that  in  order  to  have  God's 
favor  and  blessing  I  must  do  what  was 
right,  since  I  knew  I  was  never  wholly 
right,  and  sometimes  terribly  wrong.  I 
never  felt  that  I  had  God's  favor.  I  was 
taught  to  say  my  prayers,  and  I  did  pray 
with  some  degree  of  faithfulness,  but  I  do 
not  recall  that  I  received  a  single  answer; 
I  do  not  think  I  expected  an  answer.  No 
one  told  me  that  I  could  be  saved  if  I 
accepted  Christ.  No  one  tried  to  help  me 
to  believe  on  Him.  I  was  told  constantly 
to  "be  good."  And  while  my  dear  mother 
and  others  often  told  me  that  I  was  a 
good  boy,  I  knew  I  was  not. 

I  had  seen  other  people  join  the  church, 
and  I  felt  that,  in  some  way,  that  action 
would  save  them,  but  I  had  never  known 
a  child  of  twelve  to  join  the  church.  In 
their  conversation  and  teaching,  my  pa- 
rents did  not  seem  to  regard  religion  as  a 
personal  matter.  How  could  I  bring  my- 
self to  speak  to  anyone  about  my  soul 
agony,  my  need?  When  it  seemed  that  I 
could  bear  the  soul  burden  no  longer,  I 
went  to  my  mother  and  asked  her  wheth- 
er I  might  not  join  the  church. 

She  replied,  "Son,  you  are  too  young." 

With  the  utterance  of  those  words,  it 
seemed  to  me  that  my  last  ray  of  hope 
had  vanished.  Despair  settled  down  on 
me,  and  a  feeling  of  desperation  took 
hold  of  me.  I  felt  that  it  did  not  matter 
much  if  I  did  keep  on  sinning,  for  since 
I  was  already  lost,  a  few  sins  more  or  less 
could  not  matter. 

I  know  now  that  my  dear  mother  was 
limited  by  the  teaching  prevailing  in  her 
environment.  She  shed  many  a  tear  over 
her  wayward  boy  before  I  finally  accepted 
the  Savior,  at  the  age  of  twenty.  I  also 
knew  that  it  would  have  been  oh,  so  easy 


to  have  led  me,  as  a  child,  to  Christ.  In 
fact,  I  would  have  come  to  Christ  long 
before  I  was  twelve  years  old,  if  someone 
had  shown  me  the  way.  And  what  a 
difference  that  early  acceptance  of  Christ 
would  have  made  in  later  life. 
Spurgeon's  Experience 

Charles  Haddon  Spurgeon's  experience 
in  seeking  Christ  in  his  childhood  was 
similar  to  my  own  in  some  respects,  yet 
very  different  in  other  ways.  Unlike 
Spurgeon,  I  lived  in  the  country  and  was 
shut  up  to  the  influence  of  my  limited 
environment,  with  only  one  church  to 
attend.  Spurgeon's  father  and  grandfather 
were  ministers,  and  the  boy  was  told 
how  to  be  saved — that  simply  by  believ- 
ing on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  he  could  have 
salvation.  But  he  did  not  know  how  to 
believe,  or  what  to  believe. 

At  a  very  early  age,  he,  too,  was  bur- 
dened with  a  sense  of  sin,  but  he  could 
find  no  one  to  help  him.  Soon  after  he 
was  twelve,  he  asked  permission  to  visit 
different  churches  in  the  city  in  which 
he  lived.  His  parents  had  little  thought  of 
what  was  the  purpose  behind  the  request, 
but  Spurgeon  was  searching  for  someone 
to  tell  him  how  to  exercise  saving  faith. 

At  first  his  quest  was  fruitless.  No  ser- 
mon dealt  with  his  question,  and  no  one 
thought  to  talk  with  a  "little  boy"  about 
accepting  Christ.  One  Sunday  he  started 
to  go  to  a  large  church  (thinking,  no 
doubt,  that  the  larger  the  church  the 
better  the  teaching),  but  was  unable  to 
reach  his  destination  because  of  a  heavy 
snowstorm.  Because  he  could  go  no  fur- 
ther, he  entered  a  little  chapel.  Only  a 
few  people  were  present,  and  the  minister 
failed  to  come.  A  layman,  a  shoemaker, 
attempted  to  preach.  He  took  for  his  text 
Isa.  45:22,  "Look  unto  me,  and  be  ye 
saved,  all  the  ends  of  the  earth:  for  I  am 
God,  and  there  is  none  else."  The  sermon 
was  very  short,  for  the  shoemaker  had  had 
little  experience  as  a  public  speaker.  In 
the  course  of  his  remarks  he  said  some- 
thing like  this: 

"All  you  have  to  do  to  be  saved  is  to 
look — a  look  of  faith.  Look  to  God,  to 
Christ,  He  alone  can  save  you.  Don't 
look  at  yourself;  don't  look  at  your  feel- 
ings; just  look  to  Christ.  He  died  to  save 
you." 

Spurgeon  sat  at  the  back  of  the  chapel, 
and  the  preacher  called  out  to  him,  "You 
seem  miserable;  why  don't  you  look?" 

Spurgeon  says  that  then  and  there  he 
understood  what  it  meant  to  believe  for 
salvation.  He  "looked"  and  was  saved  that 
moment.  His  own  sad  experience  as  a 
small  boy  was  no  doubt  the  cause  of  his 
great  desire  for  clarity  in  presenting  the 


plan  of  salvation  in  every  sermon  he 
preached.  In  the  twenty-four  volumes  of 
his  messages  that  I  have  read,  I  have  not 
found  one  sermon  in  which  he  has  not 
labored  to  explain  how  to  believe  and  be 
saved.  When  the  great  child  evangelist, 
Hammond,  was  in  London,  time  after 
time  Spurgeon  invited  him  to  his  great 
tabernacle,  and  hundreds  of  children  were 
converted. 

The  Sad  Experience  of  Many  Who  Seek 
Christ 
I  shall  never  forget  a  prayer  meeting 
that  I  attended  in  the  Lakeview  Mission 
Covenant  Church,  Chicago,  of  which 
Paul  W.  Rood  was  then  pastor.  Dr.  Rood 
had  asked  me  to  speak  on  the  subject  of 
Child  Evangelism,  and  at  the  conclusion 
of  the  message  he  said  to  the  people,  "Will 
all  of  you  who  were  converted  when  you 
were  children  please  tell  us  about  your 
experience?"  Three  or  four  individuals 
gave  wonderful  testimonies  of  having  been 
saved  as  little  children  and  of  having  been 
kept  through  the  years  by  God's  grace. 
Then,  one  after  another,  the  members  of 
the  group  arose  and  told  that,  as  children, 
they  had  known  deep  soul  agony  and  had 
tried  to  find  Christ;  that  no  one  had  made 
any  effort  to  lead  them  to  Christ  or  to 
show  them  the  way;  that  even  when  they 
went  to  others  for  help,  their  requests 
were  ignored,  because  the  older  people 
felt  the  questioners  were  mere  children 
and  could  not  understand.  These  speakers 
testified  sadly  to  the  fact  that  they  had 
not  found  Christ  at  all  in  their  child- 
hood, but  had  been  converted  only  after 
many  years  of  sin  and  wandering,  after 
they  had  become  men  and  women.  It 
seemed  to  me  that,  as  they  told  their 
stories,  every  person  in  the  audience  was 
weeping. 

What  a  tragedy  it  is  that  we  do  not 
lead  boys  and  girls  to  the  Savior! 
Experimenting  in  Child  Evangelism 
Even  when  we  have  had  unfortunate 
experiences  ourselves  when  we,  as  little 
children,  have  longed  to  be  saved,  we  are 
not  always  awake  to  the  necessity  of  win- 
ning other  children  for  Christ.  Although 
saved  as  a  young  man,  and  led  to  become 
the  pastor  of  a  small  country  church,  I 
did  not  believe  at  all  in  child  evangelism. 
I  had  come  to  accept  a  rather  complicated 
plan  of  salvation — one  too  difficult  for 
a  child  to  comprehend.  But  in  time,  a 
great  spiritual  awakening  came  to  me, 
and  I  came  to  see  that  salvation  was  ob- 
tained through  grace,  that  to  be  saved 
one  must  renounce  all  claim  to  human 
merit  or  conduct  or  service,  and  must 
accept  salvation  as  a  free  gift  from 
Christ  on  the  ground  of  His  finished 
work  on  the  cross. 

About  that  time  I  was  reading  one  of 

Spurgeon's  sermons  and  was  astonished  at 

his  saying,  "A  child  of  five,  if  properly 

instructed,  could  as  truly  believe,  and  be 

(Continued  on  page  30) 
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WHY  I  KNOW  THE  BIBLE  IS  THE 
WORD  OF  GOD 

By  Wm.  E.  Biederwolf 


Used 


by   permission    of     the    Eerdmans 
Publishing  Company 


(Continued   from    last   issue) 

ITS  PROPHECY  FULFILLED 

Marshall  Wade  one  time  laughed  at 
the  alleged  proof  of  Christianity  from 
the  fulfillment  of  prophecy.  He  said  the 
predictions  were,  of  course,  all  written 
after  the  events.  But  when  Bishop  New- 
ton reminded  him  that  several  of  the 
prophecies  were  not  fulfilled  until  recent 
times,  and  showed  him  beyond  all  doubt 
that  some  were  written  many  centuries 
before  the  events  took  place  Marshall  was 
startled  and  said  he  must  acknowledge 
that,  "if  this  point  could  be  proved  to 
satisfaction,  there  would  be  no  argument 
against  such  plain  matter  of  fact;  it 
would  certainly  convince  him,  and  he 
believed  it  would  be  the  readiest  way  to 
convince  every  reasonable  man  of  the 
truth  of  Revelation." 

It  is  just  this  that  we  wish  to  commend 
to  you  as  an  eighth  proof  that  the  Bible 
is  the  veritable  Word  of  God!  namely, 
the  proof  from  the  fulfillment  of  proph- 
ecy. 

The  destructive  criticism  of  the  Bible, 
of  course,  denies  the  possibility  of  proph- 
ecy. They  say  it  can't  be  done.  Well,  it  is 
quite  true  that  so  far  as  human  agency 
alone  is  concerned  no  man  can  unlock  the 
future.  But  it  is  quite  another  thing 
when  holy  men  of  old  spake  as  they  were 
moved  by  the  Spirit  of  God  and  made 
known  to  the  world  in  advance  the  things 
that  God  would  have  us  to  know  were 
surely  coming  to  pass. 

But  higher  criticism  says,  It  can't  be 
done.  Therefore  any  book  containing  pre- 
dictions of  things  which  have  really  come 
to  pass  must  have  been  in  the  very  nature 
of  the  case  written  after  the  events  tran- 
spired. I  heard  of  a  Frenchman  once  who 
was  so  wedded  to  his  theory  that  when 
someone  told  him  the  facts  contradicted 
it,  he  replied,  "Well  then,  so  much  the 
worse  for  the  facts." 

There  is  a  verse  I  read  somewhere  that 
goes  like  this: 

The  owlet  atheism,   sailing  on      obscene 
wing  across  the  sky, 

Drops  his  blue  fringed  lids  and  shuts 
them  close; 
And  hooting  at  the  glorious  sun  in  heav- 
en, 
Cries  out,  "Where  is  it?" 


There  are  men  just  like  that,  and,  of 
course,  if  a  man  is  going  to  be  so  owl- 
eyed,  so  bat-eyed  as  to  shut  his  eyes  when- 
ever he  comes  into  the  presence  of  light, 
he  will  keep  company,  of  course,  with  the 
Frenchman  mentioned  above. 

There  is  no  use  talking  to  a  man  like 
the  one  I  read  of  the  other  day,  who  said 
he  was  willing  to  be  convinced  but  he 
would  like  to  see  the  man  who  could  con- 
vince him. 

Look  for  a  few  moments  at  some  of  the 
prophecies  concerning  the  Gentile  world. 

No  critic  has  ever  been  so  rash  as  to 
deny  that  the  book  of  Ezekiel  was  writ- 
ten at  least  200  years  before  the  time  of 
Alexander.  Well,  in  chapter  26  the  down- 
fall of  Tyre  is  predicted.  Her  walls  were 
to  be  destroyed  and  her  towers  to  be 
broken  down.  God  said,  "I  will  also  scrape 
her  dust  from  her  and  make  her  like  the 
top  of  a  rock."  More  than  240  years 
rolled  on  and  Tyre  built  on  as  island  of 
the  sea  still  stood  as  the  proud  mistress  of 
the  sea. 

Then  came  Alexander,  and  the  words 
of  prophecy,  which  had  seemed  like  a  vain 
menace,  found  their  fulfillment.  He 
marched  his  army  to  the  sea,  built  a  solid 
causeway  for  one-half  mile  across  to 
Tyre  and  literally  fulfilled  the  words 
spoken  concerning  her  fate  2  5  0  years  be- 
fore. 

If  any  one,  determined  not  to  believe, 
should  say  this  prediction  was  added  to 
the  book  after  the  fall  of  Tyre,  what  will 
he  say  to  that  part  of  the  prophecy  which 
says,  "And  thou  shalt  be  built  no  more"? 
What  answer  has  the  ages  to  this  chal- 
lenge from  Almighty  God?  Nothing  but 
silence.  The  site  of  Tyre  is  today,  before 
your  very  eyes  like  the  top  of  a  barren 
rock  without  even  a  mound  to  mark  the 
place  of  her  former  glory. 

In   Obadiah    18,   it    was  predicted   that 


the  race  of  the  Edomites  should  become 
extinct,  and  who  does  not  know  that  cen- 
turies later  with  the  Mohammedan  in- 
vasion this  thing  had  come  to  pass  and 
there  is  not  an  Edomite  to  be  found  in 
all  the  world  so  far  as  anybody  knows. 

Concerning  Babylon  Isaiah  said, 
"Babylon  shall  be  as  when  God  overthrew 
Sodom  and  Gomorrah.  It  shall  never  be 
inhabited,  neither  shall  it  be  dwelt  in 
any  more  from  generation  to  generation; 
and  wolves  shall  cry  in  their  castles  and 
jackals  in  the  pleasant  places."  Ask  the 
traveller  today  who  journeys  there 
whether  these  seem  to  be  idle  words  of 
a  man  or  the  veritable  prediction  of  Him 
whose  "word  shall  not  pass  away." 

Take  old  Thebes,  the  ancient  capital 
of  Egypt,  the  hundred-gated  city  with 
her  pillars  so  large  that  six  men  standing 
with  meeting  fingers  tips  could  barely 
span  them.  She  presents  today  the  most 
magnificent  ruins  the  world  has  ever 
seen.  Pococks  said  that  without  some  ex- 
traordinary accident  such  magnificence 
and  solidity  must  have  lasted  forever. 
Well,  if  you  will  read  Ezekiel  30,  you  will 
find  that  prophecy  has  something  to  say 
about  the  extraordinary  accident.  God 
said,  "I  will  execute  judgment  upon  her, 
and  she  shall  be  broken  up." 

Look  at  Egypt  herself,  the  once  proud 
mother  of  science  and  letters  and  art.  She 
was  unique  in  her  greatness  among  the 
nations.  But  Jeremiah  said,  "O  virgin 
daughter  of  Egypt;  in  vain  dost  thou  use 
many  medicines;  there  is  no  healing  for 
thee."  Ezekiel  said,  "She  shall  not  any 
more  lift  herself  up  among  the  nations." 
She  was  to  be  a  "base  kingdom."  How 
surely  indeed  has  all  this  come  to  pass. 
In  Ezekiel  3  0,  it  is  said,  "There  shall  be 
no  more  a  prince  out  of  the  land  of 
Egypt,"  and  from  3  50  B.  C.  down  to 
the  present  moment  there  has  been  no 
native  prince  to  rule  the  land  and  there 
never  will  be. 

So  daring  are  the  prophecies  that  they 
extend  even  to  the  details  in  the  general 
calamity  that  was  to  overtake  this  proud 
nation  according  to  the  prediction  of  the 
Word  of  God.  The  fisheries  were  to  fail; 
and  they  have.  Their  industries  were  to 
perish  and  they  have,  and  the  land  and 
all  that  was  therein  was  to  be  made  waste 
by  strangers.  Indeed  there  are  a  score  of 
prophecies  relating  to  the  land  of  Egypt, 
referring,  as  we  have  seen,  to  the  very  de- 
tails of  her  history,  and  all  of  which 
have    been    literally    fulfilled. 

Let  us  grant  that  one  prophecy,  and 
perhaps  two,  might  by  accident  have 
turned  out  to  be  true,  but  could  any  one 
be  so  foolish  as  to  think  this  of  them 
all?  And  if  not,  then  whose  is  this  Book 
upon  which  such  a  seal  is  set,  if  it  is  not 
the  Book  of  Him  whose  "thought  grasps 
the  ages  and  before  whose  eyes  the  fu- 
( Continued  on  page  29) 
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Patience  the  little  woman  was  Elizabeth  Fry,  who 

The  following  incident   in   the  life  of  was   trying   to   have   something    done   to 

John  Wanamaker  is  recorded  in  the  ac-  improve  them. 

count  of  the  life  of  the  great  merchant  But  Elizabeth     Fry     went     in — alone 

prince  written   by  Herbert  Adams  Gib-  and  unguarded.  Immediately  she  was  sur- 

bons,  and  shows  both  a  forgiving  spirit  rounded  by  the  pushing  mob  of  women, 

and  a  fine  display  of  patience.  But   she   began   quietly  to   speak,   lifting 

"One  of  the  executives  in   the   Phila-  into  her  arms  the  filthy  child  of  one  of 

delphia  store  remembers  that     one     day  the  women.  "Friends,"  she  said,  "I,  too, 

when  he  was  a  cash  boy,  he  mustered  up  am  a  mother.  Is  there  not  something  we 

courage   to   go   into  Wanamaker 's   office  can  do  for  your  little  ones?  Do  you  want 

to  show   him   a   new   and   cheap   way  to  them    to    grow    up    to   become    prisoners 

wrap  small  packages  that  he  thought  he  themselves?" 

had  discovered.  President  Wanamaker  was  The  women  began  to  sob,  and  to  crowd 
sitting  at  his  flat-top  desk,  and  the  boy  around  her,  pouring  out   their  miserable 
timidly  passed  to  him  a  sample  package  stories.  Elizabeth  Fry  remained  with  them, 
he  had  wrapped.  As  he  did  so,  his  sleeve  their  friend,  for  hours,  and  when  she  left, 
caught  on  the  inkwell  and  upset  it.  The  she  left  hope  with  them, 
horrified   boy   stood   rooted    to  the   spot.  —  —  — 
Wanamaker    said:    'Now    I    am    going    to  The  Cost  of  Alcohol 
show     you  something.     If  you  attack  a  Speaking  at  a  luncheon  of  business  and 
pool  of  ink  with  the  edge  of  a  blotter,  in-  professional   men   in   London   on   "Drink 
stead  of  stamping  the  blotter  flat  down  Reform,"   Lady  Astor,  M.   P.,   presented 
on    it,    it    is    astonishing    how    quickly    it  these    startling    facts    for    England:    Ex- 
disappears.'  The  devotion  of  a  lifetime  of  penditures  on  drink  was  three  times  that 
able  service  was  thus  won  in  a  minute.''  on    education,    five    times    that    on    old 


The  CrippSe's  Task 

Acts  10:38 

The  members  of   a   church   decided   to 

form   a   company  of   the  Boys'   Brigade, 

and   the   leader   explained    that    it    should 

be  the  aim  of  each  member  to  go  some- 


age  pensions,  three  and  one-half  times 
that  on  bread,  and  three  times  that  on 
milk. 

Color  Scheme  of  Alcohol 

Micah  2:10 
A  physician  with  great  wit  is  reported 
thing  daily  to  help  another.  A  crippled  to  have  said,  "Beverage  alcohol  gives  you 
lad  expressed  his  wish  to  join.  "But,  a  red  nose,  a  black  eye,  a  white  liver,  a 
Tom,"  said  the  leader,  "what  could  you  yellow  streak,  a  green  brain,  a  dark  brown 
do  to  help?  You  are  not  able  to  run,  or  breath,  and  a  blue  outlook."  But  who 
do  any  hard  jobs."  "No,  sir,"  replied  wants  that  color  scheme  in  his  life? 
Tom,  "but  I  could  kick  the  orange  peel  —  —  — 

off  the  path  to  prevent  someone  slipping  Trade  and  Temperance 

on  it."  The  lad  was  accepted.   It  would  Speaking  of   liquor,   Leif   Jones    (Lord 

be  a  great  thing  if  Christians  would  every      Rydner)    said,   "I  recently  met   the   fin- 
day  seek  to  take  the  stumbling  blocks  out      ished  article  of  the  liquor  trade;  he  was 


of  the  way  of  others. 

A  Friend  Where  a  Friend  Was 
Needed 

Matt.  8:17 


lying  in  the  gutter.  He  had  no  hat;  the 

hat    trade   was   suffering.    His    coat   was 

full    of    holes;    the    tailoring    trade    was 

suffering.      The  man   had      holes   in   his 

boots;  the  boot  trade  was  suffering.  He 

One  cold  January  day  in  1817  a  little      nad  no  shirt;  the  linen  trade  was  suffer- 

woman  in   the  quiet,  gray  Quaker  garb      ing-   He   was   dirty;    the   soap   trade   was 

appeared  before  the  forbidding  prison  at      suffering.  Indeed,  I   can  hardly  mention 


Newgate  and  asked  the  guards  to  let  her 
go  in  to  speak  to  the  women  there. 
Even  as  she  spoke,  shrieks  of  furious 
laughter  and  vile  language  could  be  heard, 
and  the  guards  told  her  she  would  be 
harmed  if  she  went  in,  that  even  the  gov- 
ernor of  the  prison  had  to  be  guarded  was.  When  the  lesson  was  through  the 
when  he  stepped  inside.  Prisons  in  that  father  got  a  stab  that  he  never  forgot, 
day    were    in    a    terrible    condition,    and      when  the  boy  said,  "Father,  have  I  ever 


an  industry  in  this  country  which  was  not 
affected  by  that  man's  insobriety." 

By  Example  Only 

A  father  was  one  day  teaching  his  lit- 
tle boy  what  manner  of  man  a  Christian 


seen  a  Christian?"  It  is  possible  so  to  live 
that  our  lives  will  each  of  them  be  a 
lens  by  which  God  is  magnified. 

The  Beam  Is  in  Thine  Own  Eye 

Brother  Jones  was  a  large,  florid,  pom- 
pous man,  so  wrapped  in  self-conceit 
and  arrogance  as  to  be  almost  intolerable 
to  other  members  of  the  church.  One  el- 
der after  another  had  remonstrated  with 
him  upon  his  monstrous  vanity,  and  re- 
minded him  that  such  pride  was  unbe- 
coming to  a  Christian,  but  he  was  deaf 
of  hints  or  rebukes. 

At  last,  after  a  solemn  consultation,  it 
was  resolved  that  the  minister  should 
preach  a  sermon  aimed  at  Brother  Jones, 
and  at  him  only.  No  word  of  it  was  to 
be  applicable  to  any  other  man  or  woman. 
The  rebuke  was  to  be  so  severe  that  he 
would  be  cured  of  conceit  for  the  rest 
of  his  life. 

The  day  came.  The  church  was  even 
more  than  ordinarily  full  of  people.  Many 
of  them  had  come  from  curiosity;  others 
hoped  to  see  the  vain  man,  who  had  often 
treated  them  in  a  supercilious  manner, 
chagrined    and    mortified. 

The  sermon  began.  Brother  Jones,  with 
a  complacent  expression  of  face,  disposed 
himself  to  listen.  The  man's  infirmity 
was  sketched  with  bold,  severe  strokes. 
He  smiled  with  lofty  superiority.  As  the 
denunciation  grew  more  scathing,  his 
smile  deepened  with  a  touch  of  compla- 
cent pity.  At  the  conclusion  of  the  serv- 
ices he  swaggered  down  the  aisle.  One  of 
the  elders  joined  him. 

"What  did  you  think  of  the  sermon, 
Brother  Jones?"  he  ventured  to  ask. 

"A  great  effort,  sir!  But  personal.  The 
pastor  aimed  his  shots  too  directly.  Poor 
old  Mrs.  Hemingway!" 

His  Daughters  and  Others 

A  resident  of  Utica,  New  York,  real- 
izes that  a  newsdealer  has  his  own  re- 
sponsibilities. He  declines  to  handle  any- 
thing that  is  not  up  to  his  standard. 
Sometimes,  he  said,  some  magazines  come 
through  from  his  wholesale  dealer  that  he 
cannot  approve.  These  unrequested  pe- 
riodicals he  at  once  wraps  up  and  returns. 
Said  he  to  a  Utica  editor:  "I  will  not  sell 
to  anyone  else's  daughter  something  that 
I  will  not  let  my  own  daughter  read." — 
Expositor. 

The  Good  Shepherd  Still  Seeking! 

Meredith  G.  Standley 

Two  of  the  most  wonderful  stories  in 
the  Word  of  God — one  depicted  on  the 
front  page,  The  Prodigal  Son;  the  other 
the  story  of  the  Ninety  and  Nine.  No 
man  can  read  these  stories  without  being 
convinced  that  God  is  all  that  He  says — 
a  loving  heavenly  Father!  These  stories  or 
pictures  bring  Him  closer  to  us  and  re- 
CContinued  on  page  34) 
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How  Firm  a  Foundation 


BY  CARMEN  MALONE 


"It  is  not  what  you  plan  to  do  in  the 
future  that  makes  your  niche  in  the  busi- 
ness world  now,  it  is  what  you  have  al- 
ready done  and  are  doing — it  is  your  solid 
foundation!"  The  president  of  the  Free- 
port  Business  College  emphasized  his  re- 
marks with  a  hearty  thump  on  his  desk. 
"Are  you  satisfied  with  the  position  you 
hold  and  the  small  pay  check  that  comes 
to  you?  If  not,  what  are  you  doing  to 
deserve  a  better  one  and  a  higher  wage? 
He  who  does  no  more  than  he  gets  paid 
for  never  gets  paid  more  than  he  does." 

When  Lynda  Collins  left  the  room  she 
was  signed  up  for  an  advanced  business 
course  and  she  held  in  her  hand  a  piece 
of  cardboard  bearing  the  large  blue-let- 
tered words,  "How  Firm  a  Foundation." 

Happy  in  the  thought  of  the  step  she 
had  taken  in  fitting  herself  for  a  better 
position,  she  sped  up  the  street  toward  the 
Betsy  Ross  Candy  Shoppe  where  she  was 
employed.  Of  course,  the  Shoppe  was  a 
wonderful  place  to  work — it  was  beauti- 
fully furnished  with  its  old  spinning 
wheel,  its  log  fireplace  and  its  huge  shin- 
ing mirrors;  it  was  sparkling  clean;  the 
costumes  in  which  the  girls  worked, 
gowns  of  '76,  were  very  becoming;  the 
customers  were  refined  and  the  work  was 
light — but  the  sum  in  her  pay  envelope 
each  week  was  barely  enough  to  keep  her 
clothed  and  fed. 

As  she  reached  the  corner  and  turned 
into  Ninth  Street,  she  noticed  just  in 
front  of  her  a  little  old  woman  in  a  rusty 
black  coat  holding  to  the  leash  of  an 
elaborately  harnassed  fox  terrier  and  try- 
ing vainly  to  curb  his  too  exuberant  spir- 
its. Even  as  she  watched  their  duel,  a 
small  package  which  had  been  tucked 
under  the  old  lady's  arm  fell  to  the  street. 
The  dog  bounced  around  to  get  it  and 
in  doing  so  wrapped  his  leash  tightly 
around  her  legs.  Lynda  saw  her  plight  at 
once,  but  with  the  thought  that  she  sim- 
ply did  not  have  the  time  to  go  to  her 
rescue — only  a  short  delay  might  mean 
that  she  would  be  late  for  work — some- 
one else  would  surely  help  her. 

But  the  next  second  found  her  on  the 
scene  of  the  mixup.  "Allow  me,"  she 
cried  breathlessly,  steadying  the  little  old 
lady  with  one  arm  and  grasping  the  taut 
leash  with  the  other. 

It  was  somewhat  of  a  scramble  but  it 
took  only  a  few  seconds  for  the  old  lady 
to  get  free.  While  Lynda  held  the  dog 
still  and  the  leash  loose  she  dexterously 
twisted  out  of  it. 

"My  most  gracious  thanks,  my  dear." 
The  girl  looked  up  with  surprise  and  ad- 
miration from  her  task  of  calming  the 
excited  dog  as  the  composed  sweet  tones 


of  the  woman  came  to  her;  she  seemed 
as  self-possessed  as  if  she  had  not  gone 
through  the  rather  trying  scene.  "I  would 
surely  have  been  thrown  to  the  street  if 
you  had  not  come  to  my  aid." 

"I  was  only  too  glad  to  help — "  began 
Lynda  when  a  tall  young  person,  ex- 
pensively dressed,  descended  on  them  with 
a  shriek.  "Mother,"  she  cried.  "I  saw  it 
all  from  the  window  of  Madame  Florine's 
and  I  was  frantic!  Are  you  hurt?  I'll 
never  again  allow  you  to  take  Karan  for 
a  walk!" 

"Nonsense!"  the  plucky  older  woman 
exclaimed,  turning  a  rather  indignant 
pink.  "I  haven't  even  a  bruise." 

By  that  time  a  number  of  people  had 
gathered   about   the  trio  and  Lynda  felt 


that  she  was  no  longer  needed,  so  she 
gathered  up  her  purse  and  cardboard  and 
slipped  away.  As  she  hurried  up  the  street, 
mingled  with  the  fear  that  she  would  be 
late  was  a  curiosity  as  to  the  identity  of 
the  shabby  little  old  lady  with  the  fox 
terrier.  Her  daughter  had  worn  the 
smartest  of  apparel  and  she  had  just  come 
from  Madame  Florine's,  the  most  exclus- 
ive beauty  salon  of  the  city! 

That  night  Lynda  very  proudly  and 
painstakingly  hung  her  blue  and  white 
cardboard  on  the  wall  beside  her  dressing 
table,  the  spot  which  first  met  her  eye 
each  morning  as  she  awakened,  "How 
Firm  a  Foundation"  stared  at  her  in 
bold  letters  while  she  was  in  her  little 
cubby-hole  room.  It  even  began  to  stare 
at  her  through  her  memory's  eye  when 
she  was  away.  She  thought  about  it  often 
and  found  herself  applying  it  to  every- 
thing  about   her.   In   connection   with   a 


firm  foundation  for  financial  success  it 
occurred  to  her  that,  of  course,  one  must 
have  a  firm  foundation  for  physical  well- 
being,   for  moral  and  spiritual  health. 

She  was  filling  a  customer's  order  for 
a  pound  box  of  chocolate-covered  cara- 
mels and  pineapple  bon-bons  one  day 
when  Sue  Carson,  the  girl  who  worked  the 
shift  with  her,  leaned  over  her  shoulder 
to  whisper  excitedly,  "I  have  wonderful 
news!" 

And  as  soon  as  the  customer  left  the 
shop  she  said,  "When  Mr.  Mullins  called 
me  into  the  office  a  few  moments  ago 
he  told  me  that  he  was  planning  to 
remodel  the  shop!  Our  company  is  going 
to  begin  manufacturing  and  selling  Betsy 
Ross  ice  cream  and  we  are  to  have  tables 
on  which  to  serve  it  and  everything!  Is- 
n't  that   marvelous!" 

"Really?  But  I  don't  see  how  you  can 
regard  it  in  such  a  favorable  light,"  with 
a  teasing  grin.  "It  seems  to  me  that  ice 
cream  will  only  cause  you  extra  work  and 
you  never  were  one  to  delight  in  extra 
work,  you  know." 

The  other  girl  answered  her  grin.  "But 
you  don't  understand!"  she  cried.  "We 
are  to  have  more  money — four  more  paper 
bills  in  our  pay  envelopes!" 

"Oh-h-h!  Why  didn't  you  say  so?" 
It  was  Lynda's  turn  to  become  excited. 
"That  is  wonderful!  When  will  it  start?" 
her  eyes  sparkling. 

"As  soon  as  possible,  Mr.  Mullins  says." 

On  the  trolley  that  evening  Lynda 
took  a  small  notebook  and  a  pencil  from 
her  purse  and  began  to  plan,  using  her 
new  salary  as  a  basis.  She  was  delighted 
with  the  comforts  it  would  cover,  and 
felt  that  soon  she  might  even  be  able  to 
help  her  younger  sisters  at  home. 

She  walked  into  Mr.  Mullin's  office  the 
following  morning  with  a  smiling  face. 
"Good  morning!" 

"Good  morning,  Miss  Collins,"  her  em- 
ployer answered  briskly.  "I  presume  you 
have  heard  about  the  company's  new 
plans,  have  you  not?" 

"Yes,  indeed!  And  I  don't  suppose  I 
have  to  tell  you  that  I  am  very  happy 
about  them." 

"We  thought  the  employees  would  be," 
rubbing  his  hands  complacently.  "We  dis- 
liked to  load  more  work  upon  you  and 
to  add  another  day  to  your  working  week 
but  we  felt  that  the  additional  pay  would 
recompense  you  nicely." 

Lynda  stared  at  him  and  the  smile 
slowly  faded  from  her  face.  "I  don't  un- 
derstand," rather  helplessly,  "you  say  we 
are  to  work  another  day — what — ?" 

"You  had  not  heard  that  the  Shoppe  is 
to    remain    open    on    Sunday?"    His    eye-  • 
brows  took  on  an  upward  slant. 

"Sunday!"  Her  heart  dropped  into  her 
trim  brown  oxfords.   "Oh,  no!" 

"You   have    no   objections   to   working 
on  Sunday,  Miss  Collins?"  There  was  a 
(Continued  on  page  28) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


The  Child  in  God's  Plan 


RICHARD  W.  LEWIS 


In  this  title  there  are  three  highly 
valuable  verities — God,  His  plans,  and 
the  child.  And  these  are  related,  the  one 
to  the  other.  Nothing  is  better  established 
in  all  the  realm  of  truth  than  that  the 
creation  shows  unmistakable  signs  of  plan, 
design,  system,  order.  God,  who  had  His 
choice,  chose  to  reproduce  man  by  the 
child-route.  He  could  have  populated  the 
earth  in  some  other  way,  but  the  Cre- 
ator's plan  for  reproduction  of  our  mun- 
dane race  was  and  is  by  the  child-way. 
God — a  plan — the  child!  There!  What 
could  be  more  fundamental?  But  if  the 
Lord  planned  the  child  as  fundamental  in 
His  system  of  world  population,  He  must 
have  planned  also,  and  that  very  careful- 
ly, the  child's  place  in  His  world  scheme. 
The  child's  place  in  redemption  must  have 
been   included  in   that   scheme. 

GOD'S  GRACIOUS  PLAN 

When  man  voluntarily,  under  satanic 
influence,  chose  to  disobey  his  Maker,  he 
invited  death,  both  spiritual  and  physical. 
Man  set  himself  in  such  a  defiant  and 
antagonistic  attitude  toward  God  that  it 
would  have  been  mere  justice  had  God 
allowed  him  to  suffer  the  full  conse- 
quences of  his  voluntary  choice.  It  was, 
then,  mercy  on  God's  part  that  secondary 
choice — or  opportunity  for  man  to  be 
restored  to  divine  favor — was  provided. 

Because  God  had  set  Himself  to  the 
task  of  bringing  back  a  sinful  and  rebel- 
lious race,  He  naturally  would  exhibit 
divine  mercy  in  its  freest  and  fullest 
form.  In  other  words,  a  loving  heavenly 
Father  would  gladly  receive  the  prodigal, 
with  open  arms!  Longing  to  have  men  re- 
turn to  Him,  God  would  make  the  terms 
as  simple  and  as  easy  as  could  be  consist- 
ent with  divine  dignity,  integrity,  and 
justice.  Such  a  course  on  God's  part  would 
call  for  the  application  of  the  terms  of 
salvation  at  the  point  of  easiest  contact. 
No,  the  easiest  contact  could  not  be 
with  the  hardened,  toughened  adult  sin- 
ner. He  is  too  well  set  in  his  sins.  He  has 
crystallized  in  character.  His  habits  are 
fixed.  In  order  that  God  may  reform  him, 
he  must  be  unformed!  He  has  years  of 
sinful  tastes,  habits,  and  sins  to  give  up 
when  he  receives  new  life  in  Christ  Jesus 
and  moves  up  to  higher  ground  with  God! 

No,  the  easy  point  of  contact  for  the 
application  of  salvation  cannot  be  with 
the  adult  sinner — it  must  be  with  the 
child.  He  is  in  the  plastic  period.  He  is  in 
a  formative  state.  He  is  susceptible.  He  is 
like  the  soft  clay — ready  to  be  molded 
into  any  shape.  If  the  race  is  ever  to  be 
brought  back  to  God,  and  if  His  image 
is  to  be  restamped  upon  men,  why  not 
undertake  man's  part  of  this  great  task  at 
the  point  where  it  is  easiest  of  accomplish- 


ment? That  place  is  among  the  children. 

IS   CHILD   EVANGELISM 
SCRIPTURAL? 

The  question  naturally  and  properly 
arises  here:  Is  there  a  Biblical  ground  for 
this  view?  If  it  is  only  a  man-invention 
theory,  devoid  of  Bible  basis,  we  must 
abandon  it  at  once.  The  claim  that  child 
evangelism  is  Biblical  rests  upon  certain 
facts,  as  follows: 

First,  the  child  is  included  in  the  cov- 
enants that  God  has  made  with  men.  This 
fact  is  most  significant.  It  must  not  be 
considered  lightly.  Rather,  it  would  de- 
serve to  be  given  fullest  weight  in  this 
study.  A  few  examples  are  the  promises 
given  in  Genesis  3:15;  9:1,  8,  9;  12:1-3; 
15:5;    18:2;   2   Sam.   7:12-16. 

Second,  the  child  is  included  in  God's 
teaching  plan.  "All  thy  children  shall  be 
taught  of  the  Lord;  and  great  shall  be 
the  peace   of   thy  children,"  Isa.    54:13. 

*  SATAN'S  BID  FOR  THE  BOYS  AND    * 

*  GIRLS  * 

*  * 
£                     Richard    W.    Lewis  i 

*  * 

*  Give  me  the  children,  one  and  all,         * 

-At    Just  let  them   heed  my  fiendish  call;    jf- 

*  In  all  my  work  they'll  have  a  place,    J 

I    To  serve  with   vim,   at   lively   pace.         ■j- 

•r- 

*  * 

*  I    need  them   all,  if  you   do  not,  ■¥■ 

*  Whate'er  their  birth,  whate'er  their  * 
t  lot;  * 
J  I'll  work  them  hard,  by  day,  by  night,  •¥■ 
•k  And  plunge  them  deep  in  sinful  plight.  y. 

*  * 

*  Both   boys  and   girls   I   bid   to   buy,  J 

*  And   for   them    now   I    lift   my   cry;  -*■ 

*  The  cost  to  them  is  groans  and  tears,  ^. 

*  And    hearts    that    faint    with    hellish  J 

i        fears.  •¥■ 

•k  jjt 

+    But  let  me  guide  their  tender  hearts,    jf 

ir    In  ways  of  death   that  sin   imparts;      T 

i    And  they  shall  soon  forget  your  God,    Jf 

+    To  go  with  me  as  I  may  nod.  x 

•  5 

*  When  thus  they  come  to  like  my  way,  T 

*  And   gayly  walk   it  ev'ry  day; 

*  With  worldly  joy  and  fun  I'll  fill  * 
■k  Their  lives  to  brim  with  thrill  on  thrill!  J 

*  t 
J    And   if  they   lose  their  souls   in   sin,      J 

*  Be    sure    they    will    their    "freedom"    + 

*  * 

*  win;  j£ 

£    No  yoke  they'll  wear,  nor  burden  bear;    * 

*  I'll   set   them   free   from   "can't"   and    j 

*  care.  ■* 

*  * 
J    Oh  yes,  to   hell   they'll  surely  go,  ^ 

*  Apart  from  Christ  their  doom  to  know.    * 

*  But  they  at  least  have  had  their  way,  ■¥■ 
*•    Without    restraint    or    pious    sway!  ^ 

*  * 


When  God  set  forth  His  marvelous  re- 
demption by  grace,  He  had  to  teach  it  to 
His  chosen  people;  and  in  teaching  the 
adults,  He  included  the  children  in  His 
school  of  redemptive  methods.  From 
Abram  on  down  the  line  until  our  own 
day,  the  true  Hebrew  father  faithfully, 
devotedly,  loyally,  and  persistently  has 
taught  his  children  God's  plan — as  he  sees 
it.  The  children  of  Jews  are  Jews.  The 
Hebrew's  son  is  himself  a  Hebrew,  with 
the  rarest  exceptions.  To  make  anything 
else  out  of  him  is  a  most  difficult  task, 
so  well  has  he  been  taught. 

Third,  after  teaching  His  chosen  peo- 
ple, God  trained  them  as  to  their  actions. 
The  Mosaic  system  was  one  of  the  most 
comprehensive  and  exacting  ever  installed 
in  all  human  history.  But  here  again  the 
child  was  given  his  place  and  part.  We 
find  this  provision  crystallized  in  the 
Solomonic  passage,  "Train  up  a  child  in 
the  way  he  should  go:  and  when  he  is 
old,  he  will  not  depart  from  it,"  Prov. 
22:6. 

Fourth,  there  can  be  no  doubt  as  to  the 
child's  having  a  place  among  believers. 
From  the  first,  faith  in  God  has  been  the 
essential  foundation  of  salvation.  It  was 
the  failure  of  faith,  and  the  consequent 
disobedience,  that  separated  Adam  from 
God,  and  sent  him  out  of  Eden.  Jesus 
Christ  emphasized  the  imperative  impor- 
tance of  faith.  And  He  undoubtedly 
credited  the  child  with  full  ability  to 
believe,  for  He  referred  to  "one  of  these 
little  ones  which  believe  in  me,"  Matt. 
18:6.  The  frequency  with  which  the  Bi- 
ble refers  to  "household"  religion  would 
indicate  that  children  are  included  in  the 
circle  of  believers  and  are  capable  of 
qualifying  for  acceptance  by  the  Lord, 
both  under  Old  Testament  and  New 
Testament  requirements. 

God  in  His  wisdom  arranged  for  the 
child  to  live  for  about  a  dozen  years  in  a 
period  of  dependency  upon  others,  during 
which  time  faith  in  the  adults  is  a  nor- 
mal attitude  of  the  child.  Why  should 
we  not  take  advantage  of  this  natural  and 
easy  confidence  in  others?  Leaving  child- 
hood and  entering  adulthood,  we  rather 
automatically,  certainly  uniformly,  slip 
into  a  questioning  state.  Doubt  now  grows 
easily  and  rapidly.  In  fact,  the  adolescent 
period  might  be  represented  by  an  in- 
terrogation point.  And  the  older  we  grow, 
the  less  of  faith  and  the  more  of  doubt 
we  display.  By  actual  counting,  the  writ- 
er found  that  eighty-seven  per  cent  of 
converts  accepted  Christ  before  they  were 
twenty  years  of  age — only  thirteen  per 
cent  after  that  age! 

Fifth,  the  Bible  gives  concrete  instances 
of  children's  being  in  a  saved  relationship 
with  God.  Although  Eli  was  God's  proph- 
et and  was  in  full  charge  of  church  af- 
fairs, as  we  would  say,  the  Lord  passed 
him  by  and  gave  His  message  to  little 
(Continued  on  page  34) 
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"«&*,  Vt/etl/oHldgeej/etoa" 


John    12:21. 
MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 


Jesus'  last  charge  to  His  disciples  was, 
"Ye  shall  be  my  witnesses."  Christ  has  no 
other  plan  to  reveal  Himself  to  a  hungry 
world  than  this,  that  we  who  believe  on 
Him  shall  follow  in  His  footsteps. 

"Talk  to  me  about  religion, — simple, 
experimental  religion,"  was  the  request  of 
Thomas  Huxley,  the  infidel  scientist,  to  a 
Christian  friend  one  day  as  they  walked 
in  the  garden. 

Sooner  or  later  every  man  yearns  for  re- 
ligion— not  a  hair-splitting  theology, 
nor  creed,  but  simple,  experimental  re- 
ligion, a  religion  such  as  Christ  lived  and 
taught. 

The  world  walks  in  darkness  and  un- 
certainty and  men  stumble  in  their  search 
for  the  way,  and  truth  is  hidden  or  dis- 
torted. To  guide  them  to  the  light,  Chris- 
tianity says,  Here  is  truth,  we  know  the 
way  of  life,  follow  us.  But  too  of  ten  when 
they  look  our  way  today  they  find  too 
much  profession  of  Christianity  and  so 
little  possession.  Their  reply  is  so  often, 
"Gentlemen,  I  can't  hear  wha't  you  are 
saying  for  listening  to  what  you  are." 
They,  like  those  certain  Greeks  so  long 
ago,  are  crying,  "Sir,  we  would  see  Je- 
sus." 

What  sort  of  people  ought  we  to  be 
and  what  kind  of  things  ought  we  to  do 
in  order  to  reveal  Jesus  to  the  world.  It  is 
for  Christ  and  Him  alone  to  tell  us  what 
Christianity  is.  It  is  for  us  to  sit  hum- 
bly at  His  feet  and  learn  of  Him.  He  not 
only  tells  us  what  it  is  in  His  teachings, 
but  the  gospels  show  us  what  it  is  in  His 
life. 

Christ,  in  His  Sermon  on  the  Mount, 


gives  us  a  good  picture  of  the  Christian  in 
action.  It  is  significant  that  in  the  first 
part  of  His  sermon  Jesus  lays  emphasis 
upon  being  and  that  in  the  last  part  He 
lays  emphasis  upon  doing.  What  we  are 
counts  for  more  than  what  we  do.  In 
fact,  it  is  the  life  behind  the  deed  that 
makes  the  deed  count. 

In  the  beatitudes  Jesus  gives  us  a  pic- 


As  I  Go  on  My  Way 

My  life  shall  touch  a  dozen  lives  before 

this   day   is   done — 
Leave  countless  marks  for  good  or  ill  ere 

sets  this  evening's  sun. 
Shall  fair  or  foul  its  imprint  prave,  on 

those  my  life  shall  hail? 
Shall  benison   my  impress   be,  or   shall  a 

blight    prevail} 

When   to   the   last   great   reckoning      the 

lives  I  meet  must  go, 
Shall    this    wee,   fleeting    touch    of    mine 

have  added  joy  or  woe? 
Shall  He  who  looks  their  records  o'er — of 

name  and   time  and  place — 
Say,  "Here  a  blessed  infuence  came,"  or 

"Here  is  evil's   trace"? 

From  out  each  point  of  contact  of  my  life 

with  other  lives 
Flows    ever    that    which    helps    the    one 

who  for  the  summit  strives? 
The   troubled  souls   encountered,   does   it 

sweeten  with  its  touch, 
Or  does  it  more  embitter  those  embittered 

overmuch? 

Does  love  through  every  handclasp  flow 
in  sympathy's  caress? 

Do  those  that  I  have  greeted  know  a  new- 
born hopefulness? 

Are  tolerance  and  charity  the  keynote  of 
my  song, 

As  1  go  plodding  onward  with  earth's 
eager,  anxious  throng? 

My  life  must  touch  a   million  lives     in 

some  way  ere  I  go 
From  this  dear  world  of  struggle  to  the 

land  I  do  not  know. 
So  this  the  wish  I  always  wish,  the  prayer 

I  ever  pray: 
Let  my  life  help  the  other  lives  it  touches 

by   the   way! — Strickland   Gillilan. 

ture  of  the  Christian  character.  Let  us 
look  at  that  picture  for  a  moment.  A 
Christian  has  a  pure  heart,  an  humble 
spirit,  a  loving  sympathy,  a  serious  mind, 
a  love  for  peace,  convictions  so  strong 
that  he  is  willing  to  suffer  for  them,  a 
consciousness  of  his  own  imperfections, 
and  a  longing  for    a  richer,    fuller  life. 


Thomas  Huxley  said,  "It  may  not  take 
much  of  a  man  to  be  a  Christian,  but  it 
does  take  all  there  is  of  him."  In  his  defi- 
nition of  a  Christian  character  Jesus  takes 
all  the  finest  gifts  which  God  has  be- 
stowed upon  humanity  and  combines 
them  into  one  composite  personality.  No 
wonder  Henry  Drummond  said  that  the 
best  evidence  of  Christianity  is  a  Chris- 
tian. 

Having  looked  at  the  character  of  a 
Christian,  let  us  look  at  the  Christian  in 
action  as  Jesus  pictured  him  in  the  Ser- 
mon on  the  Mount. 

A  famous  preacher  has  said,  "The  gen- 
ius of  Christianity  lies  in  reverence  for 
personality."  The  Christian  in  action  al- 
ways has  reverence  for  personality  in  all 
his  relationships.  Jesus  asked,  "How 
much  then  is  a  man  better  than  a  sheep?" 
To  a  Christian  a  man  is  infinitely  better 
than  machines  and  dividends  and  stocks 
and   bonds. 

The  Christian  has  so  much  reverence 
for  personality  that  he  never  hates  nor 
holds  in  contempt  any  human  being. 
When  an  enemy  insults  him  he  does  not 
strike  back  in  revenge.  Like  the  Christ, 
he  does  not  appeal  to  force  but  to  love. 
He  loves  not  only  his  friends  but  his  ene- 
mies. Nor  does  he  love  only  in  word  but 
in  deed  and  in  truth.  His  love  expresses  it- 
self in  a  ministry  of  service  to  those  who 
are  in  need.  He  visits  the  fatherless  and 
widows  in  their  affliction  and  keeps  him- 
self  unspotted   from   the   world. 

The  Christian  carries  his  religion  with 
him  into  everyday  life  and  into  all  the 
departments  of  life.  In  all  his  relation- 
ships he  deals  with  others  according  to 
the  golden  rule  and  he  does  it  without 
sounding  the  trumpet.  In  the  meantime 
he  keeps  in  living  touch  with  the  living 
God,  the  source  of  all  power,  through  his 
prayer  life. 

The  Christian,  according  to  Christ, 
will  give  a  rightful  place  to  worship  in 
his  life,  but  he  will  not  confine  his  re- 
ligion to  the  church  services  or  to  the 
Sabbath.  He  will  try  to  live  according 
to  the  teachings  of  Jesus  seven  days  in 
the  week.  He  will  carry  his  religion  with 
him  into  the  home,  into  business,  into  the 
social  circle,  into  politics,  into  the  voting 
booth,  into  legislative  halls  and  every- 
where he  goes.  In  all  these  relationships 
he  will  try  to  live  according  to  the  teach- 
ings of  Jesus.  Yes,  it  does  take  all  of  a 
man  to  be  a  Christian. 

If  we,  who  have  given  our  lives  to 
Christ,  are  truly  His  followers,  our  lives 
will  radiate  His  personality  and  the  world 
can  see  Jesus  today.  The  world  is  asking 
us  to  be  consistent,  to  live  what  we  pro- 
fess. A  consistent  life  calls  for  two  things 
— an  inward  life  of  devotion  to  God, 
and  an  outward  life  of  service  for  others. 
Christ's  mission  was  that  of  doing  good 

(Continued  on  page  23) 
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It      is     certainly 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  uplifting  and 
food  to  my  soul.  I  think  it  is  the  grand- 
est paper  I  have  ever  read.  I  certainly 
enjoyed  your  July  Editor's  Message. 

I  am  the  only  Christian  girl  in  my 
community  and  there  are  only  a  few 
holiness  people  here. 

Sister  Harrison,  if  the  young  people 
could  get  a  picture  of  the  beauty  of  holi- 
ness in  their  mind,  I  believe  there  would 
be  more  of  them  saved.  I  think  it  is  a 
beautiful  sight  to  see  a  real  devoted  child 
of  God  down  on  his  knees  with  his  head 
raised  to  heaven  praying  to  God  for  His 
help  and  guidance. 

I  think  the  Church  of  God  is  the  great- 
est church  in  the  world.  Pray  that  we 
can  get  a  place  to  worship  here. 

I  would  enjoy  hearing  from  young 
Christian  people,  if  there  are  any  who 
would  want  to  write  to  me.  Pray  for  me 
that  I  will  stand  true  and  be  a  bold 
soldier  for  Jesus. — Your  sister  in  Christ, 
Myrtle  Wilburn,  c|o  Lillie  Wilburn,  Wil- 
liamson, W.  Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  think  a  lot  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. This  is  surely  a  wonderful  paper. 
Our  lesson  was  on  the  twenty-first  page 
of  the  magazine  for  June,  which  was  en- 
titled "Light."  We  certainly  feasted  on 
this  subject  as  we  heard  the  discussion  on 
the  difference  between  light  and  darkness. 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  at  Grand  Turk  is  coming 
on  and  interest  is  increasing.  Please  pray 
for  our  band  that  we  will  continue  to  the 
end. 

Brother  Grovemor  Brown  gave  a  won- 
derful talk  on  Sister  Harrison's  experience 
and  that  God  will  prolong  her  days  for 
His  service. — Omelia  Smith,  Grand  Turk, 
B.  W.  I. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  indeed  thankful  for  the  Lighted 
Pathway  which  has  been  a  blessing  to  my 
soul  many  times. 

I  am  twenty-one  years  old  and  have 
been  saved  for  a  year  and  a  member 
of  the  Church  of  God.  I  praise  God  for 
the  day  He  saved,  sanctified,  and  bap- 
tized me  with  the  Holy  Ghost  and  also 
for  healing  me.  Four  doctors  had  given 
me  up  but  God  did  not  give  me  up. 

Please  pray  for  me  and  also  pray  for 
my  mother  that  she  will  get  closer  to  God 
and  come  into  the  Church. — Marie  Tan- 
herisly,  Dayton,  Ohio. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  certainly  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  get  one  each  month  and  could 


hardly   do   without 
worth  a  dime. 

I  am  fourteen  years  of  age.  I  am  saved, 
sanctified,  and  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost 
and  a  member  of  the  Church  of  God. 
Pray  for  me. — Elizabeth  Young,  Louis- 
ville, Ky. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

After  reading  many  of  the  wonderful 
messages  and  stories  in  the  Lighted  Path- 
way, I  feel  the  need  of  sending  you  this 
letter  of  appreciation  of  the  paper,  which 
has  been  a  great  blessing  to  me  and  to 
others.  The  messages  and  stories  are  so 
encouraging  that  each  time  I  read  them, 
they  put  a  greater  desire  in  my  heart  to 
serve  the  Lord.  I  count  it  a  privilege  to 
join  the  other  boys  and  girls  in  their 
testimonies.  Never  have  I  read  a  paper 
more  uplifting. 

In  discouraging  moments,  in  illness  and 
in  hard  trials,  it  certainly  helps  one  to 
read  the  Lighted  Pathway. 

I  am  glad  Jesus  isn't  only  with  us  when 
everything  is  pleasant  but  He  stays  with 
us  in  the  darkest  hour,  just  when  we  need 
Him  most.  Again  we  want  to  assure  you 
that  we  appreciate  your  paper. — S.  C. 
Jones,  Red  Hills,  Jam. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway  so  much. 
It  does  me  more  good  than  I  could  ever 
tell  you  about.  The  more  I  read  the  good 
news  the  more  I  want  to  read  and  the 
more  I  want  to  do  for  the  Lord.  We  find 
many  good  things  to  read  in  our  Y.  P.  E. 

Sally  Jo  is  the  best  story  you  have  ever 
published,  I  think.  It  has  given  me  lots 
of  good  advice. 

My  mother  has  been  dead  about  twelve 
years  and  I  am  fifteen  years  old  now  and 
I  certainly  need  all  the  good  advice  you 
have  for  me.  I  am  glad  that  the  Lighted 
Pathway  was  ever  published  and  I  am 
glad  that  I  have  the  privilege  to  read  it. 

Please  pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  that  we 
might  do  more  for  the  Lord. — Rachel 
Deans,  Middlesex,  N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  the  name  of  Jesus.  Praise 
His  holy  name.  I  have  been  intending  to 
write  to  you  for  some  time  but  just  now 
I  have  taken  time  to  write.  I  truly  thank 
the  Lord  for  this  wonderful  work  you 
are  doing. 

I  am  seventeen  years  old  but  it  wasn't 
until  last  year  that  the  Lord  was  so  true 
to  me.  On  August  18,  1940,  I  met  at  the 
foot  of  the  cross  and  there  Jesus  washed 
my  sins  away.  Praise  His  sweet  name  for- 
ever. He  sanctified  me  holy  and  baptized 


me  with  the  Holy  Ghost.  I'm  still  happy 
and  can  report  victory  in  my  soul. 

I  have  always  wanted  to  work  for  God, 
but  it  wasn't  until  here  lately  that  I've 
got  the  chance.  I  sold  nearly  eight  rolls 
of  Lighted  Pathways  the  last  month.  I 
intend  to  do  more  for  God.  I  desire  each 
one  to  pray  for  me. — James  Williamson, 
Thomaston,  Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  surely  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  can  hardly  wait  until  time  for 
it  to  come. 

We  have  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  at  our  church 
and  thank  the  Lord  for  the  way  He  stands 
by  us.  We  are  doing  all  we  can  for  our 
Y.  P.  E.  here. 

We  really  thank  the  Lord  for  our  good 
pastor.  He  is  on  fire  for  God. 

Please  pray  for  me  to  stand  true,  and 
pray  for  our  church  here. — Mrs.  Gladys 
Fergerson,  McCormick,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  certainly  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  It  is  a  great  blessing  to  the 
young  people. 

I  am  seventeen  years  of  age  and  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Church  of  God.  I  am  interested 
in  the  Lord's  work  and  want  to  do  all  I 
can  for  Him. — Albert  Tacket,  Hunts- 
ville,  Ala. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  feel  impressed  this  morning  to  write 
you  a  few  lines  of  how  much  we  enjoy 
and  appreciate  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It 
seems  I've  really  been  feasting  on  this  last 
issue  (July) .  I  enjoy  all  of  them,  but  they 
seem  to  be  getting  better,  or  it  is  that 
I  am  appreciating  it  more. 

Your  editorials  are  such  a  blessing,  and 
how  I  did  enjoy  the  illustration  about 
John,  the  Scotchman,  going  out  to  the 
stormy  waters  to  help  rescue  the  one 
young  man  in  danger  and  he  happened  to 
be  his  own  brother,  William.  How  close 
to  the  heart  it  brings  the  truth  of  our 
spiritual  relationship  to  those  on  life's 
stormy  sea  and  the  need  of  God's  chil- 
dren to  always  be  ready  to  lend  a  helping 
hand! 

Indeed,  you  are  doing  a  great  work, 
Sister  Harrison!  May  God  continue  to 
bless  you  and  supply  all  that  you  need  to 
carry  on. — Mrs.  Krohn  Myren,  Mound 
City,  S.  Dak. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  can  hardly  wait  to  get  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  think  it  is  a  wonderful  paper. 
I've  been  reading  it  for  about  four  years. 

We  have  a  wonderful  Y.  P.  E.  We 
have  real  good  officers  and  a  wonderful 
pastor,  Rev.  Richard  Harris,  of  Lynch, 
Ky.  We  praise  God  for  them. 

Our  church  has  only  about  twenty-six 
in  membership,  but  we  had  an  average 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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God   Plans  Our  Praying 

A.  W.  Bailey 


Rom.    8:26,    27. 

In  November  of  1912,  the  writer  had 
returned  from  a  missionary  trip  from 
his  mission  station  in  Northern  Rhodesia, 
South  Central  Africa,  unto  Portuguese, 
West  Africa,  which  the  Portuguese  them- 
selves called  Angola.  The  trip  had  meant 
some  1,200  miles  of  walking,  and  had 
not  left  an  entire  sock  in  my  wardrobe. 
This  latter  point  has  to  do  with  the  in- 
cident being  related. 

Just  after  sunset  one  evening,  my  na- 
tive personal  boy  informed  me  that  my 
bath  was  ready.  These  native  servant  lads 
are  an  important  factor  in  pioneer  mission 
work  in  Africa.  The  trifle  paid  them  in 
wages,  though  munificent  to  them,  is 
nothing  compared  to  the  amount  of  time 
they  save  for  direct  mission  work  for  their 
employers.  They,  themselves,  also,  hear 
the  Gospel  daily,  and  keenly  judge  the  ac- 
tions of  their  employers  by  its  teachings! 

On  this  particular  evening,  I  neglected 
to  take  a  candle  with  me  into  the  veran- 
da-shed of  my  stick-and-mud  house 
which  served  as  a  bathroom.  I  was  alone 
on  the  station,  and  my  nearest  fellow 
workers  were  over  200  miles  away.  I 
walked  thoughtlessly  into  the  bathroom 
with  my  sleeves  rolled  above  my  elbows, 
in  the  true  tropical  style,  and  leaned  over 
and  removed  my  right  boot.  This  left  my 
right  foot  nearly  half  bare,  as  my  socks 
were  in  tatters,  as  I  have  said  before.  Just 
as  I  straightened  up,  I  heard  a  harsh, 
rustling,  scraping  sound,  which  I  wrong- 
ly judged  to  be  a  wild  antelope  walking 
through  the  dry  grass  outside,  and  stepped 
to  one  of  the  two  doorways  to  look  out. 
Seeing  nothing  in  the  gathering  dusk  out- 
side, but  hearing  the  same  sound  in  the 
direction  of  the  other  doorway,  I  stepped 
backward  to  look  out  there.  In  doing  so, 
I  planted  my  half-bare  foot  fairly  upon 
the  back  of  a  large,  spitting  cobra.  This 
snake  has  the  disagreeable  gift  of  spray- 
ing his  venom  for  yards  through  the  air, 
and  it  is  very  dangerous  to  the  eyes,  often 
causing  blindness,  though  harmless  on  the 
sound  skin  of  a  person.  If  bitten,  the 
victim  usually  dies  in  about  half  an  hour. 
The  big  brute,  which  proved  to  be  over 
six  feet  long,  and  nearly  as  large  as  a 
small  wrist,  writhed  in  energetic  protest 
at  being  thus  unceremoniously  trodden 
under  foot.  It  was  as  if  he  were  trying 
to  say,  "Get  off  my  back!  Isn't  Africa 
large  enough  for  you  to  walk  in  without 
walking  on  me?"  Though  amused  almost 
to  the  point  of  bursting  into  laughter  at 
his  protesting  wriggles  under  my  foot,  I 


stepped  off  him  without  undue  delay; 
for,  while  the  Scripture  does  say  we  are 
to  tread  on  serpents,  it  says  nothing  about 
standing  on  them,  and  there  was  noth- 
ing really  enjoyable  about  the  big,  clam- 
my beast  under  my  half-bare  foot.  This 
variety  of  snake  can  stand  up  with  his 
head  nearly  half  his  entire  length  from 
the  ground,  so  that  he  had  missed  sev- 
eral fine  chances  to  bite  me  in  the  arms, 
as  I  stood  up;  in  the  face,  neck,  or  arms, 
as  I  leaned  over  to  remove  my  shoes;  or 
on  my  foot  as  I  trod  on  him.  He  had 
also  failed  to  use  his  unique  gift  of  spit- 
ting his  venom  into  my  eyes.  I  called  my 
personal  boy  to  bring  a  candle,  went  my- 
self   for    the    shotgun,    and    together    we 


THEN,    LET   US   PRAY 
The  day  was  long,  the  burden   I   had  borne 

Seemed  heavier  than  I  could  longer  bear; 
And   then    it   lifted — but   I    did   not   know 

Someone  had  knelt  in   prayer. 

Had    taken   me   to   God   that   very    hour, 
And    had    asked    the    easing   of   the    load, 
and  He 

In    infinite  compassion,   had   stooped   down 
To  lift  the  load  from  me. 

We  cannot   tell   how   often   as  we   pray 

For   some   bewildered    one,    hurt   and   dis- 
tressed, 
The    answer    comes,    but    many    times    these 
hearts 
Find  sudden   peace  and   rest. 

Someone  had  prayed,  and  faith,  a  lifted  hand 
Reached  up  to  God,  and  He  reached  down 
that   day, 
So  many, many  hearts  have  need  of  prayer — 
Then,   let   us,   let  us   pray. 

— Author    Unknown. 


cautiously  approached  the  door  of  the 
bathroom.  There  he  was  behind  the  bath- 
tub, head  aloft,  head  extended,  eyes  blaz- 
ing, defying  the  world!  The  shotgun 
soon  put  a  period  to  his  career. 

Next  day,  the  raw  heathen — I  was 
pioneering  and  had  no  Christian  yet — 
said,  "Sir,  God  Himself  intervened,  or 
you  would  have  been  killed  by  that 
snake."  This  was  a  lot  for  raw,  heathen 
Africans  to  say,  as  a  man,  when  he  escapes 
death  from  the  attack  of  a  lion,  is  like- 
ly to  say  that  his  grandfather's  ghost 
delivered  him! 

I  learned  nothing  more  relative  to  the 
incident  until  seven  years  later,  while  in 
the  United  States  on  furlough.  I  was  visit- 
ing the  village  of  Passadunkeag,  Maine, 
where  I  had  labored  as  pastor  before  go- 


ing to  Africa.  While  visiting  one  ot  my 
former  church  workers  there,  Mrs.  Cora 
M.  Lancaster,  she  asked  me  to  tell  her 
what  hour  of  the  day  it  was  in  Passadun- 
keag, Maine,  when  I  stepped  on  that  co- 
bra in  Africa.  The  day,  I  had  mentioned 
in  a  letter  at  the  time,  but  with  peculiar 
intensity  of  interest,  she  asked  me  to  tell 
her  the  hour.  Making  a  quick  mental  cal- 
culation of  the  difference  in  time,  owing 
to  the  difference  in  longitude;  I  replied, 
"Between  eleven  and  twelve,  midnight." 
Her  face  fell  in  deep  disappointment. 
Immediately,  I  perceived  that  I  had  made 
the  error  of  counting  the  difference  in 
time  in  the  wrong  direction,  and  cor- 
rected my  statement  to  between  twelve 
and  one,  midday.  Her  face  brightened. 
"Listen,"  she  said,  "at  that  very  hour, 
I  was  sitting  here  in  this  house,  holding 
a  sick  grandchild  in  my  lap.  Suddenly,  I 
do  not  know  how,  I  lost  all  consciousness 
of  my  surroundings,  and  saw  you,  stand- 
ing in  the  dusk,  gazing  at  the  ground, 
with  a  look  of  horror  on  your  face.  What 
you  were  looking  at,  I  could  not  see,  but 
felt  sure  you  were  in  deadly  danger.  I 
gave  myself  to  prayer,  first  in  agony, 
then  peace,  rest  and  assurance.  I  came 
back  to  consciousness  of  my  surround- 
ings, and  was  surprised  to  find  my  face 
bathed  in  tears,  the  baby  in  my  lap  was 
wet  with  them,  but  my  heart  was  at 
rest  in  the  certainty  that  you  were  de- 
livered from  that  peril.  Months  afterward, 
I  learned  that  you  stepped  on  a  cobra 
that  day,  but  now  I  know  it  was  at  the 
very  hour!" 

Thus,  the  Spirit  helped  her  infirmities! 
It  is  our  natural  infirmity  of  vision  that 
we  can  only  see  in  the  light,  and  then 
only  a  short  distance  to  discern  objects 
— or  events.  The  Holy  Spirit  so  wrought 
in  this  consecrated  woman  that  He  re- 
vealed to  her  all  that  was  necessary  for 
her  to  know  concerning  an  event  taking 
place  several  thousand  miles  away,  and 
so  made  intercession  for  me,  through  her, 
that  I  was  delivered  from  imminent 
death,  and  spared  for  many  years  of  mis- 
sionary service. 

In  relating  the  incident  about,  I  might 
have  explained  that  the  harsh,  rustling, 
scraping  sound  was  the  hissing  of  the 
cobra — a  sound  that  once  heard  is  seldom 
forgotten.   I  had  not  heard  one  before. 

Two  ro  See 

"Why  didn't  you  put  one  of  those 
fine  pears  in  your  pocket?"  said  one 
boy  to  another;  "there  was  no  one 
around   to  see." 

"Yes,  there  was,  though,"  said  the 
other  boy.  "There  were  two  to  see.  I 
was  there  myself,  and  I  never  want 
to  see  myself  do  a  mean  or  dishonest 
thing.  And  God  was  there  to  see  me." 
— Selected. 
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Eternity 

I   stood   at   the   time-beaten  portals, 

Where  many  a  pilgrim  had  passed 
Out  into  the  infinite  future 

To  be  with  the  pure  and  the  best. 
And,  musing  in  silent  devotion, 

Eternity  seemed  to  draw  near, 
And  strains  from  the  choir  of  the  faith- 
ful 

I  seemed  in  my  fancy  to  hear. 

I   lingered  and  silently  listened 

To  the  dull,  heavy  tread  of  the  years, 
And  that  of  the  fate  of  the  guilty, 

Where  Christ  in  His  glory  appears. 
A    shudder   came   over   my   spirit 

As  oh  that  a  moment  might  cost, 
For  eternity's  stillness  was  broken 

By  the  sighs  and  the  groans  of  the  lost. 

I   saw   a   great  angel  descending 

And  stood  on  the  land  and  the  sea, 
And  swore  with  his  hands  toward  heaven 

That   time   shall   not   longer  delay. 
I  saw  the  lost  souls  of  the  faithless, 

Who   had   wasted   their   talent   in   sin, 
And  I  heard   their  lamentable  crying, 

"We   are  lost   and   we   cannot   go  in." 

I  saw  their  Judge  in  His  splendor 

As  He  stepped  to  His  great  judgment 
seat, 
And   that  of  the  crashing  of  ayes 

When  time  and  eternity  meet. 
For  time  who  has  laid  many  millions 

To   slumber   in    death's   silent   shade 
Shall  reel  at  eternity's  presence 

And  sleep  in  the  tomb  she  has  made. 

Let  us  work  while  'tis  day,  brother,  sis- 
ter, 

For  soon  shall   the  Master  return 
To  garner  the  wheat  in  the  harvest. 

The  chaff  in   His  fury   to  burn. 
Then  in  haste  let  us  rush  to  the  rescue, 

But  few  can  be  saved  at  the  most. 
Soon   millions  shall   be   at   the   judgment 

Forever,  eternally  lost. 
-Mn.  W.  H.  Frady,  Black  ML,  N.  C- 

Listening   for  the  Angels 

Viola  Cassady 
As  I  sit  alone  in  wonder, 

Gazing  up  into  the  sky, 
Thinking  of  the  time  that's  coming 

When  I'll  be  with  God  on  high, 

Oh,  I'm  listening  for  the  angels, 
Soon  they'll  come  for  me,  I  know, 

Then  I'll   go  sailing  home  to  glory 
Where   God's   blessings   ever   flow. 

What  a  happy  time  in  heaven 
All  the  saints  of  God  will  share, 

For  there  will  be  no  sorrow 
In  that  city  bright  and   fair. 


O,   dear  sinner,   please  get  ready, 
Give  your  hearts   to   God   above, 

Then    you'll   inherit   that    great   mansion 
Where  all  is  peace  and  joy  and  love. 

Jesus  gave  His  life  to  save  you, 
How  He  suffered  on  the  tree, 

Left   His   Father  and  His  mansion 
That  from  sin  we  might  be  free. 

Oh,   please  don't   reject   the  Spirit, 
As  He  calls  for  you  to  come, 

Just  surrender  all  to  Jesus 

Then  He'll  take  you  safely  home. 

You'll   be   glad   you   made  your   choice, 
What  a  life  so  good  and  pure, 

Where   from   sin   and   all   defilements 
In  His  love  you'll  rest  secure. 

Be  Kind 

Norma  Rose  Blackivell 
Speak  kind  and  look  kind  too, 
It  may  help  someone  who  is  blue; 
Yes,  let  us  seek  to  do  our  best 
And  not  fall  down  if  we  have  a  test, 
For  we  may  help  someone  to  find  rest 
In  our  heavenly  home  built  for  the  blest. 

Young  Only  Once 

Nad  hie  S.   Roth 
"I'm  only  young  once,"  I  said,  in  defiance 
and  pride, 
"And  youth  is  the  time  for  fun. 
Plenty  of  time  when  no  longer  young," 
I   cried, 
"For  duties  that  must  be  done. 
The  whole  alluring  world  calls, 
Thought  of  burden  and  duty  appalls. 
I'll  live  to  the  full  ere  old  age  falls; 
So  fretting,  chafing,  and  straining,  strug- 
gling, pulling,  complaining, 
I'll  live  my  own  life,  for  I'm  only  young 
once." 

Then  came  a  vision  in  the  calm  stillness 

of  night. 
One  left  glories  undreamed  of, 
To   open   the  blind  eyes   of  men   to   the 

light, 
Of  the  joy  in  service  of  love. 
He   all   His   youth   willingly   gave, 
Men  from  sin  and  folly  to  save, 
And   dying  tore   gloom   from  the   grave. 
Always     loving,     serving,     and     giving, 

praying,  helping,  and  living, 
All   His   young   life   was   given,   and   He 

was  only  young  once. 

Since  I  saw  that  vision  things  look  quite 
different. 
In  the  light  of  that  love  divine, 
I  would  answer  the  love  that  was  shown 
to  me 
With  a  youth  no  longer  mine. 


I  can  no  longer  live  as  I  will, 

I  must  go  forth  and  my  mission  fulfill, 

And  to  the  chance  of  service  I  thrill. 

I  would  loving,  serving,  and  giving,  pray- 
ing,  laughing  and  living 

Use  all  my  young  life,  for  I  am  only 
young  once. 

Jesus,   My  Great   Redeemer 

Ruth  Smith 
Jesus,  my  great  Redeemer, 

He  is  my  strength  and  youth, 
He's    always    willing,    helping, 

In    life's    great    battle    truth. 

Dear   Jesus    never   fails   you. 
He  loves  both  good  and  bad, 

Why  don't  you  love  and  serve  Him? 
He  cheers  the  lone  and  sad. 

Life's  harvest  is   white  and   ready, 

Workers  are  needed  all, 
Oh,  be  you  ever  ready, 

Hark!    the  dear  Savior  calls. 

Friends,  there  is  naught  to  dread 

Though  life's  battle  is  long  and  hard, 

"I'll  ne'er  forsake  nor  leave  you," 
It  is  thus  saith  the  Lord. 

Come  on,  you  Christian  workers, 
Be  humble,  strong,  and  brave, 

Christ  gave  His  life  a  ransom 
You   from  sin's  ruin  to  save. 

Just  take  Him  for  your  Savior, 

Don't  give  up  and  be  lost, 
But   grasp  our  dear  God's  lifeline, 

You'll  ne'er  regret  the  cost. 

People  will  laugh  and  scorn  you 

And  say  it's  all  in  vain 
To  try  to  live  a  Christian  life 

And  walk  in  Jesus'  name. 

They'll  say,  "You'll  get  so  lonely, 

So  weary,  sad  and  blue; 
You'll   surely   get  discouraged 

When    dear    friends    prove    untrue." 

But  turn  your  back  upon  the  world 

The  Lord  is  always  true, 
Just  lay  up  treasures  in  heaven 

Your  home  beyond  the  blue. 

So,  dear  friends,  let's  work  for  Jesus 
His  workers  are,  oh,  so  few, 

Jesus,  so  good,  so  sweet,  so  kind, 
Will  be  your  Redeemer,  too. 

Our  Y.  P.  E. 

Mrs.  O.  G.  Hona 
We  welcome  you  all  to  the  Church  of 
God, 
Where  we  hope  you  can  all  feel  free, 
And   from   the   hearts   of   all   our   young 
people, 
There's  an  invitation  to  our  Y.  P.  E. 

We  need  the  prayers  of  each  and  every 
one 
To  protect  the  youth  of  our  land  to- 
( Continued  on  page  26) 
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Recommended    Books    For   Your 
Library 

"Taking  Hold  of  God,"  studies  on  the 
nature,  need  and  power  of  prayer,  by 
Samuel  M.  Zwemer.  Price  $1.50  cloth, 
$1.00   paper. 

"The  Art  of  Listening  to  God,"  by 
Samuel  M.  Zwemer,  author  "Taking  Hold 
of  God,"  "The  Glory  of  the  Cross,"  etc. 

"He  who  writes  out  of  rich  experi- 
ence gives  to  his  work  an  authority 
which  the  theoretical  writer  can  never 
approximate.  For  half  a  century  Dr. 
Zwemer,  as  missionary  and  teacher,  has 
been  known  for  his  deep  consecration  no 
less  than  for  his  intellectual  grasp  and 
Christian  statesmanship;  he  knows  the 
secret  of  listening  to  God,  and  is  able  to 
guide  his  readers  in  what  he  calls  'this  fine 
art  in  the  spiritual  realm.'  "  Price  $1.50. 

"Scripture  Memorizing  for  Successful 
Soul-winning,"  by  Oscar  Lowry. 

"Sunday  school  teachers,  men  and 
women  who  are  anxious  to  become  ef- 
ficient in  the  wielding  of  the  'sword  of 
the  Spirit'  will  find  this  book  of  untold 
value." — Toronto  Globe.  Price  $1.00. 

"Five  Minute  Biographies"  by  Dale 
Carnegie. 

Dale  Carnegie  has  done  for  you  in  the 
field  of  biography  precisely  what  Read- 
ers Digest  does  in  the  field  of  magazine 
articles.  The  result  is  as  informative  as  it 
is  amusing.  It  will  give  you  new  clues  to 
success — and  entertain  you  in  the  process. 
Start  this  book  now,  and  see  if  you  can 
put  it  down.  Price  $1.00. 

"Heroes  of  the  Cross." 

A  series  of  attractive  missionary  stories 
brightly  written  for  young  readers.  Each 
book  is  beautifully  illustrated  with  a  col- 
ored frontispiece  by  John  F.  Campbell 
and  half-tone  plates  and  black-and-white 
drawings.    Illustrated    cloth    boards. 

Series  One,  David  Livingstone,  Robert 
Moffat,  Apollo  and  the  Pygmies.  Price 
50c. 

Series  Two,  Pandita  Ramabal,  Mary 
Slessor,  Rasalama  and  Heroes  in  Mada- 
gascar. Price  50c. 

"Francis  Ridley  Haver  gal,"  by  Esther 
E.  Enock. 

Francis  Ridley  Havergal,  the  subject 
of  this  brief  biography,  is  known  all 
over  the  world  by  her  poems,  which  are 
as  sublimely  beautiful   as  her  life.   With 


both  her  poems  and  her  life  this  little 
volume  deals  in  quite  a  charming  and  in- 
structive manner,  and  attractively  sets 
forth  the  events  and  characteristics  of  a 
notable  career.  The  various  scenes,  inci- 
dents, struggles,  and  aspirations  are  giv- 
en, and  these,  together  with  the  clusters 
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"This   little  Book  I'd  rather  own. 
Than   all   the   gold   and  gems 

That  e'er  in  monarchs*  coffers  shone. 
Than    all     their    diadems." 
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FICTION 

At  the  Crossroads,  by  Minnie  E.  Lud- 
wig.  Price  $1.00. 

The  Girl  Who  Found  Herself,  by  Jack 
Lynn.  Price   50c. 

The  Pilot's  Voice,  by  Isabel  Byrum. 
Price  75c. 

Together  For  Good,  by  Ann  Harvey. 
Price  $1.00. 

One  More  Year,  by  Bertha  B.  Moore. 
Price  $1.00. 

Blaze  Star,  by  Paul  Hutchcns.  Price 
$1.00. 

The  Return  of  the  Tide,  by  Zenobia 
Bird.  Price  $1.50. 

Though  He  Slay  Me,  by  Ella  M.  Noller. 
Price  $1.00. 

To  These  Also,  by  Bertha  B.  Moore. 
Price   $1.00. 

Sally  Jo,  by  Zenobia  Bird.  Price  $1.00. 

Under  Whose  Wings,  by  Zenobia  Bird. 
Price  $1.5  0. 

Bibte     r-Bibk. 
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Bible  Quiz  Series 

By  MILDRED  OLIVE  HONORS 


Price  5  0  Cents 


of  fragrant  thoughts,  introduce  us  to  a 
personality  whom  we  are  certain  to  ad- 
mire, and  whose  example  we  cannot  but 
desire  to  emulate. 


Wonted! 

Four  hundred  good  friends  to  buy  my 
book,  "Mountain  Peaks  of  Experience  or 
The  Story  of  My  Life,"  so  I  can  pay  my 
bill  at  the  Publishing  House  for  publish- 
ing the  book.  Surely  out  of  one  hundred 
thousand  readers  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way, I  have  that  many  friends.  The  price 
of  the  book  is  2  5c.  Order  from  Alda  B. 
Harrison,  2905  Parker  St.,  Cleveland, 
Tenn. 

Miss  Nellie  Davis 

Anderson,  S.  C,  is  the  happy  winner 
of  the  cash  prize  of  $5.00  for  selling  the 
most  papers  and  having  the  money  in  on 
time. 

Honor  Roll 

Ruth  Ross,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 
Harry  Henderson,  Lindale,  Ga. 
T.  J.  Collins,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 
J.  E.  Faglier,  Augusta,  Ga. 
Church  of  God  Y.  P.  E„  Ware  Shoals, 
S.  C 

L.  G.  Leverett,  Langley,  S.  C. 

State  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  school  super- 
intendents, please  send  us  a  card  giving 
your  name  and  address  just  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible. 
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Winning  Boys  and  Girls 


FRANK  A.   MILLER 


Do  you  want  to  win  boys  and  girls 
to  Christ?  Have  you  a  real  heart  desire 
for  their  salvation?  Then  pray  for  them 
and  ask  God  to  show  you  how  to  win 
them. 

You  must  understand  them  and  love 
them.  Put  your  self  in  the  place  of  these 
boys  and  girls.  Remember  what  things 
you  liked  at  their  age.  Pray  for  the  chil- 
dren until  your  heart  is  tender  and  warm 
toward  them,  until  you  feel  the  burden 
for  their  souls. 

Interest  them.  Get  and  hold  their  at- 
tention. Don't  sham;  gave  them  a  really 
live  message.  Each  one  of  them  has  a  soul 
and  if  that  child  is  not  really  saved,  it  is 
a  lost  soul!  You  are  dealing  with  eternal 
things.  Do  not  trifle  with  superficial 
things;  give  them  the  deepest  truths 
of  the  Bible  illustrated,  so  that  they  may 
see  them  as  well  as  hear  about  them.  The 
eye  has  three  times  as  much  impression 
upon  their  consciousness  as  has  the  ear. 
Do  not  try  to  make  a  beautiful  picture, 
but  just  enough  to  illustrate  your  point, 
or  they  will  think  of  the  picture  instead 
of  the  truth  which  you  are  trying  to 
teach.  A  crude  drawing  illustrates  the 
truth  better  than  a  finely  colored  draw- 
ing. Move  rapidly.  Children  think  fast; 
keep  ahead  of  them. 

Show  them  their  sin,  and  their  real 
need  of  a  loving  Savior;  press  the  truth 
home  upon  their  hearts.  Choose  illustra- 
tions frorp  actual  life  and  experience — 
your  own  or  that  of  someone  else.  Then 
show  them  what  a  wonderful  Savior  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ  is,  how  He  loved  them, 
came  to  seek  them,  suffered  for  their 
sins,  died  for  them,  bore  their  sins  in  His 
own  sufferings  on  Calvary,  when  His 
soul  was  made  "an  offering  for  sin,"  Isa. 
53:10. 

Make  a  very  tender  closing  appeal  with 
a  story  which  will  move  their  hearts  to 
definite,  intelligent  decision  for  Jesus 
their  Lord.  Ask  them  to  stand  up  and 
declare  their  decision  to  turn  away  from 
their  sins,  and  definitely  choose  Christ  as 
their  Savior,  one  by  one — not  in  groups, 
or  you  may  have  a  mob  action  instead  of 
a  definite,  personal  decision  for  Christ. 
Then  ask  them  to  come  forward  and 
pray  and  to  confess  Jesus  as  their  Lord. 

Put  in  their  hands  something  that  will 
provide  instruction,  or  give  them  Scrip- 
ture to  follow  up.  Moody  said,  "There  is 
nothing  better  for  a  convert  than  the 
Gospel  of  John."  Get  each  child's  name, 
address,  and  church  preference  for  fol- 
low-up work  by  the  pastor  or  another 
Christian  worker.  Keep  after  the  young 
converts  lovingly  and  persistently,  and 
thus  lead  them  on  into  the  church. 


IMPORTANCE  OF  WINNING  BOYS 
AND  GIRLS 

At  Winona  Lake  Bible  Conference,  the 
writer  slipped  into  the  directors'  meeting 
just  to  listen,  and  he  was  surprised  to 
find  that  the  conversation  at  that  mo- 
ment concerned  children  rather  than 
adults.  The  president  declared:  "If  Wi- 
nona lives  and  grows,  we  must  win  the 
boys  and  girls.  We  must  put  more  em- 
phasis here,  for  they  are  the  ones  we  must 
depend  upon  for  our  future  develop- 
ment." And  at  great  length  he  pleaded 
for  special  work  among  the  children.  A 
leader  who  had  had  exceptional  oppor- 
tunities to  observe  home  and  foreign  mis- 
sionary work  made  this  statement:  "Most 
of  the  successful  missionaries  in  home 
and  foreign  fields  received  their  deepest 
impressions,  and  felt  their  call  to  mission 
work,  before  they  were  eight  years  of 
age." 

If  we  are  to  have  leaders  at  all  in  the 
Christian  church  of  the  future,  these 
leaders  must  come  from  among  the  boys 
and  girls  of  today. 

Many  a  dear  boy  or  girl  will  never  feel 
the  touch  of  the  Savior's  tender  hand, 
unless  through  our  hands,  and  will  never 
hear  the  Savior's  voice  telling  His  mes- 
sage of  love,  but  through  our  lips.  Do 
we  care  enough? 

NOTE:  Thousands  of  our  boys  and 
girls  are  going  wrong  and  bringing  re- 
proach on  the  home  and  the  church. 
Send  for  some  of  our  good  books  that 
will  teach  you  how  to  work  among  them. 
We  want  to  especially  recommend  "How 
to  Win  Boys,"  by  Roscoe  Gilmore.  The 
modern  boy  is  a  human  dynamo.  If  the 
church  can  capture  him  for  God,  the 
possibilities  are  tremendous. 

Here  is  an  introduction  to  the  author 
of  this  book: 

The  man  who  wrote  this  book  is  known 
as  Dr.  Stott  to  the  public,  and  he  has 
been  friends  with  the  public  many  years. 
But  he  is  "Roy  Stott"  to  me  and  to  all 
close  friends. 

Years  ago  he  was  an  invalid.  He  was 
practically  blind  for  many  years,  and  he 
tells  me  he  started  to  school  in  the  first 
grade  when  he  was  eleven  years  old.  His 
father  was  a  noted  educator,  and  young 
Stott,  forced  to  remain  for  years  in  that 
home  due  to  illness,  became  a  natural  stu- 
dent. And  his  chief  study  was  that  of 
human  nature. 

Later  he  became  a  teacher  and  gained 
a  national  standing  in  his  work  as  de- 
partment head  of  a  great  state  college. 
But  while  still  young  he  left  that  work 
to  tour  the  country  as  writer  and  lec- 
turer  with   the   Redpath   Bureau.   In   his 


Chautauqua  work  how  the  boys  crowded 
around  him!  He  had  the  reputation  of 
drawing  the  largest  number  of  children 
on  these  circuits. 

The  reason  is  that  Dr.  Stott  loves  boys! 
So  they  have  told  him  their  stories,  their 
problems,  their  heartaches.  It  is  therefore 
natural  that  he  should  have  been  se- 
lected by  a  large  religious  weekly  for 
boys  as  its  "Oracle."  Few  grown  men 
whom  I  have  met  have  been  able  to  get 
as  close  to  young  people.  He  appears  be- 
fore a  giant  high  school  or  military  acade- 
my or  as  a  speaker  before  a  group  in  the 
grades  and  they  continue  applauding  him 
long  after  he  has  left  the  platform. 

As  a  teacher  of  large  Sunday  school 
classes  my  friend  Roy  built  a  tremendous 
following.  Today  he  receives  letters  from 
many  of  those  pupils.  He  is  popular,  not 
because  he  has  gained  standing,  but  be- 
cause his  humanity  draws  youth  to  him. 

As  a  speaker  over  the  Ohio  School  of 
the  Air  he  drew  a  heavy  mail.  More  than 
once  full  grades  wrote  him. 

So  when  Roscoe  Gilmore  Stott  writes 
on  boys,  be  dead  certain  he  knows  first- 
hand more  than  most  experts  have 
learned  from  books.  I  can  vouch  for  the 
authority  and  scholarship  of  the  new 
Stott  book.  He  has  sold  his  studies  of 
boys  to  great  magazines;  he  has  been  a 
speaker  on  the  general  programs  of  State 
Teacher  Associations  and  before  state  and 
national  groups  interested  in  boy  train- 
ing. But  beyond  any  information  he  has 
gained  is  this  man's  keen  observation  of 
boyhood  and  his  very  genuine  affection 
for  all  boys. — B.  H.  Darroiv,  Director, 
Ohio  School  of  the  Air,  State  Depart- 
ment of  Education. 

A  good  book  for  girls  is  "Girlhood  To- 
day," by  Helen  Welshimer.  You  can  ord- 
er both  these  good  books  from  the 
Church  of  God  Publishing  House.  Price 
each,  $1.00. 

New  Bound   Lighted   Pathway  Book 

The  new  1941  Bound  Lighted  Pathway 
book  is  ready  for  your  order.  This  book 
has  a  wealth  of  material  for  your  use  in 
Christian  work.  We  also  have  a  number 
of  193  8  and  1940  books  on  hand.  Each 
book  contains  papers  for  one  year. 

Order  from  the  Church  of  God  Pub- 
lishing House,  Cleveland,  Tenn.  Price 
$1.00  each. 

State  Y.P.E.  and  Sunday  school  super- 
intendents, please  send  us  a  card  giving 
your  name  and  address  just  as  soon  as 
possible. 


Out  of  work?  Why?  Has  God  become 
bankrupt?  Or  has  God  nothing  for  you 
to  do?  How  strange!  He  is  just  pleading 
for  laborers  in  His  vast  field  of  dying, 
groaning,  lost  souls!  Can  you  not  hear 
it?— H. 
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AWAKE 

Estclle  Si  in  ins,  Dallas,  Tex. 


In  Isaiah  52:1-3  wc  find  these  words, 
"Awake,  awake."  Read  the  remaining 
three  verses.  It  seems  to  me  we  ought  to 
read  the  verses  and  take  heed,  let  them 
sink  deep  into  our  hearts  as  it  is  that 
something  in  our  souls  which  needs  to 
be  awakened.  God  is  calling  to  all  the 
world. 

But  Jews,  Gentiles  and  the  Church 
are  all  prone  to  be  asleep  instead  of  ac- 
cepting the  great  privileges  which  are 
theirs.  "He  that  hath  an  ear  to  hear  let 
him  hear."  I  can  picture  the  eyes  of  God 
filled  with  sorrow  as  He  looks  over  this 
universe  and  sees  His  beloved  ones  lying 
still.  Work  has  been  laid  aside;  burdens 
have  ceased  to  be  borne;  hands  which 
have  been  useful  are  folded  in  ease;  ears 
which  have  been  tuned  to  God's  voice 
are  dully  hearing;  feet  which  have  been 
swift  to  carry  the  gospel  are  stretched  in 
comfort.  What  is  the  matter?  Fast 
asleep! 

We  ali  know  how  quickly  dust  settles 
on  a  motionless  object,  especially  in  the 
"dust  bowl."  We  all  remember  reading 
in  the  newspapers  how  the  dust  covers 
different  objects  in  that  section.  So  has 
the  dust  of  worldliness  and  sin  settled  on 
the  spiritual  sleeper.  Hear  the  call  from 
God,  "Awake,  awake!"  Become  conscious 
of  your  surroundings!  Look  at  yourself! 
God  is  calling  us  all  to  arise,  to  put  on 
new  strength.  Paul  said,  "I  can  do  all 
things  through  Christ  which  strength- 
ened me." 

One  man  told  a  little  incident  about 
a  small  colony  of  artificial  ants  which 
had  been  prepared  by  scientists  for  ex- 
perimenting. The  ants  worked  fine  for 
a  time  then  became  slow  and  sluggish, 
then  ceased  to  work.  The  men  of  wis- 
dom could  not  understand  why  this  little 
colony,  which  had  been  so  busy  a  few 
minutes  before,  now  became  so  motion- 
less. Unintentionally  one  man  let  a 
spray  of  some  sort  of  liquid  run  down 
on  them.  All  at  once  they  began  work- 
ing with  renewed  interest  and  energy. 
Isn't  that  what  we  need,  a  spray  of 
God's  latter  rain?  Send  it  today.  Let  us 
stir  ourselves  and  seek  God's  gifts.  Let 
us  behold  the  wedding  garment  which 
the  Bridegroom  is  holding  forth  for  us. 
Let  us  arise  and  strip  ourselves  of  our 
night  apparel  and  put  on  the  garment 
of  glory  and  praise.  Behold  He  cometh! 
Are  you   ready? 

At  one  time  Satan  was  holding  an  an- 
niversary and  all  of  his  emissaries  were 
to  report.  The  first  stood  at  his  feet  and 


said,  "I  have  been  very  useful,  I  let  <* 
w'ld  beast  loose  on  a  train  of  Christians. 
Ha!  Ha!  Today  their  bones  are  bleach- 
ing in  the  wilderness."  Satan  retorted, 
"What   of   that!    They   were   all    saved." 

The  second  worker  came  forth  with  a 
gleam  of  pride  in  h  s  eyes.  "I  have  been 
a  great  advance  to  your  kingdom;  I 
drove  a  terrible  wind  against  a  ship  loaded 
with  Christians,  they  were  all  drowned." 
To  this  the  devil  said,  "What  of  that, 
they,  tco,  were  saved." 

The  third  employee  of  Satan  leaped  to 
his  feet  with  an  expression  of  sat  sfaction 
on  his  face.  "I  have  tried  for  ten  years 
to  get  cne  single  Christian  to  sleep  and 
have  succeeded  at  last."  Satan  shouted 
while  all  his  imps  sang,  "A  Christian  is 
asleep." 

Let  us  "awake"  brother,  sister,  lest 
we  find  the  marriage  supper  has  taken 
place  and  we  have  not  put  on  the  wed- 
ding garment.  Remember  the  man  in 
Matt.  22:12,  who  came  to  the  supper 
without  the  wedding  garment  was 
speechless  and  if  you  and  I  are  found 
without  the  wedding  garment  we  will 
hear  those  words,  "Depart  from  me  ye 
workers  of  iniquity,  I  never  knew  you." 
But  if  we  have  on  the  garment  we  will 
hear,  "Enter  thou  into  the  joys  of  the 
Lord."  Won't  that  be  wonderful! 

Let  Not  Your  Heart  Be  TroubSed 

By  Sybil  Med  ford,  Canton,  N.  C. 

St.  John  14:1-4,  15,  16.  "Let  not 
your  heart  be  troubled:  ye  believe  in  God, 
believe  also  in  me.  In  my  Father's  house 
are  many  mansions:  if  it  were  not  so,  I 
would  have  told  you.  I  go  to  prepare  a 
place  for  you.  And  if  I  go  and  prepare 
a  place  for  you,  I  will  come  again,  and 
receive  you  unto  myself;  that  where  I 
am,  there  ye  may  be  also.  And  whither 
I  go  ye  know,  and  the  way  ye  know.  If 
ye  love  me,  keep  my  commandments. 
And  I  will  pray  the  Father,  and  he  shall 
give  you  another  Comforter,  that  he  may 
abide  with  you  for  ever." 

Every  day  that  is  passing  by  is  hasting 
on  the  dark  hours  of  tribulation.  Sickness, 
death,  sorrow  and  trouble  are  on  every 
hand.  Everywhere  is  trouble.  Thousands 
killed  in  wars,  car  wrecks,  murders  and 
suicides.  War  is  coming  closer  every  day. 
Earthquakes  are  killing  hundreds.  The 
antichrist  spirit  is  coming  upon  the 
earth.  The  natural  eye  sees  nothing  but 
destruction.  But  when  the  true  child  of 
God  sees  all  this,  he  should  look  up  and 
glorify  God  for  our  redemption  is  draw- 
ing nigh. 

Jesus  said,  "Let  not  your  heart  be 
troubled."  I  am  so  happy  because  we  can 


have  peace  in  a  troubled  world.  Glory 
to  God.  Nothing  can  separate  us  from 
the  love  of  God.  Nothing  can  cause  Him 
to  turn  from  us.  Jesus  said,  "Lo  I  am 
with  you  alway,  even  unto  the  end  of 
the  world."  Praise  God,  that  is  why  we 
can  stand  before  Him  free,  with  un- 
t 'oubled  heart.  Believing  in  Jesus  Christ 
and  trust'ng  in  God's  love  and  grace 
if ts  all  burdens  and  troubles  from  our 
hearts.  Glory  to  Jesus.  There  is  a  peace 
that  passeth  understanding  in  our  hearts, 
jcy  unspeakable  and  full  of  glory,  love 
for  lost  souls,  love  for  brothers  and  sis- 
ters and  best  of  all  a  great  love  for  Jesus 
Christ.  Such  a  love  that  we  surrender  all 
to  Him,  love  H  m  and  keep  His  every 
word.  Seek  and  be  filled  with  heaven's 
good  Holy  Ghost.  Pray  and  labor  for 
Him  and  look  for  His  return  to  rapture 
away  His  bride  which,  I  believe,  is  very 
soon  coming  to  pass.  We  may  not  un- 
derstand why  we  have  to  bear  so  much 
for  Jesus,  why  we  have  to  pray  so  much, 
but  Jesus  always  knows  what  is  best  for 
us.  The  scripture  quoted  is  the  words  of 
Jesus  just  before  He  went  away.  He  had 
told  His  followers  He  was  going  away 
but  they  could  not  understand.  They 
were  grieved  in  their  hearts  but  Jesus 
made  provisions.  He  did  not  leave  us 
comfortless.  He  sent  the  blessed  Holy 
Ghost  to  all  who  would  receive  Him,  a 
guidance  and  comforter  to  abide  always. 
"In  my  Father's  house  are  many  man- 
sions: if  it  were  not  so,  I  would  have  told 
you.  I  go  to  prepare  a  place  for  you.  And 
if  I  go  and  prepare  a  place  for  you,  I  will 
come  again,  and  receive  you  unto  my- 
self." With  these  words  we  are  assured 
that  our  Savior  is  preparing  a  mansion 
for  us  and  that  He  is  coming  again.  He 
is  cemmg  >n  the  clouds  in  the  same  man- 
ner as  He  went  away,  to  catch  away  those 
who  have  kept  His  word  and  stayed  filled 
with  heaven's  precious  Holy  Ghost.  I 
want  to  be  ready,  don't  you? 

"And  God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears 
from  their  eyes  and  there  shall  be  no 
more  death,  neither  sorrow,  nor  crying, 
neither  shall  be  any  more  pain.  For  the 
former  things  are  passed  away,"  Rev.  2 1 : 
4. 

Glory  to  God,  what  a  wonderful  time 
it  will  be.  Shall  I  meet  you  there? 

MAKE  A  JOYFUL  NOISE 

Ruby  Thompson 

"Make  a  joyful  noise  unto  the  Lord, 
all  ye  lands.  For  the  Lord  is  good;  his 
mercy  is  everlasting;  and  his  truth  en- 
dureth  to  all  generations,"  Psalm  100:1, 
5. 

The  splendor  and  beauty  of  a  king's 
palace  is  a  reality  to  a  very  liimted  num- 
ber of  people  today,  but  the  ample  provi- 
dence of  God's  love  has  arranged  for  a 
feeling    of    inexpressible    awe    and    splen- 

(Continued  on  page  26) 
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A    Prisoner's   Sorrow 

Eula  Eubanks 

Come  all  you  wild,  young  boys,  and  lis- 
ten to  the  story  1  tell, 

About  my  life  of  crime,  boys,  it's  worse 
than   being   in   hell. 

I  was  born  in  North  Carolina,  a  dark- 
haired,  handsome,  young  boy, 

With  a  future  bright  before  me,  as  my 
parents'  pride  and  joy. 

I  had  a  darling  mother,  the  best  pal  a 
boy  ever  had, 

Also  five  loving  sisters  and  a  darling, 
dear  old  Dad. 

They  all  pleaded  with  me  to  live  right 

and   be   a   laiv-abiding   man, 
But  I  craved  a  life  of  excitement,  so  my 

life  of  crime  began. 
I  started  with  bad  companions,  the  worst 

friends  a  boy  ever  had, 
They'll    get    you    in    trouble,    and    leave 

you,  and  boys,  you  know  that's  bad; 
I  knoto  for  I've  had  the  experience,     I 

took  another's  blame  like  a  sap, 
They  pulled  a  job  and   then   left      me, 
alone  to  take  the  rap. 

How   well   I   remember   the  last   job,   in 

nineteen   thirty-one, 
We  decided  to  stage  a  holdup  and  to  see 

the  work  ivell  done; 
But   justice   overtook   us,   and   we   were 

thrown  into  jail 
To  stand  trial  for  highway  robbery  and 

denied  the  privilege  of  bail. 


I  heard  the  solemn  old  judge  say,  through 

my  mother's  tears, 
"Take   these   boys   to    the   pen   now,    to 

serve  time  from  six  to  ten  years." 

They  took  us  to  the  pen  in  Raleigh  and 

threw  us   in   the  dirty   old  hole 
To  half  starve  and  live  in  darkness  in  the 

filth  and  slimy  mold. 
The  last  time  I  saw  my  mother  was  when 

she  kissed  me  and  began  to  cry, 
"Good-bye,  my  boy"  she  said,  "I'll  sec 

you  by-and-by." 

The  next  I  heard  of  mother  she  had  tak- 
en  sick   in   bed, 

And  then  this  sad  news  to  me  came, 
"Your  darling  mother  is  dead." 

The  dying  words  of  my  mother,  "Tell 
my  boy  to  meet  me  on  high, 

Until  I  meet  him  in  heaven,  it'll  have  to 
be  good-bye." 

It's  been  five  years  since  she  left  me,  five 

years  of  sorrow  and  dread, 
And   here   in   this   dirty   old   jail   house, 

boys,  I  wish  I  were  dead. 
But  all  the  same  life  must  go  on,  and  I 

have  only  one  year  more, 
Then  for  Mother's  sake  I'll  live    like    a 

man,  so  I  can  meet  her  on  the  other 

shore. 
Boys,   listen    to   your   mother's    pleading 

and  turn  back  xvhile  you  can, 
And  be  your  parents'  pride  and  joy  and 

prove  that  you're  a  man. 
(This   poem  is   based   on   actual  life  ex- 
periences of   my   brother,   John   Bowling 
Byrd.) 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  writing  you  a  few  lines  to  let 
you  know  that  I  appreciate  your  paper, 
The  Lighted  Pathway.  It's  good  for  the 
old   as   well   as   the   young. 

My  daughter  and  I  both  belong  to  the 
Church  of  God  and  take  the  paper.  After 
reading  it,  we  pass  it  on  to  my  son  who 
is  in  prison.  I  received  a  letter  from  him 
last  week  and  a  little  gift  to  send  to  you. 
He  asked  me  to  write  you  and  ask  you 
to  pray  for  him  that  if  it  is  the  Lord's 
will  he  will  be  sent  home.  He  has  re- 
pented and  wants  to  be  at  home  to  care 
for  me,  his  mother,  in  my  old  age.  I 
surely  do  need  him.  I  am  seventy-three 
and  he  is  forty-seven. 

I  am  just  leaving  it  all  to  Jesus  as 
He  knows  what  is  best.  It  has  been  eight 
years  in  January  since  he  was  put  in 
prison  for  killing  a  gangster.  No  one 
knows  what  I  have  suffered  but  the  Lord. 
I  am  glad  His  grace  is  sufficient  to  take  us 
through. 

I  know  my  son  would  be  glad  to  hear 


from  you.  His  name  and  address  is:  Wil- 
liam Bowen,  Box  128  C.  N.  494,  Eddy- 
ville,  Ky. — His  mother. 

PEACE  IN  PRISON 

Pastor  Howard  Sugden 

It  was  nearing  Thanksgiving  Day,  al- 
ready the  shocks  of  corn  stood  like  senti- 
nels on  guard  over  the  great  army  of 
khaki  clad  pumpkins.  Low  gray  clouds 
scurried  across  the  sky  as  if  they  were 
afraid  they  would  miss  King  Winter's 
roll   call. 

I  was  driving  along  the  ribbonlike  road 
which  led  from  our  city  to  the  largest 
state  prison  in  the  world.  As  I  drove 
along  I  could  not  help  thinking  about  the 
letter  which  was  in  my  possession.  It  was 
from  one  who  had  been  for  many  years 
incarcerated  behind  gray  prison  walls — 
in  fact,  so  long  had  he  been  there  that 
his  heart  seemed  to  speak  as  one  before 
had  spoken,  "Pale  anguish  keeps  the 
heavy  gate  and  the  warden  is  despair.'' 
The  doubt  and  dismay  of  the  letter 
stirred  my  heart  with  this  question,  "Is 
Christ  able  to  bring  peace  to  such  a  one?" 
A  few  moments  later  we  were  sitting 
across  from  each  other.  Through  the 
kindness  of  the  guard  we  had  been  placed 
where  no  high  partition  mutilated  our 
conversation.  There  he  sat,  a  fine  look- 
ing, brilliant  young  man  but  carrying 
upon  himself  a  burden  of  guilt  and  de- 
spondency. How  rich  were  the  moments 
we  were  privileged  to  spend  together. 
There  in  the  gray  hush  of  the  autumn 
day  we  thought  about  Him  who  bore  our 
sins  upon  the  Tree  and  of  His  pardon, 
peace,  power  and  plenty.  Together  we 
beheld  Him,  "the  Lamb  of  God,  which 
taketh  away  the  sin  of  the  world."  What 
glorious  news  it  was  for  him  who  had 
never  before  heard  the  message  of  God's 
matchless  grace.  Together  we  bowed  in 
prayer,  his  rough  prison  hands  clasped  in 
mine  and  there  in  the  presence  of  God 
a  soul  was  born  again  through  faith  in 
Christ.  A  few  days  later  there  came  a 
letter  of  gratitude  and  thanks  and  in  it 
this  poem  which  told  of  that  which  had 
transpired  in  his  life. 

Within    my    cell:    Behind    the    cold    steel 

bars 
I  hide  my  face;  afraid  to  face  the  stars 
That    blink    through    narrow    casements, 

from  above 
Where   all    is   peace   in   God's   embracing 

love. 

Within  my  cell:  What  miseries  abound 
To  hem  me  in,  and  weigh  my  poor  soul 

down; 
And  sins  arise  to  rack  my  weary  frame; 
Is   there   no  peace   from    this,   a   sinner's 
shame? 

(Continued  on  page  26) 
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Boys  in  Training  Camps 


We  are  giving  a  page  to  our  boys  in 
training  camps.  We  would  like  to  have 
letters  from  several  each  month  and  will 
publish  all  we  receive  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible. Let  us  hear  from  you  boys  and  may 
God  bless  each  one  of  you. — Editor. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  never  written  to  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway  very   much. 

I  praise  God  for  the  Y.  P.  E.  that  we 
have  at  Earls  Grove.  It  has  been  a  bless- 
ing to  the  church.  There  have  been  sev- 
eral  young   people    saved. 

I  am  a  young  man  twenty-one  years 
of  age.  I  was  a  regular  member  of  the 
Y.  P.  E.  until  I  was  called  to  the  Army, 
but  I  still  receive  the  Lighted  Pathway 
and  surely  enjoy  reading  it. 

We  have  a  good  leader  filled  with  the 
Holy  Ghost,  Sister  Johnnie  Doris,  who 
was  saved  in  our  Y.  P.  E.  and  several 
others  have  been  saved   there. 

So  pray  for  me,  a  sinner,  that  God  will 
save  me  before  it  is  too  late.  Home  ad- 
dress: Birchwood,  Tenn.  —  Clinton  F. 
Collins,  Battery  B.  2  8th  B.  N.,  7th 
Training  Reg.,  Fort  Sill,  Okla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

For  some  time  I  have  intended  to 
write  you  how  much  I  appreciate  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  I  have  just  finished 
reading  the  August  issue  and  feel  very 
much  impressed  to  write  now.  I  have  al- 
ways liked  the  paper  but  more  especially 
now  that  I  do  not  have  the  opportunity 
to  go  to  church  as  regularly  as  I  did.  I 
enjoy  all  of  it,  but  the  cartoon,  "In  the 
Grip  of  God"  on  the  page  entitled 
"Helps  for  Tempted  and  Tried,"  does 
me  the  most  good.  I  have  it  on  the  top 
of  my  locker  so  I  can  see  it  every  time 
I  open  the  lid.  It  is  like  a  beam  of  sun- 
shine in  a  dark  place. 

Some  of  the  soldiers  here  seem  to  be 
thinking  seriously  about  God,  salvation 
and  their  souls.  It's  fifteen  miles  to  the 
nearest  Church  of  God  and  I  would  like 
for  you  to  pray  that  God  will,  in  some 
way,  lead  them  to  the  true  light. — 
Yours  in  Christ,  Clyde  Case,  Air  Corps 
Technical  School,  3  5  th  School  Squadron, 
Chanute    Field,    Rantoul,    111. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Not  enough  can  be  said  for  the  Light  ■ 
ed  Pathway  and  only  God  knows  how 
far  it  is  reaching.  I  wish  each  church 
would  buy  a  few  rolls  extra  each  month 


to  distribute.  I  am  sure  God  would  bless 
you. 

You  can  buy  back  numbers.  Every  su- 
perintendent should  take  advantage  of 
getting  back  numbers  so  cheap.  It  is  the 
best  way  of  getting  the  gosnel  out  that 
I  know.  If  you  don't  think  you  can  find 
readers  for  them,  you  could  send  them 
to  me.  I  am  visiting  La  Garde  hospital 
near  here.  Thousands  of  soldiers  are  be- 
ing brought  there  weekly  and  I  will  take 
them  anything  you  send  me  that  is  good 
for  young  men. 

These  young  men  all  need  God,  so  few 
are  saved.  If  we  reach  them,  it  may 
have  to  be  soon.  Many  of  them  are  far 
from  home  with  no  one  to  visit  them. 
This  lies  heavy  on  my  heart,  that  we 
have  so  few  laborers  in  the  vineyard  to 
volunteer  to  go  out  and  work  without 
pay.  This  grieves  my  heart  so  much.  If 
these  boys  were  to  go  to  war,  many 
would  die  without  God.  What  if  it  were 
your   son   or   brother? 

I  found  one  boy  very  sick,  whose 
home  was  in  a  distant  state.  He  told  me 
he  wished  he  could  send  his  mother  a  tele- 
gram, but  had  no  money. 

There  are  more  than  twenty  clubs  to 
entertain  the  soldiers,  but  so  few  who 
can  tell  the  gospel  story.  They  have 
millions  to  spend  for  recreation.  I  saw 
several  reading  cheap  detective  stories. 
I  asked  one  man  if  he  liked  them.  He 
said,  "It's  about  all  we  can  get  here." 
I  told  him,  "I  buy  the  best  I  can  get," 
and  gave  him  a  Lighted  Pathway.  We 
should  try  to  get  these  boys  in  church, 
a  picnic  dinner,  in  a  singing,  above  all  in 
our  homes  and  try  to  talk  to  them  of 
God.  So  many  have  lost  faith  in  God  and 
man. 

La  Garde  hospital  is  in  New  Orleans. 
If  you  want  me  to  visit  your  loved  ones, 
give  me  the  ward  number,  or  they  can 
get  a  nurse  to  telephone  my  house. 
There  are  thousands  of  boys  there  and 
I  might  never  find  them  just  by  name. 
Do  pray  much  for  these  boys  and  that 
God  will  send  out  laborers. — Mrs.  Kath- 
ryn  Thompson,  933  Pailet  St.,  Harvey, 
La.  Telephone  Uptown  75S3-R. 

There  are  multitudes  of  brave,  heroic 
souls  whose  true  worth  and  beauty  will 
never  be  known  in  this  lifetime.  Over 
yonder  they  may  shine  as  the  stars  of  the 
firmament.  Let  us  be  among  those  who 
will  shine  over  there  even  though  un- 
known and  unloved  here  and  now. — Gos- 
pel Herald. 


Old  Clothes  For  Haiti 

Matt.  2  5:31-40.  "When  the  Son  of 
man  shall  come  in  his  glory,  and  all  the 
holy  angels  with  him,  then  shall  he  sit 
upon  the  throne  of  his  glory:  And  before 
him  shall  be  gathered  all  nations:  and  he 
shall  separate  them  one  from  another,  as 
a  shepherd  divideth  his  sheep  from  the 
goats:  And  he  shall  set  the  sheep  on  his 
right  hand,  but  the  goats  on  the  left. 
Then  shall  the  King  say  unto  them  on 
his  right  hand,  Come,  ye  blessed  of  my 
Father,  inherit  the  kingdom  prepared  for 
you  from  the  foundation  of  the  world: 
For  I  was  a  hungered,  and  ye  gave  me 
meat:  I  was  thirsty,  and  ye  gave  me 
drink:  I  was  a  stranger,  and  ye  took  me 
in:  Naked,  and  ye  clothed  me:  I  was 
sick,  and  ye  visited  me:  I  was  in  prison, 
and  ye  came  unto  me.  Then  shall  the 
righteous  answer  him,  saying,  Lord, 
when  saw  we  thee  a  hungered,  and  fed  , 
thee?  or  thirsty,  and  gave  thee  drink? 
When  saw  we  thee  a  stranger,  and  took 
thee  in?  or  naked,  and  clothed  thee?  Or 
when  saw  we  thee  sick,  or  in  prison,  and 
came  unto  thee?  And  the  King  shall  an- 
swer and  say  unto  them,  Verily  I  say  un- 
to you,  Inasmuch  as  ye  have  done  it  unto 
one  of  the  least  of  these  my  brethren, 
ye  have  done  it  unto  me." 

Brother  and  Sister  John  P.  Kluzit, 
overseer  of  the  work  in  Haiti,  are  asking 
that  clothing  be  donated  for  their  work 
in  Haiti.  Please  respond  to  this  call.  Send 
all  clothing  to:  Mrs.  Chester  Maxwell, 
Mission  Circle,  Sommertown  Road,  Os- 
sining,  New  York. 

The    Bible    in    England 

"England  became  the  people  of  a  book, 
and  that  book  was  the  Bible.  It  was,  as 
yet,  the  one  English  book  which  was 
familiar  to  every  Englishman.  It  was  read 
in  churches,  it  was  read  at  home,  and 
everywhere  its  words,  as  they  fell  on  ears 
which  custom  had  not  deadened  to  their 
force  and  beauty,  kindled  a  startling  en- 
thusiasm. Elizabeth  might  silence  or  tune 
the  pulpits,  but  it  was  impossible  for  her 
to  silence  or  tune  the  great  preachers  of 
justice  and  mercy  and  truth,  who  spoke 
from  the  Book  which  the  Lord  again 
opened  to  the  people.  The  effect  of  the 
Bible  in  this  way  was  simply  amazing. 
The  whole  temper  of  the  nation  was 
changed.  A  new  conception  of  life  and 
of  man  superceded  the  old.  A  new  moral 
and  religious  impulse  spread  through  ev- 
ery class." — Green,  in  his  "Shorter  His- 
tory of  the  English  People." 


If  some  people  would  confine  their  talk- 
ing to  the  things  they  know  instead  of 
chattering  about  what  they  have  heard 
or  imagined,  they  could  give  their  tongues 
a  much  needed  rest. 
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many  powerless  pews.  The  praying  Christ 
did  in  the  garden  of  Gethsemane  has  al- 
ways been  a  challenge.  He  taught  us  how 
to  pray,  for  what  to  pray,  when  to  pray, 
where  to  pray,  and  to  whom  to  pray. 
Christ  said,  "Follow  me."  As  His  life 
drew  to  a  close  His  prayers  filled  an  im- 
portant place,  in  the  upper  room,  in  the 
garden  of  Gethsemane,  and  on  the  cross. 
Conditions  that  Hinder  Prayer 

Unconfessed  sin  will  hinder.  "If  I  re- 
gard iniquity  in  my  heart  the  Lord  will 
not  hear  me,"  says  the  Psalmist  in  Psalm 
66:18.  What  a  serious  statement  this  is! 
If  we  hide  it  away  in  our  hearts,  keep  it 
in  our  lives,  God  will  refuse  to  hear  our 
prayers  until  we  put  it  away.  An  unfor- 
giving spirit  will  hinder  our  prayers.  In 
the  Lord's  prayer  we  are  taught  to  say, 
"Forgive  us  our  debts  as  we  forgive  our 
debtors."  Some  prayers  fail  because  of 
lack  of  faith.  Without  faith  it  is  impos- 
sible to  please  God.  We  must  believe, 
trust,  adhere  to  Christ  and  the  answer 
will  be  forthcoming.  Some  prayers  fail 
because  we  do  not  hold  on,  persevere,  and 
press  our  case.  James  1:6,  7,  is  surely  a 
plain  warning.  God  is  pleased  to  see  us 
deeply  in  earnest  in  our  prayer  life,  and 
persevere  for  many  years,  if  necessary,  to 
get  our  prayers  answered.  Some  fail  in 
prayer  because  they  do  not  follow  God's 
instructions.  Prayer  means  asking,  speak- 
ing to  God,  putting  our  wishes  into 
words.  (Matt.  7:71.)  It  also  means  seek- 
ing, looking  and  searching  for  the  reasons 
when  prayer  is  not  answered,  as  we  would 
look  over  some  machine  when  it  will  not 
perform  its  work.  Prayer  is  also  revealing 
a  courageous  spirit,  as  when  the  man 
knocked  and  continued  to  call  at  the  un- 
comely hour  of  midnight  when  he  needed 
bread.    (Luke    11:5-10.) 

How  They  Prayed 
Dan.  6:10 

Martin  Luther  said,  "If  I  fail  to  spend 
two  hours  in  prayer  each  morning  the 
devil  gets  the  victory  through  the  day." 
Usually  he  prayed  three  hours  a  day,  and 
he  broke  the  spell  of  ages  and  set  captive 
nations  free. 

John  Knox  was  overheard  praying  in 
his  closet,  "Give  me  Scotland,  or  I  die." 

George  Whitefield's  oft-repeated  cry 
was,  "Give  me  souls  or  take  my  soul." 

The  memorable  Methodist  Band  spent 
from  four  to  five  in  the  morning  and 
from  five  to  six  in  the  afternoon  in  pri- 
vate prayer. 

John  Wesley  spent  two  hours  daily  in 
prayer,  and  often  more  than  this.  He 
began  at  four  in  the  morning.  One  who 
knew  him  well  said  of  him,  "He  thought 


PROGRAM  OUTLINE 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo- 
ments of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service  which  should  follow  more  impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  to  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let   us   bear   this   in   mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son  Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
unless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
It  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians  who    can    always    be   depended    on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
they  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come   to   the   altar   of   prayer  and   accept  Christ. 

**************************** 

Prayer 

Ottis  Hewett 

Scripture:    1    Thess.    5:17. 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

The  subject  of  prayer  stands  out  prom- 
inently in  religion.  Program  after  pro- 
gram and  sermon  after  sermon  have  been 
given  on  prayer  and  every  time  we  get 
something  new,  better  and  inspiring. 
Rowland  Hill  says,  "The  men  who  have 
revolutionized  society,  led  their  heroic 
deeds  in  the  cause  of  God,  have  been 
mighty  through  the  inspiration  of  prayer. 
Paul,  Luther,  Wesley,  Whitefield  and  the 
noble  army  of  martyrs  became  bold  to 
dare  and  strong  to  do  because  they  were 
men  of  prayer."  The  leaders  of  the  Chris- 
tian religion  from  its  beginnings  until 
today  have  been  leaders  in  prayer.  The 
man  of  God  is  a  man  of  prayer.  A  man 
of  prayer  is  a  man  of  power. 
Christ  Prayed 
Mark    1:3  5 

Prayer  filled  an  important  place  in  the 
life  of  Jesus.  He  prayed  as  He  gathered 
His  disciples.  He  would  steal  away  on 
those  lonely,  silent,  unfrequented  Judean 
hills  all  hours  of  the  night  and  early 
morning  and  commune  and  talk  with  His 
Father.  If  we  would  follow  Christ  more 
closely  in  prayer  we  would  not  have  so 


prayer  to  be  more  of  his  business  than 
anything  else,  and  I  have  seen  him  come 
from  his  closet  with  a  serenity  of  face 
next  to  shining." 

John  Fletcher  stained  the  walls  of  his 
room  with  the  breath  of  his  prayers. 
Sometimes  he  would  pray  all  night. 

John  Welch,  a  worthy  son-in-law  of 
John  Knox  and  a  wonderful  preacher, 
thought  the  day  ill  spent  if  he  did  not 
spend  eight  to  ten  hours  in  prayer.  His 
wife  would  complain  when  she  found  him 
on  the  ground  weeping.  "O  woman,  I 
have  the  souls  of  three  thousand  to  an- 
swer for,"  he  would  reply,  "and  I  know 
not  how  it  is  with  many  of  them!" 

It  is  said  of  the  saintly  Payson  that  he 
wore  the  hardwood  boards  into  grooves 
where  his  knees  pressed  so  often  and  so 
long.  A  biographer  says,  "His  continuing 
instant  in  prayer  is  the  most  noticeable 
fact  in  his  history  and  points  out  the 
duty  of  all  who  would  rival  his  emi- 
nency." 

Adoniram  Judson  spent  several  hours  a 
day  in  prayer.  He  impressed  an  empire 
for  Christ  and  laid  a  permanent  gospel 
foundation  in  the  heart  of  Burmah. 

When  the  attendants  around  the  death- 
bed of  David  Stoner  thought  that  his 
spirit  had  taken  flight,  he  raised  himself 
and  cried,  "O  Lord,  save  sinners!  save 
them  by  scores,  save  them  by  hundreds, 
save  them  by  thousands!"  and  his  earthly 
work  was  finished.  His  ruling  passion  in 
life  was  his  ruling  passion  in  death. 

Many  of  our  modern  time  ministers, 
living  today,  are  devout  prayers.  Space 
will  not  permit  us  to  name  them. 

An    Example 

Exelma   Holley 

1   Timothy  4:12 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

An  example  means  pattern,  or  an  illus- 
tration. Now  Jesus  was  our  example,  and 
we  are  to  follow  in  His  steps.  We  are  told 
to  be  an  example  to  the  believers,  in 
word,  in  conversation,  in  charity,  in 
Spirit,  in  faith,  and  in  purity.  This  ap- 
plies not  only  to  ministers  but  all  leaders. 
It  was  written  for  our  benefit. 
In  Word 

There  is  no  better  way  to  be  a  Bible 
Christian  than  to  obey  the  Word  of  God. 
Keep  the  Word  by  forgiving  others,  at- 
tending church,  paying  your  debts,  and 
giving  tithes  and  offerings,  and  just  doing 
what  God  said  to  do.  It  means  more  to 
be  a  disciple  than  just  saying  so.  We  are 
to  prove  to  the  believers,  or  the  babes  in 
Christ,  the  necessity  of  obeying  the  Word 
of  God,  and  let  them  see  the  blessings  that 
follow.  Jesus  said,  "Yea,  rather  blessed 
are  they  that  hear  the  word  of  God  and 
keep  it,"  then  all  we  undertake  to  do  will 
be  blessed.  We  will  be  as  a  tree  by  the 
river,  that  brings  forth  fruit  in  his  sea- 
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son,  and  whose  leaf  will  nor  wither. 
///  Conversation 
This  requires  more  than  a  statement  or 
testimony.  1  Peter  2:12,  "Let  your  con- 
versation be  honest  or  truthful."  Titus 
2:1,  "Speak  sound  doctrine,  not  foolish 
talking,  but  rather  giving  of  thanks.  Let 
our  words  be  seasoned  with  grace,  so  they 
will  be  edifying  to  the  hearers,  and  grace 
unto  the  soul."  Eph.  5:29.  Even  if  the 
tongue  is  hard  to  control,  God  will  help 
us  to  bridle  it  and  not  even  offend  in 
word  the  believers,  who  are  looking  unto 
us   for  a   pattern. 

In   Charity 
John    13:35;    1    John   3:18 

More  than  ever  we  need  to  be  an  ex- 
ample to  the  young  Christians  in  love. 
Let  the  love  of  God  be  shed  abroad  and 
rule  in  our  hearts.  Love  suffers  long,  and 
is  kind,  is  not  easily  provoked,  and  think- 
eth  no  evil.  You  cannot  manifest  this  love 
if  you  don't  have  it.  It  is  not  only  a  fruit 
of  the  Spirit,  but  a  test  of  discipleship. 
Love  not  in  words  only,  but  in  deed  and 
in  truth. 

In  Spirit 
Gal.  6:1;  Prov.  15:1 

It  is  so  necessary  in  these  last  days  to 
possess  the  right  spirit  and  manifest  it. 
Have  a  soft  answer  for  an  angry  word. 
When  you  are  slighted,  mistreated,  forgive 
and  hold  no  malice.  Be  as  Jesus  was.  When 
He  was  reviled,  He  reviled  not  again.  Be 
willing  to  take  a  little  place  and  do  your 
best.  Humble  yourself.  Prefer  your  broth- 
er. Then  Jesus  will  say,  when  He  makes 
up  His  jewels,  They  are  mine. 
In  Faith 
Jude    1:3 

Let  others  see  you  wholly  depend  on 
God  for  your  strength,  work,  financial 
needs,  and  healing  of  your  body.  To  trust 
in  God  is  to  wait  with  hope,  confidence, 
and  faith.  How  will  they  know  the  pow- 
er of  God,  what  He  will  do  for  them,  if 
we  don't  practice  what  we  preach,  or  be 
first  partakers  of  the  fruit?  In  seeing  our 
trust,  it  will  help  increase  their  faith. 
And  they,  too,  will  not  only  desire,  but 
put  their  trust  in  God.  Pray  for  the  faith 
once  delivered  unto  the  saints.  The  early 
saints  had  power,  because  they  had  faith 
in  His  Word.  Above  all,  be  faithful  in  a 
few  things,  and  Christ  will  make  you 
ruler  over  many. 

In  Purity 
1   Tim.    5:22;   James    1:27 

There  is  no  better  way  to  be  pure  than 
not  to  be  partakers  of  other  men's  sins. 
Keep  ourselves  unspotted  from  the  world. 
Abstain  from  all  appearance  of  evil.  If 
they  see  you  careless  about  what  you  do, 
say,  or  where  you  go,  they  may  feel  it  is 
all  right  and  go  down  in  defeat.  Let  your 
meditation  be  Phil.  4:8,  and  lead  the 
believers  to  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than 


you.    If   you   fail,   their  blood  may  be  re 
quired    at    your   hands. 

Encountering  Danger 

C.  A.  Fox 

Text:    Job    19:1-27 

For  the  Leader 

In  this  modern  age  of  depression  and 
failure  we,  as  young  people,  need  to  know 
how  to  encounter  the  many  dangers 
which  lie  in  wait  for  us  from  day  to  day. 

Trouble,  of  which  all  of  us  are  having 
a  taste,  meets  us  on  every  hand.  Some- 
times it  is  grief  over  a  loved  one,  some- 
times over  losing  homes,  sometimes  over 
sickness  and  many  other  trials  of  faith, 
but  to  stay  true  to  God  is  the  trial  of 
our  faith. 

Many  times  grief,  disappointments  or 
failure  will  turn  souls  to  God  and  change 
a  human's  life  from  a  careless,  carefree 
attitude  into  one  that  serves  God.  How 
we  need  to  watch  and  pray  and  say  as 
Job  of  old,  "I  know  that  my  Redeemer 
liveth,"  when  these  tests  and  trials 
come. 

Trial  of  Faith 
Dan.   12:10;  Jas.   1:3;   1  Pet.  4:12 

We  need  not  think  it  strange  if  we 
have  a  trial  of  our  faith,  for  in  James 
1:4  we  read  how  the  trial  of  our  faith 
worketh  patience  and  patience  has  a  per- 
fect work  that  we  may  be  perfect,  want- 
ing nothing.  Often  we  see  God  sending 
death  to  homes.  It,  I  am  sure,  is  a  real 
trial  of  faith.  Two  cardinals  once  built 
a  nest  outside  a  window  on  a  bush.  They 
were  watched  closely.  They  were  very 
devoted  to  their  home  and  each  other. 
Late  one  afternoon  a  storm  came  with 
hail  and  a  terrific  wind  and  wildly  driv- 
en rain.  The  mother  did  not  desert  the 
nest,  but  suddenly  a  gust  of  wind  blew 
her  out  against  the  building.  The  eggs 
were  shattered.  When  the  sun  came  out, 
to  the  surprise  of  the  observer,  the  red- 
birds  were  singing  merrily  from  a  tree 
near-by.  They  had  a  test  but  overcame 
it  with  singing  hearts.  Their  new  home 
was  started  the  next  day.  Let  us  take 
a    lesson   from   the  cardinals. 

Habits — Good  and  Bad 
2  Cor.  7:1;  Gal.   5:16-6:8;   1   John  2:16 

How  many,  many  times  do  we  see 
master  lives  ruined  by  habitual  drink- 
ing, smoking,  dope  eating,  card  play- 
ing, etc.?  The  sad  part  is  that  when  once 
these  habits  get  a  strong  hold  upon  one 
it  is  like  a  disease  which  eats  and  eats  un- 
til life's  interests  are  gone.  Yet  there  is 
a  sunny  side,  for  Jesus  can  cleanse  us  of 
all  filthiness  of  flesh. 

If  we  form  habits  of  serving  God,  it 
will  save  us  the  heartache  of  breaking 
the  bonds  of  bad  habits.  As  young  peo- 
ple, let  us  overcome  evil  with  good.  We 
have  the  responsibility  of  setting  the  ex- 
ample for  our  many  witnesses  who  en- 
camp around  about  us  each  day  of  our 
lives. 


Wolves  in  Sheep  Clothing 
Matt.  7:15 

Many  of  our  young  people  are  being 
deceived  by  so-called  wolves  in  sheep's 
clothing.  The  Word  tells  us  to  try  the 
spirits  to  see  if  they  be  of  God.  Let  us 
not  be  led  into  heresies  but  stay  true  to 
the  Church  of  God,  our  Lord's  namesake. 
Yielding  to  Temptation 
Jas.  1:12;  Rev.  3:10;  1  Cor.  10:13 

James  1:12  says,  "Blessed  is  the  man 
that  endureth  temptations."  We  find 
that  He  will  keep  us  in  the  hour  of 
temptation  if  we  meet  His  conditions. 
The  Lord  wants  a  tried  people,  tr.ed  as 
by  fire.  Let  us  be  willing  to  be  tried  as 
the  refiner  tries  the  silver  and  gold.  God 
is  putting  His  children  into  the  great 
melting  pot  of  endurance  each  day. 
Those  who  have  stood  the  test  are  those 
who  are  willing  to  bear  the  cross  with  a 
smile.  Paul  says  in  1  Cor.  10:13  that 
God  is  faithful  and  will  not  suffer  us  to 
be  tempted  above  that  which  one  is  able 
to  bear. 

Emerson  says,  "Every  man  has  his 
own  vocation."  There  is  one  direction  in 
which  all  space  is  open  to  him.  He  is 
like  a  ship  in  a  river;  he  runs  against  ob- 
structions on  every  side  but  one,  on  that 
side  all  obstruction  is  taken  away  and  he 
sweeps  over  a  deepening  channel  into  an 
infinite  sea. 

Neglect  of  Prayer 
Jas.  5:16;  Matt.  26:41 

Prayer  is  the  key  to  heaven.  A  prayer 
life  is  a  beautiful  life,  which  will  be  a 
victorious  life.  We  find  in  James  5:16 
that  "the  effectual  fervent  prayer  of  a 
righteous  man  availeth  much."  Matt.  26: 
41  says  for  us  to  watch  and  pray  that 
we  enter  not  into  temptations.  Thomas 
Payne  says  we  ask  for  toys  when  we 
should  ask  for  continents  and  be  claim- 
ing the  world  for  Christ.  A  man  who 
walks  with  God  always  gets  to  his  desti- 
nation. Let  us  pray  that  we  may  be  able 
to  reach   that   destination. 

Disobedience  to  God 
1  Sam.   15:22 

God  loves  an  obedient  personage,  one 
who  will  harken  to  His  voice.  When 
Matthew  was  called  to  leave  his  occupa- 
tion of  gathering  taxes  and  follow  Jesus, 
the  Word  tells  us  that  he  arose  then  and 
followed  Him.  Immediate  obedience  is 
what  Christ  wants  in  every  Christian 
life.  In  1  Sam.  15:22  we  find  to  obey  is 
better   than  sacrifice. 

"God's  path  is  on  the  sea — just  wheie 
we  would  not  expect  it  to  be.  So  when 
He  leads  us  to  unexpected  ways,  off  the 
strong,  solid  land,  out  upon  the  chang- 
ing sea,  then  we  may  expect  to  see  His 
ways;  we  are  with  one  who  finds  a  path 
as  He  goes.  That  is  better  than  having  a 
path  ready  tracked  out,  for  it  makes  us 
perfectly  independent  of  circumstances." 
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Dwelling  in  God's  House 

Scripture:  Psa.  27:4-6 
Alda  B.   Rankin  McLendon 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 
No  one  could  deny  the  fact  that  we 
r.re  living  in  perilous  days.  We  see  trou- 
ble on  every  hand,  read  about  trouble  in 
our  newspapers,  and  hear  about  trouble 
over  our  radios.  The  Bible  speaks  of 
men's  hearts  failing  them  for  fear  and 
for  looking  after  those  things  which  are 
coming  on  the  earth.  Some  may  ask, 
"What  are  we  to  do  in  such  times?"  or 
"Is  there  any  way  to  escape?"  There  is 
only  one  way  for  us  to  escape  and  that  is 
to  give  our  hearts  and  lives  to  God,  the 
One  who  created  us  and  gave  Himself 
a  ransom  for  us,  and  dwell  in  His  house, 
the  only  refuge  from  life's  storms. 

In  this  lesson  we  wish  to  consider  some 
facts  concerning  dwelling  in  God's 
house. 

Conditions  Leading  Up  to  Dwelling  in 
God's  House 

We  find  from  our  scripture  that  we 
must  have  a  definite  aim  as  the  Psalmist 
says,  "one  thing  have  I  desired."  Our  de- 
sire to  know  God  and  dwell  in  His  house 
must  exceed  all  others.  We  cannot  put 
God  second  in  our  lives  and  expect  to 
dwell  with  Him,  for  we  must  love  Him 
above  all  others.  In  St.  Luke  14:3  3,  Je- 
sus says,  "So  likewise,  whosoever  he  be 
of  you  that  forsaketh  not  all  that  he 
hath,  he  cannot  be  my  disciple."  We 
must  not  let  anything  stand  between  us 
and  God.  Some  say  they  are  afraid  to 
come  to  Christ  for  fear  of  what  loved 
ones  or  friends  may  say,  or  do,  or  that 
they  might  have  to  give  up  too  much  to 
be  a  Christian.  The  devil  paints  all  kinds 
of  pictures  and  makes  the  Christian  way 
look  so  hard  to  deceive  people  and  keep 
them  from  dwelling  in  God's  house.  It 
is  not  a  matter  of  giving  up  something 
to  become  a  Christian  but  it  is  the  re- 
ceiving of  God's  grace  which  is  a  gift  to 
us  and  as  we  accept  this  gift  sin  gives  us 
up,  for  where  sin  did  abound  grace  doth 
much  more  abound.  After  we  receive  this 
gift  and  are  saved  by  grace  and  not  by 
works,  then  it  is  we  must  "walk  in  the 
light,  as  he  is  in  the  light,  .  .  .  and  the 
blood  of  Jesus  Christ  his  Son  cleanseth 
us  from  all  sin,"  1  John  1:7.  God  will 
never  ask  us  to  do  anything  or  give  up 
anything  but  what  He  will  give  us  the 
grace  to  do  if  we  will  only  trust  Him. 
Before  we  are  saved,  we  look  at  things 
from  the  human  viewpoint  and  that  we 
could  never  live  a  Christian  life  which 
we  cannot  do  ourselves  but  it  is  Christ 
that  liveth  in  us. 

Again  we  must  have  a  fixed  purpose 
if  we  are  to  dwell  in  God's  house.  The 
Psalmist  not  only  desired  to  dwell  in 
God's  house  but  he  said,  "that  will  I  seek 


after."  "Ask,  and  it  shall  be  given  you; 
seek,  and  ye  shall  find;  knock,  and  it 
shall  be  opened  unto  you,"  St.  Matt.  7:7. 

Blessedness  of  Dwelling 
Dwelling  in  God's  house  is  a  life  of 
ceaseless  worship.  The  Psalmist  said  he 
would  seek  to  dwell  in  God's  house,  not 
just  a  few  days  or  years  but  all  the  days 
of  his  life.  Some  say,  "I  will  give  my 
heart  to  the  Lord  when  I  am  old,  but  I 
want  to  have  a  good  time  now  while  I 
am  young."  How  the  devil  tries  to  de- 
ceive people  and  does  all  he  can  to  keep 
them  from  dwelling  in  God's  house! 
But  the  psalmist  desires  to  dwell  in  the 
house  of  the  Lord  all  the  days  of  his  life 
that  he  may  behold  the  beauty  of  the 
Lord,  and  to  enquire  in  His  temple.  So 
he  certainly  knew  there  were  great  pleas- 
ures in  dwelling  in  God's  house.  He  spoke 
of  enquiring  in  His  temple  and  so  it  is 
we  should  pray  and  commune  with  God. 
It  is  in  God's  sanctuary  where  we  may 
find  the  answer  to  our  questions  and  re- 
lief from  the  things  that  trouble  us  and 
cause  us  to  become  perplexed.  It  is  such 
a  blessed  privilege  to  commune  with  God 
and  permit  him  to  bring  peace  and  joy 
to  our  hearts  as  we  dwell  with  Him. 

Results   of  Dwelling   in  God's   House 

If  we  dwell  in  God's  house  continual- 
ly we  shall  have  that  peace  that  passeth 
understanding  in  our  hearts.  Troubles 
may  come,  but  listen  what  will  happen 
if  we  are  dwelling  in  God's  house,  "For 
in  time  of  trouble  he  shall  hide  me  in  his 
pavilion:  in  the  secret  of  his  tabernacle 
shall  he  hide  me;  he  shall  set  me  up  upon 
a  rock,"  Psa.  27:5. 

We  have  a  place  of  refuge  in  Jesus  and 
although  the  storms  may  be  raging  on 
the  outside  they  need  never  harm  us  while 
we  are  upon  the  rock.  The  storms  may 
rage  so  fiercely  that  we  may  tremble  at 
their  sight  but  that  great  rock  upon 
which  we  are  placed  will  never  tremble. 

We  will  have  trials  along  life's  journey 
as  long  as  we  are  dwelling  among  those 
who  are  enemies  to  Christ,  but  listen  vo 
what  the  psalmist  says  again,  "And  now 
shall  mine  head  be  lifted  up  above  mine 
enemies  round  about  me:  therefore  will 
I  offer  in  his  tabernacle  sacrifices  of 
joy;  I  will  sing,  yea,  I  will  sing  praises 
unto  the  Lord."  When  we  are  dwelling 
in  God's  house  we  can  even  sing  and  re- 
joice in  the  midst  of  persecution  and 
trial  "For  we  know  that  if  our  earthly 
house  of  this  tabernacle  were  dissolved, 
we  have  a  building  of  God,  an  house  not 
made  with  hands,  eternal  in  the  heav- 
ens," 2  Cor.   5:1. 

The  seas  over  which  we  are  journeying 
may  be  tempestuous  but  the  great  Pilot, 
Jesus  Christ,  can  pilot  us  safely  home. 
So  place  your  hand  in  the  nail-scarred 
hand    and   let    your   days,    whether    they 


be  few  or  many,  be  spent  in  God's  house. 
As  you  dwell  with  Him  you  may  fully 
trust  Him  to  guide  your  ship  safely 
home.  Those  about  us  may  refuse  to 
dwell  with  Christ  and  may  seek  the 
pleasures  of  this  world  but  let  us  say 
with  the  writer  of  the  dear  old  hymn: 

Let  others  seek  a  home  below, 

Which  flames  devour  or  waves  o'erflow; 

Be  mine  the  happier  lot  to  own 

A  heavenly  mansion  near  the  throne. 

"SIR,  WE  WOULD  SEE  JESUS" 

(Continued  from  page  12) 

and  we  are  here  as  ambassadors  in  His 
stead  to  carry  out  that  purpose.  We  are 
given  superior  position  in  society  to  help 
someone  up  and  on;  we  are  given  su- 
perior talent  that  we  may  teach  and  shed 
light,  and  this  world's  goods  given  to  us 
are  sacred  trusts  not  to  be  greedily 
hoarded,  lavishly  squandered  or  selfish- 
ly enjoyed,  but  generously  employed  to 
ameliorate  the  condition  of  humanity. 
Society  has  been  likened  to  men  ascending 
a  pyramid.  They  who  have  risen  a  step 
higher  should  stoop  down  and  take  by 
the  hand  those  who  are  a  little  lower, 
pointing  to  the  highest  summit  as  each 
one  struggles  upward. 

One  can  never  measure  the  widening 
intiuence  of  a  Christlike  character.  It 
lights  the  way  by  which  others  travel  to- 
ward God  and  the  abundant  life.  Sir 
Harry  Lauder  tells  us  in  one  of  his  ad- 
dresses how  one  evening  he  watched  a 
lamplighter  engaged  in  lighting  the  street 
lamps  in  a  Scotch  town.  Quietly  he  went 
from  one  lamp  post  to  another,  leaving 
on  each  a  light  to  guide  the  traveler's 
feet.  As  he  disappeared  down  the  street 
one  could  trace  his  movements  by  the 
lamps  he  lighted  and  the  long  trail  of 
light  he  left  behind  him.  "Your  business 
and  mine,  my  friends,"  says  Sir  Harry, 
"is  to  so  live  that,  after  our  personalities 
have  been  lost  in  the  shadows,  we  shall 
leave  behind  us  a  trail  of  light  that  will 
guide  the  steps  of  those  who  otherwise 
may  walk  in  darkness." 

"Be  ye  therefore  perfect"  that  your 
life  might  be  a  lovely  reflection  of  Him 
who  hath  sent  you  to  be  His  witness. 

"You  are  writing  each  day  a  gospel  for 

men, 
Make  sure  the  writing  is  true, 
For  the  only  gospel  most  men  read 
Is  the  gospel  according  to  you." 

— Author  Unknown. 
PRAYER 

Guide  me,  Lord,  that  I  may  cause  no 
man  to  stumble  or  lose  the  way.  May  my 
daily  life  bring  cheer  to  the  distressed, 
faith  to  those  who  doubt,  and  hope  to 
those  who  sin;   for  Christ's  sake.  Amen. 


October,  1941 
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Daily  Vacation  Bible  School 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  feel  obligated  to  write  and  tell  you 
how  marvelously  God  has  blessed  the 
great  work  we  have  undertaken  in  teach- 
ing Daily  Vacation  Bible  schools.  Our 
position  in  the  business  world  looks  small 
compared  with  this  needy  field  in  which 
God  has  placed  us. 

We  had  the  privilege  of  introducing 
the  Daily  Vacation  Bible  Schools  to  the 
state  of  Alabama  in  Pratt  City.  The  state 
overseer,  Brother  Chesser,  cooperated  with 
us  one  hundred  per  cent,  so  did  the  pas- 
tor and  his  wife,  Brother  and  Sister  Phil- 
lips. It  was  a  pleasure  to  work  with 
Brother  and  Sister  Phillips  as  they  had  a 
clear  vision  as  to  what  the  school  meant 
to  their  church. 

At  the  present  time  we  have  just  closed 
a  two  weeks'  school  at  Alabama  City  with 
Rev.  L.  H.  Aultman  as  pastor.  May  we 
take  space  here  to  tell  you  that  it  will  be 
utterly  impossible  to  express  in  mere 
words  the  miraculous  happenings  and  the 
wonderful  benefits  that  were  accom- 
plished by  this  school. 

Our  enrollment  was  exceptionally 
large,  one  hundred  and  thirty  to  be  exact. 
We  have  never  supervised  a  more  con- 
genial and  loyal  faculty  than  we  have  had 
the  privilege  of  working  with  in  this 
school.  Every  teacher  was  burdened  for 
the  school  and  its  success  and  proved  this 
by   their   untiring   labor. 

We  appreciate  the  aid  rendered  by 
Evangelist  Thea  F.  Jones  and  wife  who 
were  engaged  in  a  revival  here,  and  their 
help  proved  to  be  a  great  asset  to  the 
school  in  general.  The  last  few  days  of 
the  school,  Brother  Jones  made  visits  to 
the  individual  classes,  giving  inspiration- 
al messages  which  had  its  effect  on  the 
children  and  the  results  were  forty-seven 
definite  experiences. 

Last,   but   very  important,  our  closing 


at  Greenville,  South  Carolina 

exercises  gave  the  parents  a  vision  of  their 
children  as  they  had  not  seen  them  before, 
not  only  their  spiritual  life  had  been  ele- 
vated but  as  they  repeated  their  biblical 
exercises  they  were  made  to  realize  that 
during  the  two  weeks'  training  they  had 
attained  a  knowledge  of  the  Bible  which 
will  be  a  great  asset  to  their  future 
life. — Beatrice  Dodson. 

We  in  Oregon  want  to  sound  a  word 
of  praise  for  the  Vacation  Bible  School 
vision  in  the  Church  of  God.  The  three 
churches  in  Oregon  have  each  had  a  two 
weeks'  school,  and  we  must  say,  the 
"ice  has  been  broken."  When  the  state 
superintendent  made  mention  of  Daily 
Vacation  Bible  School,  there  seemed  no 
man  would  stand  with  us  and  help  us, 
but  prayer  can  accomplish  what  other 
means  cannot.  We  feel  that,  should  God 
keep  us  here  next  year,  the  Pacific 
Northwest  will  respond  one  hundred  per 
cent  for  Vacation  Bible  Schools. 

Our  first  school,  at  Silverton,  had  an 
enrollment  of  thirty,  and  an  average  at- 
tendance of  twenty.  Sister  Evelyn  Jones 
taught  the  Beginners  Class  and  was  a 
blessing  in  the  school.  Sister  La  Vernt 
Selman,  of  Salem,  taught  the  juniors,  and 
Vida  Jackson  the  intermediates.  On  the 
closing  night  after  the  program,  one  in- 
termediate student  gave  her  heart  to  the 
Lord.  Is  that  not  enough  to  cause  us  to 
cheer? 

Salem's  enrollment  was  fifty;  the 
average  attendance  was  thirty.  Many 
words  of  encouragement  and  praise  on 
closing  nights  prove  to  us  that  the  lay- 
members  are  beginning  to  see  that  the 
children  can  receive  the  gospel  and  need 
the  Word  of  God  to  dwell  in  them  rich- 

ly- 

Last  evening  we  had  Portland  school's 
closing  exercises.  The  little  children  said, 


"Oh,  I  wish  it  would  never  close." 

Wc  have  had  programs  with  just  the 
lesson  material  and  our  choruses  for  ex- 
ercises. In  our  classes  we  used  the  visual 
teaching  method  and  highly  recommend 
it. 

Our  vision  for  years  to  come,  as  long 
as  Jesus  tarries,  is  great.  The  tears  shed 
and  burdens  borne  for  this  work  will  be 
repaid.  We  have  assurance  that  we  shall 
reap  an  abundant  harvest  by-and-by. — 
Vida   C.    Jackson,   Silverton,   Ore. 

How  to  Conduct  A  Daily  Vacation 
Bible  School 

You  will  appreciate  our  new  book  for 
your  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School.  It  is 
filled    with    splendid    material. 

We  are  giving  you  here  the  Table  of 
Contents: 

Children's  Sermons 

Lesson  Outlines 

A  Series  of  Lessons  on  the  Lord's 
Prayer 

A  Series  of  Lessons  on   the  Beatitudes 

Illustrative   Stories 

Object  Lessons 

Character  Stories 

Scripture   for   Your   Contest 

Favorite  Songs  for  Children  (with 
notes) 

Memory  Gems 

Patriotic  Meditations 

Prayers  for  Children 

Table  Graces  for  Children 

Memory  Gems 

Games  for  Children 

This  book  is  good  for  your  Junior  Y. 
P.  E.  and  should  be  in  every  home  where 
there  are  children.  Price  75c.  Order  from 
the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House, 
Cleveland,  Tenn. 


Child    Training    and    Social 

Evangelism 

Another  book  by  Alda  B.  Harrison, 
author  of  Silver  Lining,  Mountain  Peaks 
of  Experience,  Consolation,  and  How  to 
Conduct  a  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School. 

Child  Training  and  Social  Evangelism 
is  the  finest  booklet  of  its  kind  that  I 
have  ever  read.  It  should  be  read  and  re- 
read by  every  member  of  the  Church  of 
God,  both  young  and  old. 

It  is  moderately  priced  at  3  5  cents, 
and  the  first  1,000  copies  will  be  auto- 
graphed by  the  author. 

This  booklet  belongs  to  the  Church  of 
God  Publishing  House.  No  individual 
will  realize  any  profits  except  for  the 
consolation  of  the  great  good  accom- 
plished by  its  circulation. 

Send  all  orders  direct  to  the  Church 
of  God  Publishing  House,  Cleveland, 
Tenn. — E.   L.  Simmons. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Lighted  Pathway  Rating  for  the 

Assembly  Year 

(Papers  not  paid  for  are  deducted) 

Sold  by       Sold  by 

Subscriptions      Rolls  Total 

Alabama    822  10,270  11,092 

Arizona    24  126  150 

Arkansas    156  2,347  2,5  03 

California    ..          .    252  1,568  1,820 

Colorado  _                 18  172  190 

Delaware 60  530  590 

Foreign  444  4,045  4,489 

Florida  ...           ....1,446  24,897  26,343 

Georgia    -    774  36,108  36,882 

Idaho  -                   _     228  875  1,103 

Illinois-              -    342  6,417  6,759 

Indiana    24  1,703  1,727 

Iowa                              60  531  591 

Kansas                           72  90  5  977 

Kentucky    _.          168  12,620  12,788 

Louisiana  120  2,5  56  2,676 

Maine-                       24  68  3  707 

Maryland     __.          696  4,330  5,026 

Massachusetts    _     120  91  211 

Minnesota    120  5  90  710 

Michigan  228  2,863  3,091 

Mississippi    23  5  3,884  4,119 

Missouri  192  2,700  2,892 

Montana    120  1,022  1,142 

Nebraska  24  98  122 

New  Jersey  ...             24  792  816 

New  Mexico  _           36  869  905 

New  York  60  140  200 

N.Carolina  1,300  34,265  35,565 

North  Dakota  .....     186  1,599  1,785 

Ohio    .....         ._...    354  6,631  6,985 

Oklahoma    258  2,960  3,218 

Oregon 60  496  5  56 

Pennsylvania  918  5,173  6,091 

Rhode  Island  ...  114  114 

S.Carolina 2,442  60,310  62,752 

S.  Dakota   228  1,159  1,387 

Tennessee  1,542  24,659  26,201 

Texas _.-    462  7,5  89  8,051 

Virginia  318  7,26  5  7,5  83 

Washington  ...          126  795  921 

Washington,  D.  C.  168  168 

W.    Virginia  ......    720  10,452  11,172 

Wyoming    110  110 

Wisconsin  36  36 

Lighted  Pathways 

Sold   for  Sold   for   Increase   this 

1939-40  1940-41    year  over  last 

(decrease  *  ) 

Alabama    12,614  11,092  *1,522 

Arizona  262  150  *112 

Arkansas   2,406  2,503  97 

California    1,596  1,820  224 

Colorado    144  190  46 

Delaware   365  590  22  5 

Foreign    2,466  4,489  2,023 

Florida 37,835  26,343  *  11,492 

Georgia  37,354  36,882  *472 

Idaho  95  5  1,103  148 

Illinois  8,372  6,759  *1,613 

Indiana    2,3  57  1,727  *630 

Iowa    508  591  8  3 

Kansas _.      486  977  491 

Kentucky    14,093  12,788  *1,30S 


Louisiana     ......    1,604  2,676  1,072 

Maine    68  8  707  19 

Massachusetts          313  211  ::'102 

Maryland  3,449  5,026  1,577 

Minnesota    470  710  240 

Michigan  2,567  3,091  524 

Mississippi  4,148  4,119  *29 

Missouri 2,942  2,892  *J0 

Montana    1,640  1,142  *498 

Nebraska    _               94  122  2  8 

New  Jersey  _         568  816  248 

New  Mexico  ..   1,911  905  *1,006 

New  York  ...             12  200  188 

N.  Carolina  ...20,5  68  35,565  14,997 

N.  Dakota  ......   1,480  1,785  305 

Ohio  -          — -   5,668  6,985  1,317 

Oklahoma    ......  2,547  3,2  18  671 

Oregon    ..     .....      606  5  56  ::'5  0 

Pennsylvania        9,209  6,091  *3,118 

Rhode  Island  ..  114  114 

S.   Carolina   ...54,295  62,752  8,457 

S.  Dakota  .    ..  2,032  1,387  *645 

Tennessee    .....17,034  26,201  9,167 

Texas  6,322  8,051  1,729 

Virginia  .             6,758  7,583  825 

Washington  ....      72  8  921  193 

Wash'ton,  D.C.       203  168  *35 

W.   Virginia    ..12,818  11,172  *  1,646 

Wisconsin    3  6  36 

Wyoming    ......         40  110  70 

Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

thought  thrown  in  for  you  to  think 
about.  Young  people  should  prepare 
themselves  for  this  kind  of  work  by  do- 
ing all  they  can  in  their  own  church. 
Before  you  can  become  a  paid  worker  by 
the  church  you  should  prepare  yourself 
so  as  to  be  efficient.  Some  have  natural 
talents  along  this  line  but  that  talent 
should  be  improved  until  you  become  ex- 
perts. The  church  is  looking  for  efficient 
workers. 

Once  there  was  a  cry  heard,  "There  is 
a  boy  overboard."  Everybody  in  the 
crowd  shouted  at  once.  "Well,  why 
doesn't  somebody  get  him?"  Somebody 
brought  the  lad  limp  and  unconscious  and 
laid  him  on  the  shore,  and  the  man  who 
at  first  had  spoken  listlessly,  in  a  moment 
was  completely  changed.  "O  God,  it's 
my  boy."  A  sense  of  relationship  had  ef- 
fected the  difference  in  attitude.  When 
it  was  his  boy  it  was  different.  The 
father  sprang  to  the  rescue,  calling 
earnestly  to  others  to  help  in  saving  that 
precious  life. 

There  is  an  infinitely  more  tragic 
story  than  that  of  a  drowning  boy.  Its 
scene  is  modern  America.  It  concerns 
the  27,000,000  children  of  this  nation, 
who  are  today  without  any  knowledge 
of  the  Word  of  God,  or  the  Savior  of  the 
lost.  Twenty-seven  million  boys  and  girls 
without  Christ.  Who  cares  if  they  are 
lost?  The  Church  of  God  cares.  And  they 
are  going  to  rise  to  the  call  of  God  this 
new  Assembly  year.   They  are  going  to 


search  for  all  the  good  literature  that 
will  help  them  in  bringing  the  gospel  to 
the  children  of  their  church  and  neigh- 
borhood and  we  will  see  great  things  ac- 
complished. Through  this  work  they  will 
see  many  of  the  parents  brought  into  the 
fold.  For  "a  little  child  shall  lead  them." 

We  are  putting  out  this  issue  of  the 
paper  in  the  interest  of  our  children.  The 
Daily  Vacation  Bible  School  has  made 
rapid  strides  this  summer,  but  we  can- 
not sit  down  and  fold  our  hands  now  and 
wait  for  another  summer  to  roll  around 
before  we  do  something  for  our  children. 
Let  us  keep  up  the  good  work  through- 
out the  year.  Did  you  read  about  the 
work  that  our  little  crippled  sister, 
Beaulah  Osbon,  of  Aiken,  S.  C,  has  been 
doing?  (See  August  Lighted  Pathway.) 
If  a  cripple  can  do  this,  should  not  we 
who  are  well  and  able  to  get  around,  be 
ashamed  if  we  do  not  rally  to  the  call? 

Wherever  it  is  possible  a  Junior  Y.P.E. 
should  be  organized  and  then  neighbor- 
hood classes  should  be  started.  You  may 
live  quite  a  ways  from  the  church,  where 
there  are  many  little  ones  idly  playing 
in  the  streets.  You  could  gather  them  in 
once  each  week  and  teach  them  about 
God.  You  will  be  surprised  what  a  won- 
derful opportunity  you  will  have  to  get 
in  the  homes  and  win  the  parents  for 
Christ.  But,  dear  ones,  it  will  take  wis- 
dom to  do  this.  You  must  be  careful  not 
to  offend  as  you  bring  Christ  to  them. 
You  do  not  have  to  tell  them  that  if 
they  do  not  come  join  your  church  they 
will  be  lost.  Tell  them  that  Christ  died 
for  them  and  that  He  loves  them,  and 
when  you  get  them  to  see  this,  then 
they  may  follow  you  to  your  church. 
One  can  be  too  hasty  and  drive  them 
away  instead  of  winning  them  for  the 
Church.  The  main  thing  is  to  win  them 
for  Christ. 

Come  on,  boys  and  girls,  let  us  get 
busy  wherever  we  can  and  develop  this 
part  of  the  work  in  the  vineyard  of  the 
Lord.  Write  me  a  short  letter  about 
what  you  are  inspired  to  do  this  year. 

"The  harvest  truly  is  plenteous,  but 
the  laborers  are  few,"  Matt.   9:37b. 

The  ultimate  goal  of  religion  is  not 
the  saving  of  one's  self  "on  some  plank 
of  prayer  and  self-denial  out  of  the 
surges  of  a  devouring  sea."  It  is  not  big 
enough  to  command  our  allegiance  un- 
less it  can  save  a  world.  And  is  it  not 
high  time  for  us  who  believe  in  its 
transforming  power  to  give  it  the  chance 
to  do  its  work  and  to  work  with  it,  every 
one  of  us,  until  the  whole  world  becomes 
in  very  truth  the  Kingdom  of  God? — 
President    Parsons    of    Marietta    College. 

"Thy  Word  is  a  lamp  unto  my  feet, 
and  a  light  unto  my  path,"  Ps.  119:105. 
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Make   a   Joyful    Noise 

(Continued    from   page    18) 

dor,  far  surpassing  that  of  viewing  a 
corruptible  palace,  to  fill  the  hearts  of 
those  who  love  and  serve  Him.  The  poor 
.ind  maimed  are  not  denied  the  privilege 
of  entering  into  these  heavenly  places 
with  Christ  Jesus.  Children  are  not  for- 
bidden; the  aged  can  take  the  trip  to  the 
throne  of  grace  to  receive  the  divine 
sense  of  joy  and  rapture  which  comes  to 
all  who  seek  for  it.  It  is  not  difficult  to 
make  a  joyful  noise  unto  the  Lord  when 
the  heavenly  orchestra  is  making  music 
in  our  hearts,  "for  out  of  the  abundance 
of  the  heart  the  mouth  speaketh." 

The  world  in  general  would  receive  the 
thrill  for  which  it  is  seeking  if  it  sought 
after  a  pure  heart,  for  it  is  only  the 
pure  heart  that  experiences  genuine,  en- 
during joy.  Many  people  desire  this  rap- 
turous, heartfelt  joy  and  would  love  to 
end  the  search  with  the  announcement, 
"I  have  found  it,  I  have  found  it!"  But 
some  little  besetting  sin  has  spun  its  web 
across  the  chords  of  the  heart  until  the 
tones  of  real  joy  have  been  muffled  and 
finally  silenced.  Oh,  how  sad  to  "be 
holden  with  the  cords  of  sins,"  Prov. 
J: 22.  Yet,  there  is  a  ray  of  hope,  even 
for  the  most  disloyal  to  good  works, 
coming  in  clarion  calls  from  the  God  of 
mercy  through  the  mouth  of  the  Prophet 
Amos,  "Hate  the  evil,  and  love  the  good, 
and  establish  judgment  in  the  gate," 
Amos  5:15.  We  must  turn  from  that 
which  we  know  to  be  damning  our  souls, 
and  in  turning  to  the  Lord  we  shall  find 
mercy  to  release  us,  and  pardon  for  our 
soul,  which  results  in  an  atmosphere  of 
peace  and  joy. 

Did  you  ever  hear  it  said,  "1  want  to 
live  right,  but  I  can't"?  Christian  friends, 
we  have  good  tidings  for  that  person. 
We  must  tell  the  world  that  in  commit- 
ting our  way  unto  the  Lord,  and  trusting 
also  in  Him,  He  can  effect  a  change  in 
that  heart  that  takes  the  old  "want  to 
sin"  out,  and  puts  a  "want  to  love  and 
obey  God"  in.  NX/hen  that  change  is  made, 
we  know  about  it,  for  the  desire  of  our 
heart  has  been  granted.  (We  must  earn- 
estly covet  God's  blessings  if  we  would 
receive  them.)  Then  we  can  make  a  joy- 
ful noise  unto  the  Lord  without  any  ef- 
fort on  our  part.  Seek  first  the  change 
of  heart,  and  the  fountain  of  joy  will 
spring  forth  to  bless  and  make  us  a  bless- 
ing. 

Since  a  change  must  at  one  time  or  an- 
other be  effected  in  every  heart  if  we 
expect  to  enter  heaven,  doesn't  it  seem 
logical  to  advance  efforts  in  helping 
mankind  to  go  to  God  for  that  experi- 
ence early  in  life?  We  frequently  use  the 
scripture  in  Judges  5:31  to  convey  a 
truth  to  children,  "Let  them  that  love 
him  be  as  the  sun  when  he  goeth  forth 


in  Iks  might."  Using  the  natural  illus 
nation  of  the  sun  bringing  light, 
warmth,  and  power;  likewise  will  the 
individual  who  loves  God  also  love  the 
things  God  loves,  and  in  so  loving  will 
bring  light  and  warmth  and  power  into 
his  sphere  of  living. 

Teach  the  children  about  God's  loving 
nature,  and  how  all  things  are  of  God, 
for  He  made  them  all,  and  they  will  soon 
have  a  foundation  upon  which  to  stand 
in  facing  the  problems  of  life  that  even 
little  children  must  face.  Mere  babies  are 
being  taught  dancing,  and  communism 
is  being  instilled  in  little  children,  to 
say  nothing  of  languages  and  other  lines 
of  learning.  Do  the  children  understand 
and  appreciate  it  all?  No.  Their  teachers 
are  laying  a  foundation  in  the  hope  of 
producing  artists  and  leaders  for  the  fu- 
ture. Children  do  not  remember  every- 
thing, neither  do  adults;  it  is  not  what 
we  make  them  learn  that  counts;  it  is 
what  we  make  them  love.  Bible  truths 
make  a  deep  and  lasting  impression  on 
children,  which  they  will  never  get  away 
from.  The  detail  may  be  lost,  but  the  in- 
fluence will  be  lasting.  Furthermore, 
statistics  from  various  churches  reveal 
that  it  costs  $1,000  to  save  an  adult 
and  only  fifty  cents  to  save  a  child. 
Why  not  invest  your  money  in  evange- 
lizing the  children?  These  statistics  may 
be  figured  high,  but  we  know  that  we 
must  lay  a  foundation  for  faith  in  God 
in  the  hearts  of  our  children  if  we  ex- 
pect to  have  something  upon  which  to 
build  later,  and  something  upon  which 
they  can  rely  in  making  their  choices  and 
building  their  character. 

If  we  would  keep  that  joyful  noise 
continually  in  our  hearts,  we  must  en- 
deavor to  lead  others  into  that  life  of 
joy,  for  we  never  lose  anything  through 
sharing   what   we  have  with  others. 

Y.  P.  E.  Poets 

(Continued  from  page  15) 
day, 
We  need  to  turn  from  the  world  and  take 
up  the  cross, 
Before  our  freedom  is  snatched  away. 

As  we  assemble  ourselves  here  together, 

Let's  come  here  to  do  our  very  best, 
Turn  ourselves  over  in  the  hands  of  God 
And  let  the  Holy  Ghost  do  the  rest. 
If  in  the  programs  we're  asked  to  take 
part, 
We  must  say,  "Yes,  I  do  the  best  I 
can," 
For  we  cannot     shirk     when  we  know 
there's  work, 
God   loves   a   courageous  man. 

Let  us  all  shine  out  for  Jesus, 

As  a  lighthouse  on  a  hill, 
Keep  the  Church  of  God  for  a  soul-saving 
station, 

We  can  do  it  if  we  will. 


Exchange  Page 

(Continued  from  page   13) 

attendance  of  195  in  the  month  of  May 
in  our  Y.  P.  E.  services. 

Brother  Pinion  held  us  a  two  weeks' 
revival  in  which  many  were  blessed  of 
God  and  a  number  of  young  people  are 
now  seeking  for  the  Holy  Ghost.  Please 
pray  a  special  prayer  for  our  Y.  P.  E. — 
Richard  Lunsford,  Ages,  Ky. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  went  to  State  Park,  S.  C,  for  treat- 
ments. While  there  I  got  saved  and  began 
to  ask  the  Lord  to  heal  me.  When  they 
made  the  first  X-ray  they  said  I  was 
O.  K.,  and  I  really  think  the  Lord  did  it 
for  me.  Everyone  who  reads  this  pray  for 
me  to  continue  in  His  love.  Also  pray 
that  my  loved  ones  will  be  saved. — Don 
J.  Black,  Hamer,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  was  just  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way before  I  prepared  supper  and  decided 
to  write  you  a  note  of  praise.  I  surely 
get  a  blessing  from  reading  this  little 
paper. 

The  Lord  is  wonderfully  blessing  us 
here  at  Clifton  and  our  Y.  P.  E.  is  very 
fond  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  We  have  a 
fine  Sunday  school.  We  are  very  proud 
of  our  pastor.  Pray  for  us  and  for  my 
lost  loved  ones. — Elizabeth  Finch,  Clif- 
ton, S.  C. 


Peace  in  Prison 

(Continued  from  page  19) 

But  lo!  Whose  tender  touch  is  this, 
That    soothes    my    soul    with    tenderness 

and  bliss, 
And   buoys  me   up,      while   worries  drop 

away, 
And  darkest  night  becomes  as  bright  as 

day? 

A  soft  still  voice  is  whispering  in  my 
ear, 

"'Tis  Jesus   come   to  still   your  fear; 

Give  thanks  to  God,  and  from  this  mo- 
ment start, 

To  trust  in  Him  with  all  your  newborn 
heart." 

On  bended  knees  I  prayed  within  my  cell, 
And  offered  Him  my  heart  in  which  to 

dwell: 
And    He,    sweet   Jesus,    entered    straight 

within, 
And  washed  my  soul  from  every  stain  of 

Within    my    cell:    Behind    the    cold   steel 

bars, 
I    now    behold    the    shining    heaven    stars 
That  lift  me  up  and  make  my  spirit  soar, 
To  God,  my  Lord,  a  joy  forevermore. 

(Signed)  A  Newborn  Soul. 
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What  Must   I    Do  To   Be  Saved? 

D.  L.  Moody 

No  question  can  come  before  us  in  this 
world  that  is  so  important  as  this,  and 
everybody  is  interested  in  it.  Some  do 
not  believe  in  sudden  conversion — that  a 
man  can  come  in  a  sinner  and  go  out  a 
Christian.  I  do  not  believe  in  any  other 
conversion. 

They  may  not  know  the  time,  but  still 
there  was  a  time  when  they  passed  from 
death  unto  life;  a  time  when  they  were 
born  into  the  Kingdom  of  God. 

The  conversion  of  some  is  like  the  ris- 
ing of  the  sun,  and  of  others  like  the 
flashing  of  a  meteor,  yet  both  are  in- 
stantaneous. There  must  be  a  time  when 
the  dead  soul  begins  to  live. 

There  was  a  minute  when  Noah  was 
outside  of  the  ark,  and  another  when  he 
was  inside.  Bear  in  mind  it  was  the  ark 
that  saved  Noah,  not  his  righteousness, 
not  his  feelings,  not  his  tears,  not  his 
prayers,  it  was  the  ark  that  saved  him. 

God  says,  "When  I  see  the  blood,  I 
will  pass  over  you."  He  does  not  say, 
"When  I  see  Moses'  feelings,  or  the  feel- 
ings of  the  people,  I  will  pass  over  you," 
or,  "When  I  see  you  praying  and  weep- 
ing, I  will  pass  over  you,"  but,  "When  I 
see  the  blood,  I  will  pass  over  you."  It 
was  the  blood  that  saved  them,  not  their 
righteousness.  A  little  child  by  that  blood 
was  just  as  safe  as  Moses  or  Joshua.  Look, 
see  the  Jew  take  the  hyssop,  dip  it  in  the 
blood  and  strike  it  on  the  doorpost.  One 
moment  it  is  not  there — the  next  it  is 
there,  and  they  are  saved,  for  God  says, 


"When  I  see  the  blood,  I  will  pass  over 
you."  That  was  instantaneous.  Some  peo- 
ple say,  "If  I  was  only  as  good  as  that 
minister,  or  as  good  as  that  mother  in 
Israel,  who  has  been  praying  fifty  years 
for  the  poor  and  unfortunate,  I  should 
feel  so  safe."  My  friends,  if  you  are  be- 
hind the  blood,  you  are  as  safe  as  any 
man  or  woman  who  has  been  praying  for 
fifty  years.  Their  righteousness  and  good 
works  never  saved  anyone.  "When  I  see 
the  blood,  I  will  pass  over  you." 

Death  came  that  night  and  passed 
through  all  Egypt,  and  where  the  blood 
was  on  the  doorstep  he  passed  over,  but 
where  the  blood  was  not  found,  he  went 
in   and  took  one  away. 

Death  makes  no  distinction  except  a 
man  is   behind  the  blood. 

My  friends,  be  wise  now  and  get  be- 
hind the  blood.  The  blood  is  on  the  Mercy 
Seat,  and  while  it  is  there  you  can  be 
saved.  Make  haste  and  get  in  today,  for 
the  Master  of  the  house  will  rise  up  by 
and  by  and  shut  the  door,  and  then  there 
will   be  no  hope. 

"The  wages  of  sin  is  death;  but  the 
gift  of  God  is  eternal  life."  Who  will 
have  the  gift,  now? 

But  one  says,  "How  about  repentance?" 
What  is  repentance?  It  is  right-about 
face.  Someone  has  said  that  everyone  is 
born  with  his  back  to  God  and  that  con- 
version turns  him  right  around.  If  you 
want  to  be  converted  and  want  to  repent, 
just  get  out  of  Satan's  service  and  get 
into  the  Lord's.  Leave  your  old  friends 
and  unite  yourself  with  God's  people.  You 
are  in  the  broad  path  to  hell.  Who  will 
turn  his  feet  toward  God?  "Turn  ye  *  *, 
for  why  will  ye  die?" 

"As  Moses  lifted  up  the  serpent  in  the 
wilderness,  even  so  must  the  Son  of  man 
be  lifted  up:  that  whosoever  believeth  in 
him  should  not  perish,  but  have  eternal 
life."  Look!  "Believe  on  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ."  How  long  does  it  take  a  man  to 
believe,  or  how  long  does  it  take  a  man 
to  look? 

Some  believe  in  educating  people  to  be 
Christians.  How  long  do  you  educate  chil- 
dren to  look?  The  mother  says,  "Look!" 
and  the  child  looks.  You  need  not  go  to 
college  to  learn  how  to  look.  There  is  the 
brazen  serpent  on  the  pole.  God  says  to 
the  children  of  Israel,  who  are  dying  of 
the  bite  of  the  fiery  serpent,  "Look  and 
live." 

The  looking  at  the  piece  of  brass  can't 
cure  the  bite.  It  is  God  who  cures  it,  and 
looking  is  the  condition.  It  is  obedience. 
That  is  what  God  will  have.  One  moment 


the  sufferer  is  dying,  the  next  he  lives; 
he  is  well.  Don't  look  at  the  bite,  look  to 
Jesus,  the  Author  and  the  Finisher  of  our 
faith.  Who  will  look,  now,  and  live?  Turn 
your  eye  to  Calvary;  believe  on  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  and  be  saved. — Tract. 

The  Other  Side 

"Well,  I  will  see  you  again  in  a  day 
or  so,"  said  the  doctor.  The  man  who 
was  lying  worn  and  exhausted  upon  the 
bed  seemed  to  gulp  his  breath  in  an  effort 
to  take  courage.  In  his  eyes  was  a  look 
of  both  fear  and  hope.  "Doctor,"  he 
gasped,  "is  it  true  that  I  shall  not  re- 
cover?" The  old  doctor  shook  his  head 
gravely.  "I  can  do  no  more  for  you,"  he 
replied  and  then  added  gently,  "nor  could 
anyone  else." 

"Then,  doctor,"  the  sick  man  cried 
earnestly,  "can  you  tell  me  what  comes 
after  death?" 

"Another  life  for  those  that  are  wor- 
thy." 

"But,  doctor,  can  you  not  tell  about 
it?  You  are  a  Christian,  they  say;  what 
is  on  the  other  side?  What  are  we  to 
expect?" 

Again  the  old  doctor  shook  his  head. 
"Ah,  I  fear  it  is  beyond  me,"  he  said. 
"Who  knows?"  With  the  words  he  turned 
and,  opening  the  door,  started  to  pass 
through  it.  But  as  he  did  so  he  heard  a 
rush  and  a  patter  of  feet,  and  the  next 
instant  a  huge  dog  sprang  through  the 
doorway  and,  pawing  eagerly  at  him, 
wagged  its  handsome  tail  and  tried  to 
lick  his  face  in  happy  welcome. 

The  doctor  turned  back  to  his  patient. 
"Did  you  see  that?"  he  exclaimed.  "To 
my  knowledge  that  dog  has  never  been 
in  this  room  till  now.  There  he  was  on 
the  other  side  of  the  door  waiting  for  it 
to  open.  The  dog's  nature  told  him  that 
perhaps  the  one  whom  he  wanted  to  see 
was  on  this  side.  Then  the  door 
opened  and  he  found  his  master  welcom- 
ing him.  So,  my  dear  fellow,  will  it  be 
with  you  if  you  believe  on  Jesus.  We 
know  little  about  the  other  side  of  the 
door,  but  what  we  know  is  enough.  The 
Master  will  be  waiting  for  us,  and  He  will 
not  fail  to  make  us  welcome." 

Then  the  old  doctor  departed,  but  he 
had  left  behind  him  something  more  heal- 
ing than  all  the  medicine  in  the  world. 
His  patient  now  faced  the  other  side  with- 
out fear. — Louise  Walker,  from  The  Sun- 
day School  Banner. 

A  Girl  Drunkard 

The  superintendent  of  the  New  York 
home  recently  related  the  story  of  her 
own  experience  in  rescue  work,  so  won- 
derful and  so  encouraging  to  wretched 
victims  of  sin,  that  it  ought  to  be  made 
public.  The  story  in  substantially  her  own 
language,   was  as  follows: 

"I   was   sent    for   one   morning,    many 
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years  ago,  by  one  of  the  judges  of  the 
court,  who  had  before  him  a  girl  sixteen 
years  of  age.  The  girl's  father  had  caused 
her  arrest  and  had  appealed  to  the  court 
to  sentence  her  to  some  home  as  an  in- 
corrigible. 

"The  history  of  the  girl  was  this:  At 
twelve  years  of  age  she  had  been  put  to 
service  in  the  dining  room  of  a  saloon  as 
a  waitress.  Her  duties  required  her  to 
serve  liquors,  and  she  acquired  a  passion 
for  drink  and  became  a  drunkard. 

"I  never  saw  a  human  being  that  loved 
liquor  as  she  did.  She  could  drink  down 
a  glass  of  clear  whiskey  with  the  greatest 
relish,  and  she  had  absolutely  no  control 
over  her  appetite.  At  sixteen  she  was  a 
confirmed  drunkard  and  street  walker. 
She  was  devoid  of  any  moral  principle 
and  had   a  perfectly  insane  temper. 

"The  judge  heard  the  case  and  sent- 
enced her  to  the  home  of  which  I  was  su- 
perintendent. When  she  learned  her  des- 
tiny, she  flew  into  an  uncontrollable  rage. 
She  screamed  and  fought  and  cursed  like 
a  demon.  She  had  to  be  taken  to  the  home 
by  main  force,  and  when  she  got  there, 
we  were  at  our  wit's  end  what  to  do  with 
her.  She  was  perfectly  lawless,  desperately 
ugly,  and  her  manner  was  more  like  a 
demon  than  a  human  being.  We  tried  all 
sorts  of  treatment  for  her;  we  tried  to 
win  her  love;  we  tried  to  reason  with  her; 
then  we  tried  punishing  her — in  fact,  we 
exhausted  our  resources,  all  to  no  purpose. 
For  three  years  that  girl  kept  our  home 
in  a  turmoil.  Nothing  we  could  do  had 
any  effect  on  her.  She  attended  our  gos- 
pel services,  but  to  all  appearances  they 
had  no  influence  over  her. 

"At  the  end  of  three  years  a  change 
came  over  her.  She  began  to  pray  and  to 
believe  in  God.  After  that  we  had  her 
under  control.  We  sent  her  out  to  service 
in  a  Christian  family  on  a  farm  in  a 
neighboring  state.  She  was  a  small  girl, 
not  very  strong,  but  she  took  hold  of  the 
heavy  work  of  a  servant's  place  in  a 
country  home  with  an  amazing  vim.  It 
seemed  as  if  she  couldn't  do  enough  for 
her  employers. 

"But  the  work  was  too  much  for  her, 
and  after  the  first  year  she  returned  to 
us  quite  worn  out  and  broken  down.  Then 
she  took  up  fancy  work  and  became  ex- 
pert. The  finest  kind  of  work  seemed  to 
come  perfectly  natural  to  her. 

"When  the  term  of  her  sentence  ex- 
pired, at  twenty-one  years  of  age,  she 
left  our  home  and  supported  herself  by 
doing  the  fancy  work  learned  in  the 
home.  She  was  then  one  of  the  most  lov- 
able, sweet-mannered,  kind-hearted,  gen- 
tle girls  that  I  ever  knew.  We  all  loved 
her,  and  she  used  to  come  and  instruct 
the  other  girls  in  fancy  work.  She  had 
grown  to  be  a  very  pertty  girl,  with 
a  fair  complexion  and  a   beautiful  face. 

A  young  man  out  of  an  excellent  fam- 


ily in  our  city  became  interested  in  her, 
and  finally  married  her,  and  took  her  to 
his  father's  home,  where  she  was  admit- 
ted on  equal  terms  with  the  other  sons 
and  daughters,  of  whom  there  were  sev- 
eral. She  became  a  favorite  with  them 
all,  and  the  father-in-law  speaks  of  her 
endearingly  as  his  "little  kid." 

"You  asked  me  if  I  knew  of  any  cases 
of  girls  rising  from  a  life  of  shame  to 
respectable  womanhood,  and  my  answer 
is  this  true  story  of  a  girl  who  is  now 
the  mother  of  a  dear  little  girl,  and  who 
is  one  of  the  loveliest  Christian  characters 
of  my  acquaintance:  It  is  one  of  the  many 
evidences  that  there  is  no  limit  to  the 
power  and  the  grace  of  God. 

"Jesus,  able  to  save  to  the  uttermost 
all  that  come  unto  God  by  Him.  What  a 
Refuge  the  Lord  is  to  every  sinner  who 
will  flee  to  Him  for  help." — Selected, 
Evangelistic  Echoes. 

HOW  FIRM  A  FOUNDATION 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
touch  of  hostility  in  his  tones.  "You  will 
not  be  expected  to  work  the  entire  day, 
of  course,  but  I  shall  expect  you  to  work 
on  your  shift — 8:30  to  11:30  in  the  morn- 
ing, then  from  6:30  to  9:30  in  the  even- 
ing one  Sunday  and  from  10:30  to  6:30 
the  next  and  so  on.  A  raise  of  four  dol- 
lars a  week  is  a  very  generous  one." 

"Oh,  it  is,  of  course,  most  generous," 
the  girl  said  hastily.  "But  I  always  attend 
church  on  Sunday — isn't  there  some  way 
we  could  change  the  house  so  that  I  might 
still  continue  to  do  so?" 

"But  none  of  the  other  girls  have 
made  complaint.  I  am  afraid  we  will  have 
to  leave  the  hours  just  as  they  are." 

"Then  I  am  afraid,  Mr.  Mullins,"  in 
spite  of  herself  Lynda  felt  her  voice 
tremble,  "that  I  will  be  compelled  to 
resign  my  position." 

"Oh,  you  have  religious  scruples."  The 
man's  face  hardened.  "But  be  careful  be- 
fore you  make  a  definite  decision,"  he 
admonished,  "positions  are  difficult  to 
obtain  and  I  have  arranged  the  hours  so 
that  those  of  you  who  wish  may  attend 
the  evening  services  every  other  week. 
Frankly,  you  are  one  of  our  best  sales- 
girls, and  the  company  would  hate  to  see 
you  go  but  we  cannot  disrupt  our  organi- 
zation on  your  account  alone.  Take  a  little 
more  time  to  think  the  situation  over. 
You  can  let  us  know  definitely  about 
your  decision  tomorrow." 

Lynda  found  herself  stumbling  out  of 
his  presence  on  leaden  feet.  There  had  been 
more  said,  but  afterward  she  could  not 
remember  what  it  was.  What  should  she 
do — what  should  she  do?  Despite  her 
words  to  her  employer,  could  she  afford 
to  resign?  Positions  were  difficult  to  find 
— could  she  manage  to  live  on  her  meager 
savings  until  she  had  located  another  po- 
sition?  Of   course,   she  could   always   go 


back  to  the  farm,  but  her  parents  and 
her  sisters  had  so  little — was  it  fair  to 
expect  them  to  share  it  with  her?  Then 
there  was  the  business  course  she  had  to 
pay  for.  Was  she  only  being  narrow- 
minded  and  too  rigidly  scrupulous  in  de- 
clining to  hold  a  position  which  ren- 
dered her  unable  to  attend  Sunday  church 
services? 

Bewildered  at  this  problem  which  had 
thunderbolted  to  her  out  of  a  clear  sky, 
she  wandered  back  to  the  shop  to  begin 
her  regular  duties.  Throughout  the  morn- 
ing the  question  kept  drumming  through 
her  brain,  "What  shall  I  do?  What  shall 
I  do?"  She  had  not  missed  a  church  serv- 
ice in  years.  Sunday  school  and  church 
work  gave  her  something  she  needed — 
something  she  would  find  it  difficult  to 
do  without.  They  were  spiritual  food  and 
drink  to  her. 

She  had  donned  her  hat  and  was  saun- 
tering down  the  extremely  windy  street 
toward  her  regular  five-and-ten  store 
lunchroom  when  a  bright  idea  came  to 
her.  Why,  of  course!  How  stupid  of  her 
not  to  have  thought  of  it  before!  The 
idea  offered  such  a  dazzling  relief  from 
worry  that  it  completely  blinded  her  for 
a  moment  to  its  other  aspects.  She  could 
keep  the  Betsy  Ross  Candy  Shoppe  posi- 
tion until  she  found  another,  then  she 
could  resign! 

But  no,  she  could  not  do  that,  she 
realized  with  a  sigh  after  a  short  period  of 
relief;  it  would  not  be  fair  to  tell  Mr. 
Mullins  she  would  keep  the  job  and  let 
him  go  to  the  trouble  of  teaching  her 
about  fountain  trade,  knowing  all  the 
time  that  she  was  quitting  as  soon  as  she 
could  get  another  position. 

She  was  standing  on  a  drafty  street 
corner  near  the  Medical  Arts  Building 
moodily  eyeing  a  red  street  light  and 
waiting  for  it  to  turn  green  when  the 
strong  wind  gave  even  a  more  vigorous 
puff  and  a  soft  something  struck  her  in 
the  back  with  a  decided  thud.  She  turned 
quickly  but  as  she  clutched  at  the  object 
it  eluded  her  and  sailed  on  down  the 
street. 

"It  belongs  to  that  old  lady  up  there 
in  the  dentist's  office,"  someone  said,  and 
then  she  saw  that  the  thing  which  had 
struck  her  was  a  funny  little  black  bon- 
net. 

"Poor  old  lady!"  she  thought  sympa- 
thetically, and  the  next  moment  found 
herself  rushing  down  the  street  in  pur- 
suit of  it.  The  playful  wind  tossed  it  here 
and  there.  It  eluded  her  again  and  again 
but  finally,  spent  and  breathless,  but  tri- 
umphant, she  caught  hold  of  it. 

"The  lady  says  to  wait — she  is  coming 
down  for  it,"  an  amused  observer  called 
to  her. 

"Thank  you."  Lynda  attempted  to 
speak  with  composure  but  with  the 
knowledge  of  flushed  cheeks,  tumbled 
hair  and  disheveled  clothes  she  was  feeling 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


extremely  embarrassed.  She  posted  herself 
at  the  entrance  of  the  Medical  Arts  Build- 
ing, curious  to  see  how  the  owner  looked 
and  who  she  was.  "Probably,"  she  decid- 
ed with  a  tender,  amused  glance  at  the 
little  bonnet  she  held,  "she  is  someone's 
old-fashioned  country  grandmother." 

She  had  not  long  to  wait.  Through  the 
huge  swinging  doors  came  a  tiny  old  lady 
whose  bared  head  was  a  mass  of  shining 
silver.  The  girl  started  toward  her,  then 
stopped  to  stare.  There  was  something 
about  her  face  that  was  distinctly  famil- 
iar. 

The  old  lady  caught  sight  of  the  bonnet 
in  Lynda's  hands  and  came  to  her.  "Are 
you  my  good  Samaritan?"  she  asked 
sweetly  in  tones  to  match  her  lovely 
hair,  and  then  Lynda  knew  her! 

She  recognized  Lynda  at  the  same  in- 
stant. "You  are  the  pretty  girl  who  dis- 
entangled me  from  Karan's  leash!"  she 
cried. 

Thoughts  of  the  coincidence  of  play- 
ing "good  Samaritan"  twice  to  the  same 
person  helped  Lynda  through  the  remain- 
der of  the  day  but  when  she  opened  the 
door  of  her  room  that  night  "How  Firm 
a  Foundation"  met  her  eye  and  all  her 
troubles  seemed  to  come  tumbling  about 
her  head.  Dashing  in,  she  deliberately 
turned  the  motto's  face  to  the  wall.  How 
firm  a  foundation  indeed!  From  the  first 
she  had  given  her  very  best  efforts  to  the 
shop,  but  soon,  perhaps,  she  would  no 
longer  have  a  position  there. 

Her  thoughts  were  bitter  as  she  me- 
thodically cleansed  her  face  and  brushed 
her  hair,  but  the  back  of  the  motto  gave 
her  a  feeling  akin  to  uneasiness.  It  had 
somehow  meant  such  a  lot  to  her  and  now 
it  seemed  so  humble,  so  meek.  She  un- 
dressed with  face  averted,  but  once  in  bed 
she  tossed  and  tumbled  about,  her  eyes 
involuntarily  straining  through  the  dark- 
ness to  catch  its  outlines.  It  had  grown  so 
familiar.  A  sense  of  shame  and  guilt  stole 
over  her.  She  began  to  feel  as  if  she  were 
snubbing  an  old  friend.  Silently,  deliber- 
ately, she  got  up  from  bed,  padded  across 
the  room  and  turned  the  motto  about. 
The  fact  that  she  might  not  hold  her 
position  at  the  shop  was  no  reflection  on 
her  solid  foundation  as  a  conscientious 
sales-person.  If  she  left,  she  would  leave 
of  her  own  free  will.  If  she  left — if  she 
left — but  how  could  she  leave? 

"How  firm  a  foundation,"  she  began 
to  whisper,  "a  financial  foundation,  a 
physical  foundation,  a  mental  foundation, 
a  moral  foundation,  a  spiritual — "  She 
straightened  abruptly,  a  decision  made  in 
a  flash.  Why,  that  was  the  ideal  reason 
she  could  and  would  leave!  Through  the 
span  of  her  years  she  had  built  what  she 
had  purposed  as  a  solid  foundation  for 
her  spiritual  well-being — she  must  not 
let  this  foundation  crumble  for  lack  of 
care  but  must  be  diligent  in  building  it 


even  more  solidly — 

"I'm  sorry,  Mr.  Mullins,"  as  she  drift- 
ed off  to  sleep  she  found  herself  rehears- 
ing what  she  must  say  to  her  employer, 
"but  I  cannot  work  my  shift  on  Sunday. 
There  is  in  a  corner  of  my  heart  a  small 
plant  called  'reverence'  and  it  needs  wa- 
tering about  once  a  week — " 

For  a  few  days  after  she  told  her  em- 
ployer of  her  decision  she  worked  on  as 
usual,  but  at  the  beginning  of  the  second 
week  a  blond  girl  with  an  impertinent 
twist  to  her  speech  came  in  to  be  taught 
the  art  of  being  a  successful  salesgirl. 
Lynda  endeavored  to  be  cheerful  about  it 
all  but  a  quaky  feeling  gathered  around 
her  heart  when  she  thought  of  the  future. 
Every  available  daylight  moment  she 
spent  walking  the  streets  in  search  of  an- 
other position  but  nowhere  did  she  meet 
success.  She  even  began  to  scrimp  on 
lunches  so  that  she  might  have  a  little 
more  to  meet  her  needs  when  the  Candy 
Shoppe  position  was  a  thing  of  the  past. 
They  had  never  been  substantial  and  now 
they  were  not  even  adequate.  She  was 
sometimes  embarrassed  in  walking  down 
the  street  to  find  herself  impelled  to  stop 
before  the  window  of  a  cafeteria  and  gaze 
at   the  delicious  food  inside. 

She  was  obeying  just  such  an  urge  one 
day  when  a  beautifully  dressed  young 
woman  strolled  casually  by,  then  turned 
sharply  to  stare  at  her.  Oblivious  to  the 
interest  she  had  aroused  Lynda  still  con- 
tinued to  gaze  hungrily  into  the  window. 
Only  the  slight  tap  on  her  arm  brought 
her  out  of  her  absorption. 

"Pardon  me,"  the  beautifully  dressed 
young  woman  had  returned  to  ask,  "but 
aren't  you  Miss  Collins,  Lynda  Collins?" 

Lynda  blinked  uncertainly.  How  had 
she  known  her  name?  But  somehow  the 
girl's  face  brought  a  vague  remembrance. 
"Why — yes — "  she  stammered,  "but 
really — I — " 

"I  am  Gloria  Hunter,"  the  girl  went  on 
quickly.  "You  have  been  very  kind  to 
my  mother,  Mrs.  Anderson  Hunter,  at 
various  times,  and  she  has  been  anxious 
to  find  you.  You  only  gave  her  your  name 
the  other  day  when  you  were  sweet 
enough  to  give  chase  to  her  absurd  little 
bonnet  and  we  have  been  searching  every- 
where for  you.  I  believe  you  told  her 
something  about  losing  your  position — ?" 

As  she  mentioned  the  name  of  her 
mother  Lynda  stared  in  amazement.  Mrs. 
Anderson  Hunter!  Why,  that  was  the 
name  of  the  owner  of  a  number  of  the 
city's  skyscrapers!  She  was  reputed  to  be 
worth  millions.  So  the  shabby  little  old 
lady  she  had  tried  to  aid  was  the  wealthy 
Mrs.  Hunter!  And  this  was  the  daughter 
whom  she  had  seen  before.  "Yes,  tomor- 
row is  my  last  day  in  my  present  posi- 
tion," she  acknowledged. 

"Then  how  fortunate  for  us!"  She  was 
still   more   astounded   to   hear   the   other 


girl  cry,  "Mother  has  set  her  heart  on 
having  you  as  a  companion — " 

"A  companion!"  Her  heart  leaped  into 
her  throat.  Could  it  be  possible  that  she 
was  hearing  aright?  "But  what  does  she 
know  about  me?  How  does  she  know  that 
I  will  be  suitable — that  she  will  like  me?" 

"Oh,"  with  a  smile,  "she  says  that  any- 
one who  tries  as  hard  as  you  to  be  of  as- 
sistance to  utter  strangers  would  surely  be 
a  wonderful  person  to  have  around  at  all 
times.  She  wants  to  employ  you  to  go 
about  with  her  everywhere  and  look 
after  her,  and  is  willing  to  pay  a 
very  reasonable  salary.  She  is  quite  an 
eccentric  little  person  you  will  find,  but 
oh,  such  a  dear.  You  won't  regret — " 

There  was  more  to  follow  but  Lynda 
was  in  such  a  daze  of  happiness  she  could 
hardly  comprehend.  That  night  her  motto 
wore  a  lovely  blue  and  silver  frame. 

Why  I  Know  the  Bible  Is  the  Word 
of  God 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
ture  holds  no  veil"? 

We  have  mentioned  only  a  few  out  of 
the  many  prophecies  relating  to  the  Gen- 
tile nations  of  the  world.  Now  look  at 
a  few  concerning  the  Jews  and  the  land 
that  God  once  gave  them,  and  has  prom- 
ised shall  be  theirs  again  some  day.  If 
there  could  be  any  more  overwhelming 
proof  that  this  Book  is  the  very  Word  of 
God  you  will  find  it  in  these  predictions. 

When  Frederick  the  Great  asked  his 
court  chaplain  to  prove  in  three  words 
that  the  Bible  was  a  book  inspired  of 
God,  the  chaplain  replied,  "Sire,  the 
Jews." 

Take  the  land  of  Palestine — a  veritable 
commentary  on  the  assurance  that  heaven 
and  earth  shall  pass  away  but  that  the 
Word  of  the  Lord  endureth  forever. 
Thousands  of  years  ago  God  said  concern- 
ing Israel,  if  she  continued  in  disobedi- 
ence, "I  will  bring  the  land  into  desola- 
tion and  you  will  I  scatter  among  the  na- 
tions," Lev.  26. 

And  what  has  Israel  done  but  stubborn- 
ly resisted  the  will  of  God  from  that  day 
until  now,  and  therefore  if  this  prophecy 
was  ever  to  be  fulfilled  it  ought  to  be 
now.  And  what  a  sight  has  this  land, 
once  flowing  with  milk  and  honey,  pre- 
sented for  all  these  centuries!  Dean  Stan- 
ley says,  "Above  all  other  countries  in 
the  world  it  is  the  land  of  ruins." 

The  details  are  too  many  to  mention. 
Speaking  of  a  certain  district  Mark 
Twain  says,  "There  is  not  a  solitary  vil- 
lage throughout  its  whole  extent,"  and 
after  quoting  the  prophecy  just  men- 
tioned, Mark  Twain  says,  "No  man  can 
stand  here  by  deserted  Ain  Mellahah  and 
say  the  prophecy  has  not  been  fulfilled." 

Concerning  the  city  of  Bethel,  Amos 
3  says,  "Bethel  shall  come  to  nought." 
In  the  day  of  Josephus  it  was  still  a  city; 
in  Jerome's  time  it  was  but  a  hamlet  and 
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now  for  centuries  later  travellers  have 
passed  over  the  site  without  remark.  The 
Bethel  that  once  was  has  been  completely 
erased  from  the  map. 

Micah  prophesied  the  same  thing  of  Sa- 
maria. Micah  1,  "And  it  became  a  heap 
of  the  field;  its  stones  were  poured  down 
and  its  very  foundations  were  laid  bare, 
even  as  God  through  His  prophet  said 
would  be  the  case." 

Jesus  Christ  Himself  said  of  Caper- 
naum, "And  thou,  Capernaum,  shalt  go 
down  unto  Hades."  Capernaum  was  still 
a  city  as  late  as  800  years  after  Christ's 
time,  but  it  has  now  gone  down  as  Christ 
said  it  would  and  today,  as  Urquhart 
says,  "Men  are  able  to  point  with  abso- 
lute certainty  even  to  its  grave." 

And  then  read  those  remarkable 
prophesies  about  the  city  of  Jerusalem. 
You  who  have  gone  as  tourists  to  the  Holy 
Land  stand  up  now  and  tell  us  whether 
or  no  this  Book  has  proven  itself  to  be 
the  very  Word  of  God. 

Among  other  things  tell  us,  you  who 
have  been  there,  whether  the  temple  is 
still  standing;  the  temple  of  which  Christ 
said,  "Not  one  stone  shall  be  left  upon  an- 
other," and  concerning  which  the  Roman 
conqueror  in  his  siege  of  Jerusalem  com- 
manded that  it  should  be  spared.  Tell  us 
why  it  was  burned  and  its  blackened 
walls  thrown  down  in  defiance  of  the 
express  command  of  Titus  that  it  be 
spared. 

(To  be  continued) 

Child    Evangelism 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
regenerated,  as  an  adult."  I  was  a  great 
admirer  of  Spurgeon,  but  I  thought  he 
was  utterly  wrong  about  this  matter. 
The  statement,  however,  troubled  my 
conscience.  I  did  not  have  faith  to  think 
in  terms  of  five-year-old  children,  but  I 
saw  that  if  it  was  true  that  children  of 
nine  or  ten  could  believe  and  be  regen- 
erated, a  wonderful  door  of  opportunity 
was  open  for  evangelism. 

I  determined  to  make  an  experiment — 
I  can  call  it  nothing  else.  I  decided  to 
endeavor  to  lead  several  children  to 
Christ,  secretly,  and  to  watch  their  lives 
carefully  to  see  whether  there  was  any 
evidence  that  they  were  born  again.  You 
will  know  that  my  faith  was  very  weak, 
for  I  had  children  of  my' own,  but  I  did 
not  experiment  with  them.  Neither  did  I 
approach  the  children  of  the  members  of 
my  church.  As  I  look  back  now  upon  the 
incident,  it  seems  that  I  thought  I  would 
try  those  that  would  not  be  hurt  if  the 
experiment  failed! 

We  had  a  small  church  and  a  large 
Sunday  school,  and  many  children  attend- 
ed Sunday  school  from  non-Christian 
homes.  Among  others  were  two  little  girls, 
nine  and  eleven  years  of  age,  whose  father 
was  an  infidel,  and  whose  mother  had  not 
attended  church  in  the  nine  years  that  I 


had  known  her.  I  had  called  in  the  home 
repeatedly,  but  had  seemed  to  make  no 
impression  with  the  adults,  although  I 
did  get  the  children  into  the  Sunday 
school.  These  two  little  girls  I  led  to 
Christ  on  the  ground  of  grace,  dealing 
with  them  privately,  and  telling  them  to 
tell  no  one  about  it.  (You  would  not  call 
this  method  one  of  sound  evangelism, 
would  you?) 

About  three  months  later,  several 
churches,  including  my  own,  joined  in  a 
union  evangelistic  meeting.  The  first 
night  of  these  special  meetings,  the  moth- 
er of  these  two  little  girls  attended.  She 
came  every  night,  and  when  the  first  in- 
vitation was  given,  she  was  the  first  one 
to  accept  Christ.  I  was  deeply  interested 
to  know  what  had  influenced  this  woman 
to  attend  the  meeting  and  to  accept 
Christ.  When  I  put  the  question  to  her, 
she  said,  "It  was  the  changed  lives  of  my 
two  little  girls  that  made  me  see  my  own 
need." 

How  richly  God  had  blessed  my  small 
and  wavering  faith!  After  seeing  this  evi- 
dence of  His  working,  how  could  I  doubt 
any  more  that  a  child  truly  could  be  re- 
generated? 

I  began  at  once  to  lead  children  to 
Christ,  singly  and  in  groups  wherever 
there  was  an  opportunity.  Where  there 
was  no  opportunity  apparent,  I  endea- 
vored to  make  one.  I  sought  to  interest 
my  adult  Bible  classes  in  child  evangelism, 
for  I  felt  that  the  Lord  was  calling  us  to 
evangelize  the  nonchurched  children. 
Three  teachers  were  employed,  and  week- 
day Bible  classes  for  children  were  begun 
with  a  view  to  evangelizing  every  child  in 
that  vicinity.  The  work  grew,  and  in  time 
there  were  hundreds  of  classes,  with 
thousands  of  children  being  won  for 
Christ.  It  was  my  privilege  to  lead  com- 
paratively few  of  these  boys  and  girls  to 
the  Savior  through  my  personal  dealing 
with  them,  but  thousands  were  won  for 
the  Lord  by  the  teachers  whom  I  had  the 
joy  of   training   for   this   task. 

Thirteen  years  have  passed  since  those 
first  classes  were  started.  I  recently  have 
visited  the  cities  where  they  were  held. 
Wherever  I  have  gone,  I  have  met  or 
heard  of  young  people  who  were  led  to 
Christ  as  little  children,  ten  or  thirteen 
years  ago,  who  gave  unmistakable  evi- 
dence then  of  being  regenerated,  and  who 
have  remained  faithful  to  Christ  through 
the  years  that  have  followed.  Many  of 
these  young  people  are  now  in  training 
for  full-time  Christian  work.  Every 
teacher  who  taught  in  those  early  classes, 
so  far  as  I  know,  still  believes  thoroughly 
in  the  evangelization  of  the  children — 
the  conviction  having  been  deepened 
through  the  accumulated  evidence  of 
years  of  experience  in  this  work. 

The  Word  of  God,  which  promises  re- 
generation to  those  who  receive  Christ, 
does  not  limit  the  promise  to  adults.  Sal- 
vation is  for  "whosoever,"  and  we  limit 


the  scope  of  the  promise  if  we  do  not 
apply  it  to  children:  "For  God  so  loved 
the  world,  that  he  gave  his  only  begotten 
Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  in  him 
should  not  perish,  but  have  everlasting 
life,"   John    3:16. — The   Kind's   Business. 

God's  Way  of   Escape 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
ferent,  but  it  is  just  exactly  what     God 
does. 

The  Apostle  Paul  prayed  thrice  for  a 
thorn  to  be  removed.  How  we  would  like 
to  have  the  hard  things  removed!  How 
we  do  dislike  the  pricking  of  thorns! 
How  was  Paul  delivered?  Did  God  take 
that  thorn  away  for  the  Apostle  Paul? 
No,  but  He  said  unto  him,  "My  grace 
is  sufficient  for  thee:  for  my  strength  is 
made  perfect  in  weakness."  "But  will 
with  the  temptation  also  make  a  way  to 
escape,  that  ye  may  be  able  to  bear  it." 
How  much  easier  Paul  could  now  bear 
that  thorn.  He  said,  "Most  gladly  there- 
fore will  I  rather  glory  in  my  infirmi- 
ties, that  the  power  of  Christ  may  rest 
upon  me."  Yes,  most  gladly  we  bear  ev- 
erything just  as  it  comes  when  He  makes 
a  way  to  escape  that  we  may  be  able  to 
bear  it.  His  way  of  escape  is  that  we  may 
be  able  to  bear  it. 

God  does  not  keep  us  away  from  trial 
and  temptation  but  allows  us  to  be 
tempted  and  tried  to  prove  His  way  of 
escape  right  in  the  midst  of  it.  Look  at 
the  three  Hebrew  lads — thrown  into  the 
midst  of  the  burning,  fiery  furnace. 
Where  would  be  their  way  of  escape  from 
that  burning,  fiery  furnace?  The  furnace 
was  heated  even  seven  times  hotter  than 
usual,  but  when  the  king  looked  into 
that  furnace,  what  did  he  see?  He  said, 
"Did  not  we  cast  three  men  bound  into 
the  midst  of  the  fire?::"':"  *  Lo,  I  see  four 
men  loose,  walking  in  the  midst  of  the 
fire  and  they  have  no  hurt;  and  the  form 
cf  the  fourth  is  like  the  Son  of  God." 
God's  way  of  deliverance  for  them  was 
right  in  the  midst  of  the  fire.  There  was 
no  harm  done  to  them.  The  only  thing 
which  burned  was  the  cords  with  which 
they  had  been  bound.  Yes,  praise  God, 
they  were  loose  and  were  walking  right 
in  the  midst  of  the  fire  and  the  Son  of 
God  was  with  them.  "But  will  with  the 
temptation  also  make  a  way  of  escape, 
that  we  may  be  able  to  bear  it."  It  is 
easy  enough  to  bear  it  if  we  but  realize 
the  Son  of  God  is  with  us  and  surely  He 
is.  They  came  out  of  that  fire  without 
even  the  smell  of  smoke  on  them.  That  is 
just  the  way  God  does  when  He  gives 
strength  to  bear  it.  No  one  need  know  we 
have  been  in  the  furnace  and  they  do  not 
need  to  smell  smoke  on  us.  If  anything, 
they  will  see  more  of  the  glory  shining 
from  our  faces. 

How  about  Daniel  in  the  lions'  den? 
Was  there  a  way  of  escape  for  him?  Did 
God  prevent  him  from  going  into  that 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


den  of  ravenous  lions?  No,  not  in  the 
least,  but  He  proved  His  power  by  let- 
ting Daniel  be  thrown  into  the  lions'  den 
and  shutting  the  lions'  mouths.  They  did 
not  hurt  Daniel  in  the  least,  but  it 
bothered  the  king  and  he  did  not  sleep 
the  whole  night.  He  arose  early  in  the 
morning  and  went  in  haste  to  the  den  of 
lions  and  cried  with  a  loud  voice  and 
said,  "O  Daniel,  servant  of  the  living 
God,  is  thy  God,  whom  thou  servest  con- 
tinually, able  to  deliver  thee  from  the 
lions?"  And  what  did  Daniel  answer? 
"O  king,  live  for  ever.  My  God  hath  sent 
his  angel,  and  hath  shut  the  lions'  mouths, 
that  they  have  not  hurt  me."  God's  way 
of  escape  for  Daniel  was  that  he  was  able 
to  bear  it.  Then  the  king  was  exceedingly 
glad  and  when  he  was  brought  up  there 
was  no  manner  of  hurt  found  upon  him. 
Surely  not.  When  God  gives  a  way  of  es- 
cape that  we  may  be  able  to  bear  it  there 
will  not  be  found  any  manner  of  hurt 
upon  us. 

"Because  he  believed  in  his  God."  Think 
of  it,  dear  one,  you  may  not  be  called  on 
to  be  cast  into  the  midst  of  the  burning, 
fiery  furnace  and  you  may  not  be  called 
on  to  be  cast  into  the  den  of  lions  as  was 
Daniel,  literally,  but  God  has  a  way  of 
escape  for  you  right  in  the  midst  of  the 
severest  trial  or  test  which  you  may  be 
going  through  right  at  this  moment. 
Nothing  can  hurt  you,  nothing  is  too 
hard  for  you  to  bear  if  you  but  believe 
God  and  prove  His  faithfulness — not  in 
sparing  you  from  the  furnace  or  the  den 
of  lions  or  the  thorn  in  the  flesh,  but 
His  love  and  faithfulness  in  permitting 
it  to  come  and  providing  a  way  of  es- 
cape for  you  that  you  might  be  able  to 
bear  it.  You  will  come  forth  through  it 
all  with  a  shining  face  and  an  indomit- 
able faith  that  all  the  demons  of  hell 
shall  never  cause  to  waver,  and  you  will 
never  in  this  life  nor  in  the  life  to  come 
cease  praising  God  for  His  way  of  escape 
that  you  might  be  able  to  bear  it.  Praise 
His  name. — A.  E.  Mills,  in  Gospel  Her- 
ald. 

Giving    Up    Our   Own   Way 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

obey  this  lesson.  One  day  Claire  was 
jumping  from  the  steps  of  the  porch.  Each 
time  she  jumped  from  a  higher  step. 
Little  Mac,  her  sister,  wanted  to  do  what 
Claire  did.  Claire  told  her  to  stay  on  the 
lower  steps,  but  Mae  would  do  as  sister 
Claire  did,  and  she  jumped  from  a  high 
step  and  had  a  bad  fall.  When  mother 
talked  with  Claire  about  it,  Claire  said, 
"I  told  her  she  mustn't  do  it."  Mother 
told  her  that  the  only  safe  way  was  not 
to  do  things  that  are  not  good  for  little 
tots  to  do.  Some  time  after  this  Claire 
was  out  walking  with  Mae.  The  neighbor 
boys  asked  Claire  if  she  could  jump 
across  a  puddle  in  the  road.  "Yes,  I  can," 


said  Claire,  "but  I  will  not  do  it,  for  if 
I  do  it,  little  Mae  will  try  it  too  and  hurt 
herself.  I  will  not  do  anything  that  will 
hurt  my  little  sister."  That  was  a  lov- 
ing and  kind  thing  for  Claire  to  do.  So 
you  should  live  this  lesson  by  never  doing 
anything  that  will  lead  another  into 
wrong  or  harm. 

THE  VISION 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
and  more  of  his  time  and  thoughts.  Shera 
with  her  dancing  blue  eyes,  her  cold  in- 
difference to  the  Faith  that  Rodney  had 
once  known  and  loved.  Shera,  who  was 
another  link  in  the  long  chain  of  things 
that  had  been  forged  by  the  enemy  of 
Faith  to  enslave  him.  Doubt  had  first 
come  when  he  was  in  the  university, 
where  he  had  studied  four  years  prior  to 
his  enrollment  in  the  conservatory.  There, 
unbelieving  professors,  barricaded  behind 
glass-topped  desks,  had  sprayed  their  poi- 
son gas  over  the  classrooms,  presenting 
to  Rodney  and  to  his  classmates  an  en- 
tirely new  God,  one  who  was  ethereally 
impersonal  and  impotent.  No  man  was 
lost  except  as  he  was  astray  from  his 
better  self.  There  was  a  better  self  in 
every  man,  the  professors  said,  a  self  that 
was  struggling  upward  in  the  long  evolu- 
tionary trail  toward  God — or  toward  some 
kind  of  goal  that  men  called  God. 

At  first,  Rodney  had  been  immune. 
Childhood  training  had  been  a  wall  about 
him  that  was  impervious  to  the  virus  of 
"heathenism,"  as  his  mother  had  called  it. 
"Modernism"  it  was  dubbed  by  Bible  be- 
lievers. There  was  no  music  in  Modern- 
ism, for  there  was  no  Keynote,  no  Lord 
Jesus  Christ — and  there  was  no  Keynote 
in  the  weird  music  in  Rodney's  breast 
tonight. 

Grimly  he  faced  the  bewildering  fact: 
He  had  become  an  unbeliever.  He  had  lost 
the  once-precious  consciousness  of  God — 
the  One  who  had  promised,  "Lo,  I  am 
with  you  alway,  even  unto  the  end  of 
the  age,"  had  left  him — Or  have  I  left 
HIM!  There  was  a  command  attached  to 
that  promise,  and  that  was:  "Go  ye  into 
all  the  world  and  preach  the  gospel  to 
every  creature."  And  he  had  not  gone. 
He  was  not  going  because  he  had  no 
gospel  to  preach. 

He  knew  he  was  not  an  atheist,  for  he 
did  not  deny  the  existence  of  God;  nor 
was  he  an  agnostic  to  deny  that  it  was 
possible  to  know  Him;  but  he,  Rodney 
Deland,  had  lost  Him. 

Oh,  I  wish  I  could  believe  again!  Where 
are  you,  God?  Where  are  you! — Where 
am  1?  What  is  this  terrible  thing  that  has 
happened  to  me? 

The  song  within  the  man  on  the  rock 
droned  gloomily  on.  Across  the  river  in 
the  rushes  a  bullfrog  bellowed  a  dismal 
accompaniment  to  his  thoughts:  The 
Christian  scriptures  were  only  man's  best 
literary  expression  of  his  search  for  God, 


not  the  medium  of  communication  of 
His  will  and  of  Himself  to  man.  The 
story  of  the  coming  of  the  Son  to  seek  and 
to  save  that  which  was  lost,  had  become 
to  the  man  on  the  rock — the  man  who 
had  fallen  from  the  Rock — the  story  of 
a  good  man,  a  perfect  Teacher,  who  had 
died  as  a  martyr  for  His  cause,  and  not  as 
was  claimed  by  others,  a  Savior  sent  from 
God.  .  . 

Rodney  turned,  sat  tense.  He  had  heard 
the  snap  of  a  twig,  a  loosened  pebble 
slithering  down  the  bank  and  splashing 
into  the  stream  below.  It  was  his  mother 
coming,  his  always-neat,  always-beautiful, 
always-understanding  little  mother.  His 
believing  mother. 

He  sprang  to  his  feet,  embarrassed  by 
the  nakedness  of  his  thoughts.  Gay  little, 
gray  little  mother!  She  was  as  beautiful 
as  ever,  there  under  the  moon.  To  reveal 
to  her  his  unbelief  would  be  cruelty  of 
the  worst  kind. 

"It's  getting  cool,"  she  said.  "I  thought 
you  might  need  your  sweater." 

He  took,  her  hand,  and  a  moment  later 
she  was  standing  beside  him  on  the  rock, 
her  arm  linked  through  his.  So  many 
times  throughout  the  years  they  had  done 
this,  watching  and  listening  to  the  night, 
God's  night.  God's  recording  of  His  love 
and  grace,  of  His  own  love  and  beauty 
and  harmony.  God  must  have  loved  trees 
and  flowers  and  the  wild  things  that 
grew,  the  flash  of  fireflies  in  the  willows, 
the  singing  of  little  rivers,  the  love  of  a 
mother  for  her  son. 

Softly  she  quoted  to  him  from  the 
Book:  "Day  unto  day  uttereth  speech, 
and  night  unto  night  sheweth  knowl- 
edge." 

He  put  his  strong  arm  around  her  and 
drew  her  closer  to  him.  She  was  a  precious 
little  mother.  He  would  not  hurt  her  for 
all  the  world,  for  all  the  wealth  of  the 
universe.  Yet  there  was  in  his  breast  to- 
night a  coiled  serpent  that  would,  if  it 
could,  strike  a  deathblow  to  her  joy. 

In  that  moment  he  knew  he  could  not 
tell  her,  for  the  strange  unbelief  that  had 
come  to  master  all  his  thinking,  seemed 
utterly  unworthy  in  her  presence.  Shera, 
too,  with  her  fragile  beauty,  her  ambi- 
tions for  his  worldly  glory,  was  like  a 
beautiful  weed  growing  in  a  lovely  flower 
garden,  but  a  weed  nevertheless.  He  knew 
now  that  it  was  Shera's  own  love  of  the 
beautiful  that  had  attracted  him  to  her 
from  the  first. 

His  mother  held  the  sweater  she  had 
brought,  while  she  slipped  his  arms  into  it. 

"As  thoughtful  as  ever,  aren't  you?" 
he  said   appreciatively. 

"Only  a  mother's  love  for  her  boy  who 
is  going  away  tomorrow  to  be  gone  a 
long  time,"  she  said. 

"I'll   be  home   for  Christmas." 

They  stood  and  talked  and  watched  the 
river  and  the  saucered  moon.  He  knew 
she   was   waiting   for   the   moment   when 
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she  could  talk  to  him  of  the  thing  nearest 
to  her  heart.  At  length  the  moment  ar- 
rived. 

"I  visited  your  father's  grave  today, 
Rodney.  The  grass  had  grown  high  and  a 
part  of  the  verse  was  hidden — "  She 
stopped  so  suddenly  that  he  wondered  if 
she  had  felt  the  tremor  that  ran  through 
him.  Did  she  know  his  thoughts?  That  the 
grass  of  unbelief  had  hidden  from  his 
heart's  vision  the  song  that  only  the  re- 
deemed can  sing — "Unto  him  that  loved 
us  and  washed  us  from  our  sins  in  his  own 
blood"? 

He  would  have  tried  to  change  the 
subject  but  he  saw  her  face  in  the  moon- 
light and  instead  he  waited  for  her  to 
say  more.  He  did  not  have  long  to  wait. 
"It  is  only  when  one  has  loved,  and 
lost,  that  he  knows  how  deeply  he  has 
loved,"  she  said,  and  there  was  a  little 
catch  in  her  voice.  "Ours  was  a  beautiful 
love,  Rodney."  He  knew  she  was  thinking 
more  of  him  than  of  herself,  that  she  was 
opening  the  door  to  his  own  thoughts. 

"Naturally,"  she  went  on,  "there  were 
little  frictions,  as  there  must  be  when  two 
imperfect  personalities  live  together,  but 
God  uses  frictions  to  polish  personality, 
to  make  it  shine  so  we  may  mirror  His 
image  to  others." 

His  hand  found  a  pebble  and  he  tossed 
it  at  the  mirrored  moon  in  the  smooth 
water  above  the  riffle.  He  watched  the 
new  waves  distort  the  moon's  image. 
Neither  of  them  spoke  until  the  water 
was  quiet  again  and  the  moon  was  mir- 
rored as  perfectly  as  before. 

He  seated  her  beside  him  on  the  bench 
and  for  a  moment  held  her  hand  in  his. 
It  was  a  mother's  hand.  It  revealed  in  its 
touch  the  story  of  a  life  of  work  and 
care  which  was  the  lot  of  a  true  mother. 
Her  hands  were  not  like  Shera's  that  were 
soft  and  dainty,  the  tips  of  each  finger  on 
Shera's  left  hand  slightly  calloused  from 
pressing  on  her  violin  strings.  He  had 
held  that  left  hand  once  momentarily, 
when  in  a  playful  mood  she  had  extended 
it  to  him  and  complained  petulantly,  "See 
my  poor,  work-worn  fingers?"  Playfully 
he  had  touched  each  calloused  fingertip 
with  a  corresponding  finger  on  his  own 
right  hand.  On  that  night,  he  recalled 
now,  he  had  thought  of  his  mother,  and 
in  his  thoughts  she  had  warned  him  with 
her  eyes,  saying,  "Be  careful,  Rodney.  Be 
very  sure  before  you  are  serious.  You  are 
to  be  an  ambassador  for  Christ,  and  she 
must  be  that,  too." 

Rodney's  thoughts  telescoped  Shera  to 
his  side,  and  he  placed  her  on  the  stone 
bench  to  his  left,  and  measured  her  per- 
sonality and  her  worth  with  that  of  his 
all-gold  little  mother  on  the  other  side. 
He  was  the  fulcrum  of  the  scale  that 
weighed  them  both.  The  one,  in  spite  of 
culture  and  charming  personality,  was 
weighed  .  n  the  balances  and  found  want- 
ing; the  other  was  as  gold  tried  in  the  fire 


of  which  he  himself  had  been  a  part,  and 
was  still   all  gold. 

Again  the  mother  spoke,  VI  t  is  the 
privilege  of  mothers,  is  it  not,  to  give  ad- 
vice to  sons  without  being  asked  for  it? 
So,  if  I  may — " 

She  stopped  abruptly  and  gestured  to- 
ward the  river  where  a  muskrat  plowed  a 
triangular  trail  of  silver  all  the  way  across 
to  the  other  side. 

She  was  looking  at  the  stars  a  little 
later  when  she  said, — and  they  were  the 
same  stars  that  Abram  saw — "In  another 
year,  you  will  be  through  school  and 
ready  for  your  great  work." 

He  felt  as  he  thought  Mary  must  have 
felt  that  morning  at  the  resurrection 
tomb,  when  she  sobbed,  "They  have  taken 
away  my  Lord  and  I  know  not  where  they 
have  laid  him!"  His  Lord,  too,  was  gone, 
and  he  knew  not  where.  .  . 

His  thoughts  came  back  to  the  words 
his  mother  was  saying,  "Whatever  you  do, 
Rodney-boy,  do  not  allow  yourself  to 
fall  in  love  with  any  girl  who  does  not 
love  our  Lord,  no  matter  how  lovely  or 
attractive  she  may  be  to  you,  for  her  very 
loveliness  will  entice  you  away  from  your 
Lord  and  from  the  life  work  for  which 
He  has  called  and  equipped  you."  It  was 
natural  that  they  should  discuss  his 
"work"  for  they  had  done  so  many  times 
before,  and  it  had  always  been  a  happy 
theme   for   him. 

She  was  speaking  earnestly  now,  "Never 
lose  the  vision,  Rodney,  of  a  lost  world, 
perishing  without  Christ.  Never  forget 
that  His  only  way  of  reaching  and  saving 
the  lost  is  through  the  preaching  of  the 
gospel  to  them.  And  next  to  the  actual 
preaching  of  the  Word,  is  the  singing  of 
the  Word.  There  is  nothing  that  can  take 
the  place  of  Spirit-filled  singing. 

"I  have  seen  your  father  rise  at  the 
close  of  a  meeting  that  had  otherwise  been 
fruitless,  and  by  the  power  of  his  voice, 
move  the  audience  to  tears,  and  the  in- 
quiry room  was  quickly  filled  with  re- 
pentant sinners  seeking  the  Lord.  Oh,  I 
know  it  was  not  his  power  or  personality 
or  his  voice  alone,  that  brought  these 
souls  to  Christ,  but  the  power  of  the  risen 
Christ  using  a  Spirit-filled  man,  chosen 
by  Him  for  the  purpose. 

"There  is  one  thing  your  father  used 
to  say,  Rodney,  which  I  hope  will  always 
be  a  part  of  your  heart's  philosophy,  and 
that  is,  God  never  saves  souls  mechani- 
cally. He  used  men,  chosen  by  Himself, 
as  the  vehicle  for  His  truth,  and  when 
those  men  are  Spirit-filled  and  trained, 
His  work  prospers.  .  .  " 

The  muskrat,  having  finished  its  errand 
on  the  other  side  of  the  river,  plowed  its 
way  back  again,  while  the  little  riffle 
below  shimmered  on,  and  Rodney  wished 
desperately  that  he  could  believe  as  his 
mother  believed,  wished  he  had  been 
wiser  in  his  choice  of  a  college,  and  that 
he  had  not  become  entansled  in  Shera's 


web,  wished  vainly  that  he  could  disgorge 
the  heathenish  philosophies  that  now  had 
been  digested  and  become  a  very  part  of 
himself. 

"Now,  Rodney,  as  never  before,  when 
the  spirit  of  war  is  upon  the  world,  the 
church  needs  to  awaken,  ministers  need 
to  stir  themselves  out  of  their  lethargy 
and  begin  to  preach  with  apostolic  power 
and  vision,  and  always  there  must  be 
music,  the  very  best  music — and  that  re- 
minds me,  there  was  a  letter — I — it  was 
the  last  letter  your  father  wrote  me  be- 
fore—  You  know  he  had  been  away  in  a 
series  of  gospel  meetings,  leaving  me  alone 
with  you  and — Norda.  Today,  I  was  re- 
reading some  of  those  old  letters,  and  I — 
I  thought  maybe  you'd  like  to  read  the 
last  one,  so  I  brought  it  with  me.  Here  it 
is!" 

She  was  seldom  emotional,  but  she  was 
on  the  verge  of  tears  now.  He  was 
strangely  stirred.  He  looked  at  the  old 
letter  which  she  had  thrust  into  his  hands, 
and  knew  that  it  was  a  precious  thing  to 
her.  Today  must  have  been  a  hard  day, — 
a  reliving  of  old  memories,  a  resuffering 
of  old  heartaches.  She  had  visited  the 
grave,  she  had  reread  old  letters.  How 
terrible  if  he  had  exploded  the  bomb  of 
his  unbelief  tonight! 

At  that  moment  the  beams  of  a  pow- 
erful flashlight  swept  in  a  wide  arch 
through  the  woods,  lighted  up  the  ledge 
of  rock,  and  the  old  hewed-out  stone 
bench  on  which  they  sat,  then  left  them 
in  the  dark  again,  with  only  the  moon- 
light. 

A  girl's  gay  voice  called,  "Yoo-hoo, 
Mother!  .  .  .  Rodney!" 

It  was  twenty-one-year-old  Norda,  the 
only  other  member  of  the  family.  This 
fall  Norda  would  be  teaching  in  the  rural 
school  a  mile  up  the  river. 

Rodney  gave  a  shrill  whistle  in  reply  to 
her  call,  and  Norda  cried,  "Wait  till  I 
get  there.  I've  something  important  for 
you." 

Waiting,  Rodney  asked,  "Anything  se- 
rious between  her  and  Jim,  I  wonder? 
She's  pretty  young." 

"Too  young,  and  too  terribly  attract- 
ive. Jim's  all  right,  of  course,  and  she 
could  do  a  lot  worse,  but  he's  too  utterly 
lacking  in  ambition — I  mean,  as  far  as 
wanting  to  improve  his  spiritual  life  is 
concerned.  He's  a  Christian,  I  suppose, 
but  not  out-and-out  for  Christ.  I  remem- 
ber when  he  was  younger,  he  seemed  to 
want  to  become  a  Christian  worker,  but 
I'm  afraid  he  has  lost  the  vision.  I  am 
sure  his  influence  over  her  is  not  the 
best." 

Rodney  winced,  and  looked  at  the  stars 
that  were  only  stars. 

And  while  they  waited  for  Norda  to 
come,  Eloise,  the  mother,  watched  the 
bobbing  flashlight,  and  loved  her  dark- 
haired,  dark-eyed  daughter  with  a  love  as 
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great   as  was  her  love  for  Rodney. 

It  was  for  Rodney  her  heart  ached  most 
tonight.  Was  there  some  great  soul-battle 
raging  within  him?  During  the  summer, 
there  had  been  letters  from  a  girl  named 
Shera,  as  there  had  always  been  letters 
through  the  years  from  school  friends. 
This  time,  however,  he  had  been  shy  and 
secretive  about  them,  at  least  he  had  not 
confided  in  her. 

As  she  watched  the  flashlight  moving 
pendulum  fashion  down  the  path,  she  re- 
membered fleetingly  her  brief  visit  to  the 
grave  today,  the  blue-grass  grown  tall 
around  it,  obscuring  the  words  that  were 
the  theme  of  heaven's  hymns — "Unto 
Him  that  loved  us  and  washed  us." 
Should  anyone  be  permitted  entrance  into 
heaven  who  had  not  first  been  washed  in 
the  precious  crimson  drops  from  Calvary, 
he  would  have  no  song! 

Today  had  been  one  of  her  lonely  days. 
They  seemed  to  come  oftener  as  the 
years  increased  their  pace,  flying,  flying, 
while  the  church  slept — Oh  don't  let  him 
lose  the  vision,  Father!  Don't! 

In  another  moment  Norda  was  there, 
gay  as  always.  Laughingly  she  said,  "Sorry 
to  break  into  your  privacy," — And  im- 
mediately she  swung  into  a  lilting  bit  of 
verse  which  Rodney  recognized  as  belong- 
ing to  Byron: 

"I  saw  two  beings  in  the  hues  of  youth, 

Standing  upon  a  hill,  a  gentle  hill  .  .  . 

"Actually,"  Norda  interrupted  herself 
to  say,  "One  would  think  you  two  were 
lovers,  the  way  you  sit  out  under  the 
moon.   I  hope  I   am  not  intruding?" 

"Apology  accepted,"  Rodney  turned 
and  swung  her  up  onto  the  ledge  beside 
them — to  take  the  place  that  Shera  had 
occupied  a  few  moments  ago,  and  he 
thought,  Now  there  is  gold  on  either  side 
of  the  balance  .  .  . 

"I  ought  not  to  give  you  this,"  Norda 
said  mysteriously,  "but  Jim  and  I  stopped 
in  town  a  moment  to  get  a  tire  changed. 
That's  why  I'm  late,"  she  explained. 

And  Rodney  said,  in  big-brother  style, 
far  ahead  of  time  in  order  to  kill  time, 
far  ahaed  of  time  in  order  to  kill  time. 
Better  a  flat  tire  on  a  car  than  a  flat  tire 
in  it,  though.  I'm  not  insinuating  that 
you  ..." 

"Don't  interrupt  me,"  she  cut  in  play- 
fully, "I've  something  really  important  to 
tell  you — or  maybe  you  won't  think  it 
is.  Of  course,  if  you  don't  want  to 
hear — " 

"Out  with  it!" 

"Well," — teasingly — "while  we  were 
waiting  for  the  tire  to  get  punctured  and 
repaired,  Boyd  Tronnis  came  walking  past, 
and  seeing  me,  he  was  reminded  that  there 
had  been  a  special  delivery  letter  for  you 
on  the  late  afternoon  train  that  brings 
mail  from — Hampton,  I  believe,  and — " 

"Hurry  up,  will  you!" 

"Well,  anyway,  he  took  it  to  church 
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tonight  and  would  have  given  it  to  you 
there,  but  you  were  so  busy  shaking  hands 
with  all  the  girls  that  he  couldn't  get 
near  you,  then  when  he  did  get  through 
the  wall  of  girls,  you  weren't  there — or 
some  such  excuse.  Anyway,  here's  the 
precious  epistle  unopened."  She  extended 
it  to  him,  then  withdrew  her  hand,  but 
he  caught  her  in  his  arms  and  captured 
the  letter — the  letter  he  had  been  looking 
for  yesterday,  but  which  had  not  arrived. 

There  were  two  letters  in  his  pocket 
now,  one  from  Shera  to  himself,  the  other 
from  his  father  to  his  mother,  the  latter 
written  many  years  ago.  He  seemed  to 
know  that  the  contents  of  these  two 
would  be  on  opposite  sides  of  the  war  now 
raging  within  him.  If  only  he  himself 
could  join  one  side  or  the  other,  and  re- 
main loyal  to  that  one  side  rather  than 
shift  his  loyalty, — his  half  loyalty — first 
to  one  and  then  to  the  other! 

"Aren't  you  going  to  read  it  to  us?" 
Norda  asked.  "Here,  I'll  hold  the  flash- 
light for  you." 

"We  haven't  sung  our  little  trio  to- 
day," Eloise  said.  "There!  See  those  little 
fireflies  everywhere,  flashing,  flashing? 
That's  the  way  the  Holy  Spirit  works. 
Someone  sings  or  preaches  or  lives  the 
gospel,  and  while  the  message  is  going  out, 
carried  by  the  wings  of  the  Spirit,  the 
lamp  of  faith  is  lighted  in  the  hearts  of 
men — here,  there;  there,  here,  yonder. 
Only,  when  He  lights  the  light  it  never 
goes  out." 

And  Rodney  thought,  "Never?"  The 
thought  was  a  word,  to  which  Eloise  re- 
plied, "Never.  The  light  may  be  dimmed 
so  as  to  be  scarcely  visible,  or  it  may  be 
hidden  under  a  bushel  or  a  bed,  as  Jesus 
intimated  it  might  be,  when  He  said,  'Is 
a  candle  bought  to  be  put  under  a  bushel 
or  under  a  bed?  and  not  be  set  in  a  can- 
dle stick?' 

"What  does  a  bed  signify?"  Norda 
asked,  suddenly  sober. 

"Spiritual  or  mental  laziness,  I  think," 
Eloise  said. 

"And  the  bushel?" 

"I'm  not  sure.  It  could  mean  one's 
business  or  profession." 

"What'll  we  sing?"  Rodney  asked,  and 
Norda  exclaimed,  "I  know.  Let's  sing, 
'You'll  Never  Know  Real  Peace  Till  You 
Know  Jesus.'  " 

In  a  moment  they  were  singing,  these 
three  who  had  sung  together  so  many 
hundreds  of  times;  in  the  home  around 
the  piano,  with  one  or  the  other  of  them 
playing;  in  the  little  white  church  in  the 
grove;  here  on  the  rock  overlooking  the 
river;  or  wherever  they  might  chance  to 
be  together. 

Rodney  knew  that  the  words  were  true, 
and  he  wished  he  could  believe  them 
without  having  his  faith  punctured  by  a 
thousand  doubts.  His  thoughts  now,  how- 
ever, were  of  the  letter  from  Shera,  and 
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he  was  impatient  to  be  alone  where  he 
could  read  it,  but  courtesy  necessitated 
that  he  sing  with  them,  which  he  did 
mechanically: 

"You'll  never  know  real  peace,  till  you 
know  Jesus, 
No  matter  how  or  ivhere  you  try; 
For  life  is  but  dross  without  Him, 
Jesus,  Jesus. 

He  died  on  the  cross  to  win  our  pardon, 

He  rose  to  pistify; 
He  is  coming  soon  to  take  us, 

Up  to  His  home  on  high." 

The  song  finished,  they  followed  the 
footpath  back  to  the  house,  Rodney  light- 
ing the  way  for  them  with  the  flashlight. 
At  the  door  Norda  said  to  her  mother, 
"You  run  on  in,  Mumzie.  Rodney  and  I 
want  to  look  at  the  moon  awhile.  Also,  I 
think  I  should  give  him  some  very  much 
needed  sisterly  advice." 

From  the  unlighted  kitchen  window 
Eloise  watched  them  walk  arm  in  arm 
down  the  stone  path  toward  the  grape 
arbor.  Her  children.  Mine  and  yours, 
Doug!  It's  been  hard,  all  alone.  Yet  I 
haven't  been  alone.  Our  God  has  been 
ivith  me — and  memories  of  you. 

They  were  standing  under  the  arch  at 
the  arbor  entrance  now,  Rodney,  tall  and 
square,  the  top  of  Norda's  black  head 
reaching  to  his  shoulder.  Arm  in  arm, 
facing  the  moon.  .  .  My  children  .  .  .  Our 
children  .  .  . 

"Thy  children,  Father."  Suddenly  the 
woman  thought  of  the  special  delivery 
letter  from  Hampton,  and  was  afraid. 
Fear  born  of  love,  rose  up  within  her  and 
caught  at  her  throat,  and  she  cried,  "Oh, 
don't  let  me  lose  him!  I've  done  my  best 
to  train  him  for  Thy  Cause,  but  he  is 
not  the  same  Rodney  any  more.  Some- 
thing has  happened  to  change  him.  There 
is  a  flaw  somewhere  in  his  faith — and — 
maybe  in  him  also;  and  I  am  afraid  he 
has  lost  the  vision!  ..."  Oh,  there  was 
nothing  more  tragic  that  could  happen 
to  a  Christian  worker  than  that  he  should 
lose  the  vision  of  God  and  of  perishing 
souls  .  .  . 

"I  saw  also  the  Lord  sitting  upon  the 
throne,  high  and  lifted  up  .  .  .  Also  I 
heard  the  voice  of  the  Lord  saying, 
"Whom  shall  I  send?  And  who  will  go 
for  us?  Then  said  I,  Here  am  I;  send  me." 

"Bless  the  girl,  whoever  she  is — Shera 
somebody.  Oh,  I  know  that  somewhere 
there  is  the  right  girl  for  him,  the  one 
Thou  hast  prepared  for  him,  one  who  is 
yielded  to  Thee  and  who  loves  Thee  with 
her  whole  heart,  and  who  is  in  love  also 
with  Thy  precious  gospel.  Lead  Rodney 
to  her,  and  her  to  him.  .  .  " 

And  while  she  prayed,  she  became  even 
more  fearful.  It  was  all  a  part  of  her 
lonely  day.  Tomorrow  he  would  be  gone. 
Other  mothers  had  had  to  face  the  loss 
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of  their  sons;  other  mothers  had  had  to 
live  on  while  their  children  were  astray 
from  God,  when  all  of  life  was  a  walk 
through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of 
death,  and  the  walk  was  all  alone  .  .  . 
"Use  the  letter  I  have  given  him  to  coun- 
teract any  evil  influence  in  the  other,  the 
one  from   Shera." 

Eloise  heard  the  screen  door  open,  and 
knew  that  Norda  had  come  in,  but  she 
remained  on  her  knees. 

"Mother!" 

"Yes,  dear." 

There  was  a  little  catch  in  Norda's 
voice,  which  here  in  the  dark  seemed  like 
a  pitiful  sob.  In  another  moment,  Norda 
was  beside  her  mother,  her  arms  around 
her.  "Wh-what's  the  matter  with  Rodney, 
Mother?  He's  not  like  he  used  to  be! 
Something  has  happened  to  him!" 
(To  be  continued) 


The   Good    Shepherd   Still    Seeking! 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
veal  Him  in  a  way  that  makes  us  believe 
that  He  loves  us  with  an  everlasting  love! 
They  reveal  the  loving  heart  of  our  God 
and  Savior,  Jesus  Christ,  and  surely  the 
poet  was  inspired  when  she  wrote  that 
wonderful  poem  that  has  been  sung 
around  the  world,  "The  Ninety  and 
Nine." — God's  Revivalist  and  Bible  Ad- 
vocate. 

THE  CHILD  IN  GOD'S  PLAN 

(Continued  from  page   11) 

Samuel!  The  message  was  of  primary  im- 
portance, and  it  was  most  confidentially 
given.  In  the  New  Testament  we  find 
the  great  and  learned  Apostle  Paul  testi- 
fying to  the  fact  that  Timothy  had  from 
a  child  known  the  Scriptures,  able  to 
make  him  wise  unto  salvation.  These  are 
only  examples  of  the  Biblical  basis  for  the 
claim  that  children  can  and  do  know  the 
Lord   in   the   salvation  of   their   sins. 

Sixth,  the  Bible  exhorts  the  children  to 
come  to  the  Lord  and  be  saved.  In  the 
Old  Testament  we  find  King  Solomon 
pleading:  "Remember  now  thy  creator  in 
the  days  of  thy  youth,  while  the  evil  days 
come  not,  nor  the  years  draw  nigh,  when 
thou  shalt  say,  I  have  no  pleasure  in 
them,"  Eccl.  12:1.  While  this  passage  is 
poetry,  and  the  language  highly  pictur- 
esque, nevertheless  it  sets  forth  a  most 
fundamental  truth,  and  carries  with  it 
a  most  solemn  warning.  Then  in  the  New 
Testament  we  hear  from  the  lips  of  Jesus 
Himself  those  tender,  appealing  words  to 
adults:  "Suffer  little  children,  and  forbid 
them  not,  to  come  unto  me;  for  of  such 
is  the  kingdom  of  heaven,"  Matt.  19:14. 

Seventh,  as  a  climax  in  the  argument 
for  the  saving  of  the  children,  let  it  be 
stated  here  that  God  sets  the  child  on  a 
pedestal  of  supreme  importance,  in  con- 
nection with  salvation,  when  He  makes 
the  child's  salvation  the  standard.  How 
clearly    and    emphatically    does    He    say: 


"Except  ye  (adults)  be  converted 
(turned)  and  become  as  little  children, 
ye  shall  not  enter  into  the  kingdom  of 
heaven,"  Matt.  18:3.  As  the  child  is 
saved,  so  must  we  who  are  adults  be  saved. 
As  the  child  so  easily  humbles  himself,  so 
must  we,  at  whatever  sacrifice — of  pride, 
egotism,  selfishness,  position,  or  posses- 
sions. As  he  is  deeply  sorry  for  his  wrong- 
doings, so  must  adults  grieve  for  their 
own  sins,  and  must  show  a  real  readiness 
to  give  them  up. 

WHAT  DO  THE  RECORDS  SHOW? 

Another  question  aroused  by  this  sub- 
ject of  child  evangelism  is:  Does  history 
confirm  this  view?  That  is,  has  it  been 
found  true  that  in  the  past  children  could 
— and  that  they  actually  did — repent,  be- 
lieve, get  saved,  and  become  fully  con- 
scious of  salvation?  Here  is  a  very  im- 
portant question,  and  one  that  is  very 
properly  raised.  While  we  should  accept 
any  and  all  Bible  teachings  on  faith,  and 
on  that  basis  should  go  forth  to  teach  men 
what  God  has  said,  not  waiting  for 
"signs"  or  the  confirmation  of  God's 
Word  in  human  experience,  yet  we  have 
ample  Bible  basis  for  emphasizing  the  ex- 
periences of  God's  redeemed.  We  know 
also  that  confirmation  of  Bible  teaching 
by  the  experience  of  Christians  tends  to 
strengthen  faith  and  establish  confidence 
in  the  Word.  After  all,  we  are  intensely 
human,  and  to  know  that  others  have 
come  to  God  in  childhood,  confessed  their 
sins,  and  received  full  and  free  forgive- 
ness, necessarily  pleases  and  encourages  us. 

It  was  no  less  an  outstanding  Christian 
leader  than  Jonathan  Edwards  who  tells 
us  that  Phoebe  Bartlett  was  saved  at  the 
unusual  age  of  only  four  years,  and  that 
she  lived  a  life  of  many  long  years  con- 
firming her  profession.  The  daughter  of 
a  pastor  in  whose  church  the  writer  held 
evangelistic  services  had  made  her  pro- 
fession of  faith  in  the  Lord  Jesus  when 
she  was  about  four  years  of  age.  Recently 
a  letter  came  from  a  young  woman  now 
in  Christian  work  in  Oklahoma,  saying 
that  she  had  been  saved  in  one  of  the 
writer's  meetings  when  she  was  about 
four.  It  is  a  well-known  fact  that  many 
Christian  workers,  including  ministers 
and  men  who  have  been  raised  to  positions 
of  great  responsibility,  cannot  recall  the 
time  of  their  conversion,  so  young  were 
they.  Yet  they  know  that  they  now  trust 
Christ  as  their  Savior,  and  they  have 
joyous  fellowship  with  Him.  The  writer 
is  to  be  classed  with  those  who  are  unable 
to  recall  the  day  and  the  hour  of  accept- 
ance of  Christ. 

Yes,  these  conversions  in  the  very  ear- 
liest years  may  be  exceptional  cases,  but 
they  do  at  least  prove  the  rule.  But  what- 
ever the  age,  it  should  be  in  childhood's 
plastic  period,  before  the  "too  late"  hour 
arrives.  The  saving  of  the  children  is  the 
hope  of  the  race. 
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U.  S.  Women  Spend  $200,000,000 
a  Year  For  Beauty 

Milady's  beauty  is  costing  her  more 
than  $200,000,000  a  year,  Miss  Frances 
Martell,  secretary  of  the  American  Cos- 
meticians' National  Association,  report- 
ed some  time  ago. 

It  is  costing  her  $113,000,000  just  to 
keep  her  hair  waved.  She's  paying  about 
$73,000,000  for  "permanents,"  and 
somewhat  less  for  finger  and  marcel 
waves,  Miss  Martell  estimated. 

Some  39,000,000  women  who  beat  a 
path  to  78,624  beauty  shops  in  the  Unit- 
ed States,  she  said,  also  spent  $2  5,000,000 
for  hair  cuts;  $20,000,000  fori  facial 
treatments;  $17,000,000  for  hair  tint- 
ing and  dyeing;  $15,000000  for  mani- 
cures; $13000,000  for  cosmetics;  $4,- 
000,000  for  scalp  treatments,  and  $2,- 
000,000  for  shampoos. — Publisher  Un- 
known. 

Hot  Stars 

The  SKY  reports  a  recent  talk  before 
the  Astronomical  Society  of  Edinburgh, 
Scotland,  by  Sir  James  Jeans,  eminent 
British  astronomer,  in  which  he  "dis- 
cussed stars  so  hot  that  they  emit  from 
one  square  inch  of  surface  enough  energy 
to  run  forever  a  great  ocean  liner  like 
the  Queen  Mary  or  the  Normandie."  Ac- 
cording to  Sir  James  if  we  were  to  ex- 
change one  of  these  intensely  hot  stars 
for  our  sun,  the  first  day's  sunlight 
would  burn  every  unprotected  plant  and 
animal  to  a  mere  cinder.  Fortunately, 
however,  none  of  these  very  hot  stars 
happen  to  be  very  close  to  the  earth. 
They  are  known  as  the  white  dwarfs,  and 
in  addition  to  being  hot  are  also  so  heavy 
that  a  particle  no  larger  than  a  pinhead 
from  any  one  of  them  would  break  a 
man's   back. — The  Alliance  Weekly. 

Population   Increasing   Faster  Than 
Christianity 

The  world  is  growing  heathen  at  the 
rate  of  6,000,000  yearly.  This  does  not 
mean  that  Christianity  is  not  growing 
but  that  the  population  is  growing  fas- 
ter than  Christianity.  Christianity  made 
a  net  gain  of  200,000,000  from  1890  to 
193  5,  but  in  that  time  the  heathen  pop- 
ulation of  the  world  made  a  net  gain  of 
470,00 0,000. — Intelligence   Leader. 

America's  supply  of  airplane  pilots 
doubled  during  1940  with  63,113  indi- 
viduals holding  certificates  on  January 
1  compared  with  31,264  a  year  ago,  ac- 
cording to  figures  made  public  a  few 
days  ago  by  the  Administrator  of  Civil 


Aeronautics.  At  the  beginning  of  1939 
there  were  22,983  certified  pilots  and  on 
January  1,  1938,  17,681.  New  York  had 
the  second  largest  number  of  pilots  at 
the  beginning  of  this  year,  4,863,  a  gain 
of  84.5  per  cent  in  a  year.  California  led 
with  8,28  5,  a  gain  of  59.5  per  cent, 
while  Texas  was  third  with  3,918.  The 
increased  flying  activity  greatly  stimu- 
lated airplane  manufacture  during  the 
year  and  on  January  1  a  total  of  17,3  51 
aircraft,  exclusive  of  military  planes  of 
any  type,  were  licensed,  a  gain  of  3  5.2 
per  cent  over  the  previous  year's  12,829. 
The  total  on  January  1,  1939,  was  10,- 
000,  and  on  January  1,  1938,  9,152. 

The    Challenge   of   China's    North- 
west 

"China's  new  Northwest  is,  without 
doubt,  one  of  the  greatest  mission  fields 
of  the  modern  world."  This  is  the  con- 
clusion reached  by  Rev.  Stanton  Lauten- 
schlager,  a  missionary  of  the  Presby- 
terian Board  of  Foreign  Missions,  after 
an  extensive  evangelistic  tour  of  this 
vast  region. 

Northwest  China  has  been  invigorated 
in  the  last  decade  by  two  historic  migra- 
tions: first,  the  settlement  in  that  area 
of  the  Chinese  Communists  in  193  5  after 
a  trek  of  6,000  miles  from  Kiangsi  Prov- 
ince in  South  China;  and,  more  recently, 
the  migration  westward  of  the  civilian 
population  of  East  China  in  advance  of 
the  Japanese  invaders. 

A  large  portion  of  the  territory  is  con- 
trolled by  the  so-called  Chinese  Com- 
munists, with  a  border  government  rec- 
ognized by  and  cooperating  with  the 
Chunking  government.  The  people  of 
this  region  are  united  in  the  determina- 
tion to  resist  aggression,  and  are  noted 
for  the  effectiveness  of  their  guerilla 
warfare.  Rapid  growth  of  its  cities,  in- 
dustrialization and  modernization  are 
characteristics  of  the  present  develop- 
ment. Its  people  have  suffered  severely 
from  air  raids,  inadequate  food  supply, 
and  other  hardships  of  war;  but  this  suf- 
fering has  brought  only  a  strengthening 
of  their  morale.  For  example,  Yenan,  the 
capital  of  Chinese  Communism,  is  now  a 
city  of  caves,  thousands  of  them,  scat- 
tered along  twenty  miles  of  mountain 
gorges. 

Chinese  youths,  many  of  them  Chris- 
tians, in  their  earnest  desire  to  serve 
their  country,  have  been  attracted  to 
this  region  by  the  self-effacing  devotion 
of  its  leaders.  Colleges  have  sprung  up 
like    mushrooms   in    the   leading    student 


centers.  Many  Christians  are  on  the  fac- 
ulty and  in  the  student  body  of  these 
institutions.  Mr.  Lautenschlager  found 
these  colleges  wide  open  to  receive  him, 
and  he  was  able  to  present  the  claims  of 
Christ  to  the  students  without  compro- 
mise. For  example,  in  Sian  he  spoke  at 
twenty-five  meetings  in  five  days  reach- 
ing the  students  of  ten  different  colleges. 
He  met  most  of  the  foremost  leaders  of 
the  Communist  movement,  and  they 
made  it  clear  that  they  were  not  un- 
friendly to  Christianity,  that  they  would 
welcome  Christian  workers,  and  the 
building  of  Christian  churches. 

Rev.  Myron  E.  Terry,  another  Presby- 
terian missionary,  who  has  been  assigned 
to  the  distribution  of  Bibles  and  other 
Christian  literature  in  this  region,  found 
a  deep  hunger  for  literature  about  Chris- 
tianity, and  a  dearth  of  Bibles,  due  to  in- 
terrupted communications.  In  one  city  a 
high  Chinese  official,  unable  to  buy  a 
copy  of  the  Scriptures,  borrowed  the  mis- 
sionary's Bible  and  spent  the  entire  night 
drinking  in  deeply  of  its  life-giving 
water.  The  call  everywhere  was  for 
Bibles.  "Give  us  Bibles,"  was  the  cry, 
"and  you  will  be  the  savior  of  China's 
Northwest." — Foreign  Affairs  Bulletin. 

Negroes 

There  are  12,000,000  Negroes  in  the 
United  States,  and  the  greatest  improve- 
ments in  the  race  have  come  since  the 
beginning  of  the  World  War.  There  are 
now  over  120  Negro  institutions  of  high- 
er learning  with  3  5,000  students  of  col- 
lege grade,  2,457  of  collegiate  profession- 
al grade,  and  twice  the  entire  number 
studying  college  subjects.  The  first  Ne- 
gro collegiate  graduate  in  America  was 
from  Bowdoin  College  in  1826.  The  num- 
ber of  Negroes  now  holding  academic  and 
professional  degrees  is  32,478.  About 
63.8  per  cent  are  men  and  36.2  per  cent 
are  women.  The  largest  numerical  group 
comes  from  parents  neither  of  whom 
could  read.  The  bulk  of  these  graduates 
enter  the  professional  field.  Before  1880 
most  of  these  entered  the  ministry;  since 
that,  other  learned  professions.  Nearly 
two  hundred  have  incomes  of  $5,000  or 
more;  the  medium  high  school  salary  of 
teachers  is  $1,300.  The  call  for  Negro 
college  graduates  is  more  imperative  than 
ever.  There  is  one  white  physician  to 
every  728  white  people,  but  only  one 
Negro  physician  to  every  3,125  Negroes. 
There  is  one  white  teacher  for  every  110 
white  children,  one  Negro  teacher  for  ev- 
ery 218  of  the  Negro  group. — United 
Presbyterian. 


Facts 


The  Dean  of  the  School  of  Religious  Education,  Boston  University,  reports  these  cases  in  a 
survey  made  recently: 

At  one  school  every  child  cheated  at  examination  given  at  the  beginning  of  the  school  year. 
After  one  year  of  religious  training,  amounting  to  the  equivalent  of  only  seventeen  minutes  a 
day — not  one  of  the  pupils  cheated. 

In  another  community,  forty-six  per  cent  of  the  pupils  failed  to  return  over-change  to  the 
owner.  After  a  year  of  religious  training,  all  but  one  of  the  same  pupils  returned  the  over- 
change  promptly.  That  one,  a  girl  of  fourteen,  returned  hers  the  next  day,  saying  she  had  had  a 
bad  night  with  her  conscience. 

Crime  and  wrongdoing  are  the  result  of  failure  to  teach  virtue  and  those  traits  we  want  to  have 
developed  in  the  character  of  our  children.  The  home  is  primarily  responsible  for  character 
training.  What  is  it  definitely  doing? 

Lasting  Impressions 

"Mother,  Mrs.  Taylor  is  going  to  start  a  little  club  for  the  girls  who  live  around  here.  I  can 
go,  can't  I?  We  meet  Friday  after  school  for  one  hour." 

"But  what  is  it  for,  Barbara?  Mrs.  Taylor  is  a  busy  woman;  how  can  she  give  time  to  you 
girls?" 

"Oh,  we  are  to  have  Bible  stories,  verses,  songs,  games  and  sewing.  She  said  we  could  choose 
a  name  for  our  club." 

"Isn't  her  little  girl  about  your  age,  ten  years  old?" 

"Yes,  she  said  any  girls  in  our  neighborhood  about  our  age  could  come.  I  can  hardly  wait  for 
Friday.  What  do  you  think  would  be  a  good  name,  mother?" 

"You  had  better  wait  and  talk  it  over  with  Mrs.  Taylor  before  you  choose  a  name." 

"I'll  tell  you  about  it  after  our  meeting.  We  have  six  girls  to  start  with.  Perhaps  we'll  get  ten 
or  twelve.  It's  going  to  be  good,  I  know." 

Week-Day  Class 

"Recently  I  started  a  class  of  boys  in  week-day  Bible  study.  We  meet  at  one  of  the  churches 
as  it  is  close  to  a  public  school  building.  For  an  hour  and  a  half  they  listen  to  Bible  and  other 
stories,  engage  in  drills,  contests  and  games  related  to  Bible  themes  and  also  have  some  form 
of  handwork.  The  boys  are  divided  into  teams  and  each  one  strives  for  the  honor  of  his  team. 
The  team  doing  the  most  actual  work  in  Bible  study  becomes  the  winner.  So  interested  are  they 
that  when  the  time  comes  to  go  home,  they  leave  most  reluctantly. 

"One  boy  said,  'We  haven't  any  Bible  at  our  house.'  I  promised  to  see  that  he  had  access  to 
one,  so  a  few  days  later  I  called  at  his  home.  His  grandmother  said  that  she  had  two.  The  boy 
had  secured  one  and  was  reading  it  every  day." — An  ex-school  teacher. 
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Dear  Boys  and  Girls:   God  bless  you. 

We  arc  wondering  what  you  have  to 
be  thankful  for  at  this  thanksgiving  time. 
I  would  like  to  have  all  of  you  in  an  au- 
dience this  morning  and  have  a  good  tes- 
timony meeting  and 
hear  you  testify  con- 
cerning the  blessings 
that  have  come  to  you 
this  year.  How  long  do 
you  think  it  would 
take  us  to  finish  a 
meeting  like  that? 
Well,  I  think  it  would 
take  a  long,  long  time 
for  such  a  big  con- 
gregation to  tell  all 
they  have  to  be 
thankful  for.  If  we 
should  be  in  a  meet- 
ing of  this  kind,  and 
perhaps  we  will,  we  would  likely  try  to 
think  of  the  big  blessings  to  mention  first. 
Well,  there  might  not  be  any  of  this  kind 
and  we  might  be  discouraged  and  feel 
that  we  had  nothing  to  be  thankful  for, 
but  when  we  look  around  and  enumerate 
the  small  bless'ngs  of  life,  the  ones  that 
go  unnoticed  along  the  way,  the  ones  we 
pass  by  daily  without  recognizing  them 
as  blessings  from  the  hand  of  God,  then 
we  can  see  how  rich  we  are  to  have  a 
heavenly  Father  who  so  richly  bestows 
His  wonderful  blessings  upon  us. 

We  are  told  that  Billy  Bray,  the  Cor- 
nish Minor,  was  noted  far  and  near  for 
his  piety.  One  year  his  potato  crop  was 
almost  a  failure.  As  he  was  digging  his 
potatoes  old  Satan  said,  "There,  Billy, 
isn't'  that  poor  pay  for  serving  your 
Father  the  way  you  have  all  the  year? 
Just  see  those  small  potatoes!"  "Ah,  Sa- 
tan," said  Billy,  "you're  at  it  again, 
talking  about  my  Father.  Bless  His  name. 
Why,  when  I  served  you  I  didn't  have 
any  potatoes  at  all.  I  thank  my  dear 
Father  for  small  potatoes." 

Those  who  thank  God  for  little  things 
soon    find    their    blessings    multiplying. 

Someone  has  said,  "No  one  is  going  to 
have  anything  worth  calling  a  harp  in 
glory  who  has  not  already  harped  music 
in   his  own   soul." 

If  you  have  not  used  your  harp  for  a 
long  time,  get  it  out  and  play  it.  Use 
it.  Try  it.  Practice  it.  Learn  some  thanks- 
giving tunes  to  play  on  your  harp.  Think 
and  then  thank.  Recall  your  many  bless- 
ings and  it  will  not  be  difficult  to  fin- 
ger the  thanksgiving  harp.  And  your 
music  will  echo  over  on  the  other  shore 
-and  your  loved  ones  over  there  may  re- 
joice with  you. 

A  strange  instrument  hung  on  an  old 


castle  wall,  so  the  legend  runs.  No  one 
knew  its  use.  Its  strings  were  broken  and 
covered  with  dust.  Those  who  saw  it  won- 
dered what  it  was  and  how  it  had  been 
used.  Then  one  day  a  stranger  came  to 
the  castle  gate  and  entered  the  hall.  His 
eyes  saw  the  dark  object  on  the  wall,  and 
taking  it  down,  he  reverently  brushed 
the  dust  from  its  sides  and  tenderly  reset 
its  broken  strings.  Then  chords  long  silent 
woke  beneath  his  touch,  and  all  hearts 
were  strangely  thrilled  as  he  played.  It 
was  the  master,  long  absent,  who  had 
returned  to  his  own. 

It  is  but  a  legend  yet  the  meaning  is 
plain.  In  every  human  soul  there  hangs 
a  marvelous  harp,  dust-covered,  with 
strings  broken,  while  yet  the  Master's 
hand  has  not  found  it.  Let  the  Master 
enter  and  repair  the  strings  and  sweep 
them  with  His  skillful  fingers.  When  this 
happens  the  music  will  begin  to  sound 
forth  praises  at  this  thanksgiving  time 
for  all  His  wonderful  works. 

"Oh  that  men  would  praise  the  Lord 

PRAISE  AT  MIDNIGHT 
By  Carrie  Judd  Montgomery 

The  darkness  still  is  deep'ning, 

O  tried  and  weary  heart, 
No    rift   of    morning    brightness 

Bids    midnight   gloom    depart; 
The  prison  walls  surround  thee. 

No   human   help   is   nigh, 
But   blest   is   the    assurance 

Thy   Savior    reigns    on    high. 

When  shadowed  in  the  darkness. 

And    pressed    by   every   foe. 
Then    let   your   gladdest    carols 

And   sweetest   anthems  flow; 
The  praise  so  sweet  to  Jesus, 

The   "sacrifice   of   praise," 
Is  when  no  earthly  sunshine 

Pours  forth  its  cheering  rays. 

'Tis  then  your  song   is  wafted 

All    human    heights    above. 
And    mingles    with    the    angels' 

In    realms    of    perfect    love; 
'Tis  then   the   God   of   glory 

Makes   Satan   fear   and   flee. 
And  sends  a   mighty  earthquake 
To   set   His   ransomed   free. 

'Tis  easy  when   the   morning 

Appears   at   last   to  view 
To  praise  thy  strong   Redeemer 

Who  burst  the   bondage   through. 
But   'tis   the   praise   at   midnight 

That  gives  the  foe  alarm. 
That  glorifies   thy   Savior, 

And  bares  His  strong  right  arm. 

A   conquerer   thou   wouldst   be? 

Yea,    more   than   conqueror    thou. 
If   thou   wilt   shout   in    triumph 

And    claim    the    victory    now; 
The  prison  doors  will  open, 

The   dungeon    gleam    with    light. 
And    sin-chained   souls    around    thee 

Shall    see    Jehovah's    might. 


for  his  goodness,  and  for  his  wonderful 
works  to  the  children  of  men!"  Psa.  107: 
1J. 

We  are  prone  to  be  thankful  for  the 
thing  that  looks  good  to  us,  but  often  our 
greatest  blessings  come  to  us  in  disguise. 
Anyone  can  be  thankful  for  the  sweet 
things  of  life  and  when  everything  goes 
well.  Paul  said,  "In  everything  give 
thanks,  for  this  is  the  will  of  God  in 
Christ  Jesus  concerning  you,"  1  Thess. 
5:18. 

Several  years  ago  a  woman  with  her 
little  baby  was  riding  in  a  stage  coach  in 
Western  Montana.  The  weather  was  bit- 
ter cold  and  in  spite  of  all  the  driver 
could  do,  he  saw  that  the  mother  was  be- 
coming unconscious  from  the  cold.  He 
stopped  the  coach,  took  the  baby,  and 
wrapping  it  warmly,  put  it  under  the 
seat,  then  seized  the  mother's  arm, 
dragged  her  out  upon  the  ground  and 
drove  away,  leaving  her  in  the  road.  As 
she  saw  him  drive  away  with  her  baby  she 
ran  after  him  crying  for  him  to  stop. 
When  he  felt  sure  that  she  was  warm, 
he  allowed  her  to  overtake  the  coach  and 
resume  her  place  by  the  baby.  Can  we 
not  imagine  how  happy  and  how  thank- 
ful she  was  when  she  found  that  he  had 
saved  her  life? 

Dear  ones,  do  you  not  thank  God  for 
sending  us  things  sometimes  that,  at  the 
time,  we  do  not  understand  and  are  hard 
for  us  to  bear,  because  He  always  works 
it  out  for  our  good?  He  has  promised  to 
do  so.  Are  you  a  freezing  Christian  to- 
day? If  you  are,  God  may  have  to  do  the 
very  thing  that  will  warm  you  up  and 
make  you  a  fruitbearing  Christian.  It 
may  be  hard  for  you  to  understand. 

There  is  an  old  German  tale  which 
might  be  a  parable  of  the  purpose  in  our 
life  of  the  unintelligible  things.  The 
story  is  told  of  a  baron,  who,  having 
grown  tired  of  the  gay  and  idle  life  of 
the  Court,  asked  leave  of  his  king  to 
withdraw  from  it.  He  built  for  himself 
a  fort  on  a  rugged  rock,  beneath  which 
rolled  the  Rhine.  There  he  dwelt  alone. 
He  hung  wire  from  one  wing  of  the  fort 
to  the  other,  making  an  Aeolian  harp, 
on  which  the  winds  might  play  to  solace 
him.  But  many  days  and  nights  had 
passed,  and  winds  had  come  and  gone,  yet 
never  had  there  been  music  from  that 
harp.  And  the  baron  interpreted  the  si- 
lence as  the  sign  of  God's  unremoved  dis- 
pleasure. One  evening  the  sky  was  torn 
with  wild  hurrying  clouds,  the  sun  was 
borne  away  with  a  struggle,  and  as  night 
fell  a  storm  broke  out  which  shook  the 

(Continued   on   page   25) 


^he  Vision 


By  Paul  Hutchens 

(Used  by  permission  of  the  Eerdmans 
Publishing  Co.) 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 

Two  letters.  Two  conflicting  philoso- 
phies of  life.  Two  roads — a  high  way  and 
a  low  way. 

Paragraph  in  one  of  the  letters  said: 

"Eloise,  dearest,  it  is  so  easy  to  love 
you,  for  you  are  so  very  lovely,  and  it  is 
easy  to  love  our  adorable  Lord;  but  I  am 
asking  Him  today  to  teach  me  to  love  as 
He  loved,  that  I  may  yearn  over  the  lost 
as  He  once  yearned,  and  as  He  yearns 
now.  This  morning  I  read  this  from 
George  Matheson:  'Much  of  what  I  call 
love  is  but  disguised  selfishness.  I  seek 
others  because  I  find  myself  in  them.  My 
heart  goes  out  to  hearts  that  go  out  to 
me,  my  sympathy  expands  to  the  sympa- 
thies that  agree  with  me,  my  kindness  is 
but  brotherly  kindness.  I  want  more  than 
that.  I  want  kindness  for  the  unbrotherly, 
sympathy  for  the  erring,  tenderness  for 
the  fallen,  love  for  the  lost.  .  .  .  '  " 

Bewildered  night  moths  flitted  about 
the  flashlight  in  Rodney's  hand,  as  he 
deciphered  the  longhand  scrawl.  The  fra- 
grance of  sweet  clover  hung  heavy  in  the 
night  air.  He  had  chosen  to  read  his  fa- 
ther's letter  first,  but  his  heart  was  in  the 
other  letter,  wondering  what  it  might 
contain.  He  knew  that  he  should  be 
thrilled,  stirred  to  the  depths,  to  read 
these  words  from  a  father  whose  name 
was  known  throughout  the  world;  and 
yet  he  was  not. 

He  compelled  himself  to  read  on: 
"More  and  more  I  find  Him  precious,  and 
more  I  love  my  little  family — you  first, 
Eloise,  my  queen,  the  mother  of  our  chil- 
dren. Little  Rodney  with  his  serious 
brown  eyes,  so  like  your  own — I  think  I 
never  heard  a  voice  so  perfect.  Some  day 
he  will  be  great.  We  must  teach  him  early 
— both  him  and  the  little  one  who  is  to 
come — that  in  the  Book  we  have  the  mind 
of  God.  That,  Eloise,  is  the  answer  to  all 
the  false  philosophies  and  the  strange  re- 
ligions of  the  world.  In  the  Bible  God 
has  spoken,  God  has  revealed  Himself  and 
His  will.  While  in  the  world's  philosophies 
and  religions,  man — fallen  man — has 
reasoned.  In  the  Bible  God  is  reaching 
down  and  seeking  and  saving  the  lost.  In 
the  world's  religions  and  philosophies,  lost 
man  is  reaching  out  and  up,  and  is  not 
finding,  except  as  he  stumbles  upon  an 
already  revealed  truth. 

"Even  in  the  world  of  science,  man's 
newest  and  greatest  discoveries  are  but 
God's  revealing  of  some  secret  already 
known  to  Himself.  .  . 

"There  were  seventeen  in  the  inquiry 
room  tonight.  Oh,  how  hungry  people 
are!  And  yet  how  cold  and  indifferent  the 
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churches!  How  lazily  and  with  what  pal- 
zied  faith  and  effort  Christian  workers 
give  out  the  message  of  salvation. 

"...  This  seems  to  be  the  world's  mid- 
night hour,  Eloise,  and  the  cry  is  made, 
'Behold,  the  Bridegroom  cometh!  Go  ye 
out  to  meet  Him!'  " 

The  words  registered  dully  in  Rodney's 
mind,  they  strummed  upon  strings  that 
would  not  vxbrate.  There  was  more  in  the 
letter,  but  it  would  have  to  wait  now. 
The  other  letter,  the  one  with  the  special 
delivery  stamp,  refused  to  wait  another 
moment. 

Quickly,  Rodney  slipped  the  letter  into 
its  worn  envelope,  thrust  it  into  his  pock- 
et, tore  open  the  dainty,  pearl-gray  en- 
velope postmarked  "Hampton."  They 
were  both  postmarked  "Hampton,"  he 
noticed. 

"Dear  Rodney:  ..." 

His  eyes  followed  the  words.  Page  one; 
page  two. 

On  page  three  he  read,  "I  keep  feeling 
the  touch  of  your  fingers  on  the  tips  of 
mine.  All  the  time  I  am  thinking  of  you 
— and  of  us. 

"Listen,  Rodney,  I  know  you  are  not 
happy  in  the  life  you  have  mapped  out 
for  yourself.  I  wonder  if  you  realize  that 
those  old  days  of  dogmatism  are  past,  that 
we  are  living  in  a  new  world,  with  new 
standards  and  new  religious  ideas.  Really, 
Rodney,  why  don't  you  forget  about  try- 
ing to  save  souls,  and  begin  saving  your- 
self? With  your  voice  and  personality, 
you  could  really  do  great  things.  You 
owe  it  to  yourself  to  make  the  most  of 
your  possibilities.  Besides,  this  beautiful 
world  was  not  created  to  be  saved,  but  to 
be  happy  in;  and  I  know  you'll  be  that  if 
you  quit  trying  to  be  what  you  are 
not.  ..." 

And  the  closing  paragraph:  "Please, 
Rodney,  hurry  back  to  me,  for  I  am 
lonely  without  you  ...  I  am  eager  for 
you  to  see  the  new  house.  It  is  so  very 
modernistic,  and  the  interior  decorating 
so  artistically  done.  You  will  like  the 
rhythm  of  it,  and  the  emphasis.   ..." 

Two  letters.  Two  conflicting  philoso- 
phies of  life.  Two  roads.  He  must  choose 
between  the  two.  Tomorrow  he  was  going 
back. 

*   *   *   * 

Tomorrow  came,  the  beginning  of  a 
strange,  turbulent  tomorrow  which  was 
to  last  for  many  months. 

He  decided  without  coming  to  a  def- 
inite decision.  He  believed,  yet  was  filled 
with  doubts.  He  was,  for  the  next  three 
months,  a  wanderer  in  a  far  country,  yet 
he  was  running  swiftly,  even  if  falter- 


ingly,  on  the  road  to  the  Father's  house. 
He  could  not  eat  of  the  husks  that  the 
swine  did  eat.  He  would  not.  And  yet  he 
was  a  prodigal,  a  human  paradox. 

September  .  .  .  October  .  .  .  Novem- 
ber. .  .  . 

With  mid-November  he  began  to  think 
about  going  home  for  Christmas,  and  the 
thought  carried  with  it  no  happy  anticipa- 
tions— for  where  there  was  no  fellowship, 
there  was  no  happiness.  This  time  he 
would  be  compelled  to  tell  his  mother  the 
whole  truth.  He  could  no  longer  allow 
things  to  continue  as  they  were.  It  was  a 
choice  between  her  heart  and  his  life — her 
ambitions  for  him,  and  his  own  happiness. 

Then  one  day,  with  only  six  weeks 
remaining  before  Christmas,  came  the  un- 
anticipated: an  invitation  to  direct  the 
Christmas  cantata  in  Riverview  Memorial 
Church,  a  historic  church  in  a  beautiful 
residential  section  of  the  city.  Also,  it 
was  learned,  the  position  might  become 
permanent,  if  his  work  was  satisfactory, 
since  the  former  director  was  in  ill  health. 

Someone,  a  member  of  the  church,  had 
attended  a  recital  at  the  conservatory,  in 
which  Rodney  had  sung  a  solo;  in  which 
also  he  had  played  the  piano  accompani- 
ment for  Shera  Thorwald's  violin  solo. 
The  next  day  there  had  been  an  interview 
with  a  certain  John  Nystrom,  who  was  an 
architect  and  an  influential  bachelor 
member  of  Memorial  Church,  and  ar- 
rangements had  been  made. 

Rodney  accepted  the  responsibility, 
knowing  that  he  was  still  an  unbeliever. 
He  was  going  to  Memorial  church,  not  as 
a  traitor,  to  betray  the  Cause,  but,  in  his 
own  mind,  as  an  honest  doubter,  trying 
to  find  the  Father's  house.  The  battle 
within  him  still  raged  in  spite  of  his 
growing  callousness  to  the  issues  involved. 
It  was  as  if  the  war  was  in  another  world, 
and  he,  living  in  a  world  of  his  own,  was 
trying  to  be  neutral,  while  sympathizing 
first  with  one  side  and  then  the  other. 
Doubt  still  ruled  the  kingdom  of  dark- 
ness within  him. 


#    #   *    * 


The  first  rehearsal  for  the  Christmas 
cantata  was  scheduled  for  tonight.  Rod- 
ney's thoughts  droned  gloomily  along  to 
the  accompaniment  of  the  rattle  and 
clatter  of  the  Riverview  streetcar  as  it 
lurched  and  swayed  its  steel-tracked  way 
toward  the  North  Side. 

Clatter  of  car  wheels,  screeching  of 
brakes,  rustling  of  newspapers  as  the  ab- 
sorbed passengers  devoured  the  latest  bit 
of  news,  honking  of  automobile  horns  on 
the  streets,  the  rumble  of  the  elevated  a 
block  away — these  were  off-key  disson- 
ances blaring  in  his  ears  tonight.  There 
was  discord  without  and  within.  He,  Rod- 
ney Deland,  unbeliever,  was  to  direct  a 
Christmas  cantata  in  an  orthodox  and 
evangelistic   church! 

One  other  thing  had  been  a  factor  in 
(Continued   on   page   32 J 
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A  THANKSGIVING  BASKET 


Miss 
first 


Children's  Story  Page 

Mary  Ann  had  a  large  basket  ready  for 
the  gifts.  She  had  lined  it  with  gold  and 
red  autumn  leaves.  Rogers  had  brought 
his  wagon.  "I  thought  it  might  help  with 
carrying  the  basket,"  he  explained  to  the 
teacher. 

"Indeed  it  will,  Rogers.  We'll  put  the 
basket  on  the  wagon  right  away  and  fill 
it  afterwards." 

The  excited  happy  group  hastened  out 
into  the  yard  where  Rogers'  wagon  stood, 
and  they  soon  covered  it  with  autumn 
leaves,  placing  the  Thanksgiving  basket 
in  the  center. 

Then  came  the  filling  of  the  basket. 
Each  member  of  the  club  described  the 
contents  of  his  or  her  package  as  it  was 
placed  in  the  basket.  What  fun  it  was  to 
guess  first  and  then  really  find  out  what 
■  was  concealed  behind  the  gay  tissue  pa- 
pers! 

Tom's  package  was  a  large  bulky  one. 
"They're  sweet  potatoes,  and  I  raised 
them  myself,"  he  proudly  told  the  group. 

Bob  brought  a  golden  yellow  pumpkin 
from  his  own  garden.  It  was  not  wrapped, 
and  his  Scripture  verse  had  been  pasted 
neatly  on  the  outside  of  the  pumpkin  it- 
self. 

"Won't  this  make  a  fine  pie?"  he  asked 
the  others  as  he  held  it  high  for  all  to  see. 

Marjory  brought  grape  jelly,  some  she 
had  made  herself  with  her  big  sister's  help. 
Alpha  brought  cookies.  What  an  abun- 
dance there  was!  The  Thanksgiving  bas- 
ket was  fairly  overflowing  with  good 
things.  Rogers'  wagon  surely  proved  use- 
ful for  the  things  that  would  not  go  into 
the   basket. 

Then  away  they  went,  teacher,  pupils, 
and  wagon.  What  a  happy  group  they 
were!  "What  is  our  first  stop?"  called 
Rogers,  and  the  group  shouted  back, 
"Granny  Gray's,  don't  you  remember?" 
You  see,  the  names  of  those  who  were  to 
receive  a  part  of  the  Thanksgiving  basket 
had  been  decided  upon  long  ago. 

Dear  old  Granny  Gray!  How  her  face 
brightened  up  with  joy  as  she  heard  the 
K.  Y.  B.  C.  group  sing  their  choruses  and 
realized  that  some  of  the  packages  were 
for  her!  "You  blessed  children,"  she  ex- 
claimed, as  the  tears  crept  down  her 
wrinkled  cheeks.  "And  if  the  Lord  didn't 
send  ye  at  just  the  right  time!  My  cup- 
board's empty,  and  tomorrow  is  Thanks- 
giving." 

Then  Miss  Mary  Ann  told  her  all  about 
the  Know  Your  Bible  Class,  of  its  aim 
and  motto.  "These  gifts,  Granny,"  she 
said,  "are  real  love  gifts,  and  each  one  is 
given  as  an  offering  to  the  Lord  Jesus 
and  in  His  name."  The  club  members 
sang  more  choruses,  and  then  Miss  Mary 


By  Martha  S.  Hooker 

"Let's  fill  a  Thanksgiving  basket,' 
Mary  Ann  proposed  at  the  very 
K.  Y.  B.  C.  meeting  in  the  fall. 

"Well — if  it  could  be  different — "  Jane 
expressed  the  question  in  everybody's 
mind,  when  she  spoke.  "It's  no  fun  just 
to  bring  a  can  of  corn  from  the  cupboard, 
or  a  jar  of  fruit  your  mother  gives  you." 

"We  want  to  do  something  ourselves," 
chimed  in  all  the  K.  Y.  B.  C.  members. 

"That's  a  real  idea,"  exclaimed  Miss 
Mary  Ann.  "God  has  been  so  good  to  us," 
she  continued,  "let  us  make  our  gift  a 
real  thank  offering  to  Him.  Thanksgiving 
is  still  many  weeks  away,  but  that  will 
give  us  each  time  to  make  something  of 
our  very  own  for  the  basket." 

"And  let's  put  Scripture  verses  in  our 
packages,"  added  Jim,  the  club  president. 

"Yes,  indeed,  we  must  not  forget  the 
Scripture  verses.  It  wouldn't  be  a  'Know 
Your  Bible  Club'  basket  unless  we 
planned  to  use  something  from  God's 
Word,  would  it?"  replied  Miss  Mary  Ann. 

"I  know  what  I'm  going  to  make," 
whispered  Susie  to  Alpha,  "but  I'm  not 
going  to  tell  a  soul." 

With  many  secrets,  the  planning  con- 
tinued during  the  weeks  that  followed. 
Even  the  boys  met  together  in  mysterious 
groups,  planning  their  part  of  the 
Thanksgiving   basket. 

Finally,  the  day  before  Thanksgiving 
arrived,  and  it  was  well  that  it  did,  for 
the  secrets  would  not  have  kept  much 
longer.  The  K.  Y.  B.  C.  members  gath- 
ered at  Miss  Mary  Ann's  home,  and  such 
an  array  of  packages  as  they  brought. 
There  were  packages  of  every  shape  and 
color,   carefully  wrapped  and   tied.   Miss 
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Ann  prayed  especially  for  dear  Granny 
Gray.  Then  the  boys  and  girls  moved  on 
down  the  street,  stopping  at  the  doors  of 
others  who,  like  Granny  Gray,  were  likely 
to  have  very  few  good  things  for  Thanks- 
giving Day. 

When  all  the  packages  had  been  distrib- 
uted, Rogers  and  his  wagon  with  only 
the  autumn  leaves  left  on  it  led  the  way 
down  the  street  toward  the  homes  of  the 
club  members. 

"I'm  just  too  happy  for  words,"  began 
Marjory. 

"I  am  too,"  agreed  all  the  others. 

"Wasn't  Granny  Gray  just  too  pleased? 
And  did  you  see  Buddy  Brown  almost 
dance  with  joy  on  his  crutches  when  he 
saw  us  stop  at  his  door?"  added  one  of  the 
girls. 

As  the  members  went  down  the  street 
to  their  homes  for  their  own  Thanks- 
giving, they  were  singing: 

"It  pays  to  serve  Jesus,  it  pays  ev'ry  day, 
You'll  be  happy  each  step  of  the  way." 

The  Old  Scraps 

Grandma  was  sorting  a  big  heap  of 
tiny  little  pieces  of  cloth.  Edna  sat  by 
her  side  watching  her.  "What  are  those 
little  scraps  good  for,  anyhow?"  asked 
Edna  after  a  while.  They  were  all  so  dif- 
ferent and  some  were  so  tiny  that  she 
thought  they  were  not  good  for  anything 
and  were  more  bother  than  they  were 
worth.  "Good  for?"  exclaimed  grandma. 
"Why,  I'm  going  to  make  something 
very  beautiful  out  of  these.  Just  wait  and 
see."  Grandma  did  sewing  for  other  peo- 
ple, and  they  let  her  keep  the  little  scraps 
that  were  left  over  and  which  they  could 
not  use.  Now  she  was  carefully  sorting 
over  these  and  telling  Edna  that  she  was 
going  to  make  something  beautiful  out  of 
them.  Edna  could  not  think  what  it 
could  be.  Soon  she  forgot  all  about  the 
patches.  By  and  by  her  birthday  came. 
Her  grandma  sent  her  to  her  room  for 
her  birthday  present.  There  on  her  little 
bed  was  the  prettiest  quilt  she  had  ever 
seen.  The  tiny  patches  were  of  many 
colors  and  each  one  was  fitted  with  the 
others  to  make  a  pretty  design. 

"Oh,  grandma,  where  did  it  come 
from?"  cried  Edna,  as  she  hugged  her 
grandmother. 

"That  is  what  I  made  out  of  that  pile 
of  scraps  which  you  thought  were  no 
good,"   answered   grandma. 

Edna  could  hardly  believe  that  the 
pretty  quilt  had  been  made  from  those 
old  scraps.  She  liked  to  look  at  it  and  to 
see  how  nicely  the  pieces  fitted  and  what 
pretty  shapes  they  made. 

Now,  children,  that  quilt  makes  me 
think  of  all  the  followers  of  Jesus  all  over 
the  world.  Jesus  has  called  out  some  from 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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girl  should  be  taught  the  care  of  the  body. 
I  do  not  limit  this  to  bathing  or  tooth- 
brushing,  but  include  anatomy,  first  aid, 
a  knowledge  of  body  functioning,  proper 
foods  and  so  on.  Let  them  learn  early  that 
their  bodies  can  be  temples  for  God's 
Holy  Spirit." 

"You've  caught  my  idea,  Mrs.  Har- 
wood.  What  else  would  you  suggest?" 

"I  believe  they  should  be  trained  in  the 
care  of  their  clothes  and  personal  prop- 
erty, not  forgetting  pets,  if  they  have 
them.  Too  often  parents  attend  to  these 
things  for  the  children,  thereby  depriving 
them  of  needed  practice  for  attaining 
efficiency.  Girls  will  be  greatly  helped  by 
an  understanding  of  simple  dress-mak- 
ing." 

"I'm  certainly  grateful  for  the  little  I 
know  in  that  line,"  added  Helen. 

"Another  thing  that  I  feel  would  be 
'life-equipment'  for  both  boys  and  girls," 
continued  Mrs.  Harwood,  "is  a  working 
knowledge  of  ordinary  tools.  We  rather 
expect  all  boys  to  have  this  in  our  ma- 
chine age,  but  girls  also  will  profit  by  the 
rudiments  of  it.  The  home  furnishes  in- 
numerable opportunities  to  demonstrate 
such  knowledge.  Along  with  this,  the  care 
of  tools  is  most  important." 

"That  gives  me  a  big  idea,"  exclaimed 
Fred,  "I'll  bring  it  up  at  the  next  society 
meeting.  Go  ahead,  Mrs.  Harwood,  any- 
thing else?" 

"We  all  know  how  'food'  accompanies 
us  through  life.  Most  persistent,  isn't  it? 
Naturally  this  subject  links  itself  with 
that  of  health,  proper  foods,  how  to  pre- 
pare them  in  an  appetizing  way,  economy 
in  buying,  etc.  As  a  rule,  girls  take  to 
cooking,  especially  when  preparing  for 
an  occasion.  Boys,  too,  should  know  what 
to  do  about  food  preparation  when  camp- 
ing or  when  called  on  in  an  emergency." 

"Isn't  it  my  turn  yet?"  asked  Helen. 
"But  go  on,  if  you  have  any  more  'oughts' 
for  our  growing  family." 

"There  are  other  things,  of  course,  I've 
only  mentioned  a  few.  There's  music,  a 
real  life-long  friend;  the  ability  to  read, 
write  and  speak  well,  which  receives  its 
greatest  impetus  and  encouragement  in 
the  home.  Closely  related  to  the  'religious 
training'  is  the  matter  of  good  manners, 
behavior,  social  intercourse,  that  'some- 
thing' whereby  a  person  knows  how  to 
adjust  himself  to  all  occasions  in  a  be- 
fitting way.  This  teaching  begins  at  the 
cradle  and  is  peculiarly  the  function  of 
the  home." 

"We're  very  much  aware  of  that  last 
statement,  Mrs.  Harwood,"  interposed 
Helen.   "Now   may  I   ask  how   all   these 
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(Continued  from  last  issue) 

"Do  you  realize  it  has  been  months  and 
months  since  you  children  came  to  see 
me,"  said  Mrs.  Harwood,  as  she  warmly 
shook  hands  with  Helen  and  Fred. 

"I  am  afraid  it  is,"  said  Fred,  "but  it 
isn't  because  we  haven't  often  intended 
doing  so.  If  you  didn't  live  so  far  away 
you  would  probably  be  pestered  by  us, 
for  we  do  need  your  advice  on  plenty  of 
problems." 

"You  have  a  real  family  now  with  your 
four  children,  haven't  you?  But  I'm  sure 
you  manage  beautifully,  especially  since 
you  inaugurated  your  little  society.  Tell 
me  how  it  is  going." 

"Couldn't  be  better,"  replied  Fred  en- 
thusiastically* 

"Oh  yes  it  could,"  interrupted  Helen, 
"if  you  would  take  it  more  seriously.  He 
is  just  like  a  kid  with  the  rest  of  them, 
Mrs.  Harwood.  To  be  frank,  though,  I 
don't  know  how  we  would  manage  with- 
out it.  It  accomplishes  as  much  as  a  serv- 
ant, I  believe,  and  is  far  better  for  the 
children  in  teaching  them  responsibility." 

"That  reminds  me  of  our  main  reason 
for  coming,  Mrs.  Harwood,  to  ask  you 
some  puzzling  questions,"  said  Fred.  "I'll 
set  the  ball  rolling." 

"But  don't  take  up  all  the  time,  mine's 
important,  too,"  ejaculated  Helen. 

"Well,  to  put  it  bluntly,"  said  Fred, 
"tell  us  what  definite  training  children 
should  have  in  the  home  aside  from  that 
characterized  religious.  That,  of  course, 
should  permeate  everything  in  a  Christian 
home.  You  know  at  school  the  children 
have  a  certain  set  of  studies  that  are  re- 
quired, but  we  feel  there  is  much  they  do 
not  acquire  there.  I  call  it  'equipment  for 
life  training,'  but  that  is  not  an  adequate 
term.  Do  you  catch  what  I  mean?" 

"I  believe  I  do.  That  is  a  big  question 
and  one  on  which  there  is  a  variety  of 
opinions.  Answering  offhand,  I  would 
say  that  whatever  is  to  be  a  life-long 
undertaking  should  receive  special  atten- 
tion. For  instance,  health.  Every  boy  and 


things  you  have  mentioned  can  be 
squeezed  into  a  24-hour  day.  That  is  a 
problem  with  us  mothers." 

"That  is  where  you  are  to  show  your 
good  generalship,  little  woman.  Do  a  bit 
of  figuring.  Divide  up  your  1,440  min- 
utes given  you  each  day  and  see  if  you 
can't  work  in  a  few  'tens'  specifically  for 
the  various  subjects  mentioned.  I  know 
how  easy  it  is  to  be  diverted.  There  are  so 
many  calls  here  and  there.  If  there  is  one 
lesson  a  parent  must  learn,  it  is  to  say 
'no'    to   distracting    side-issues." 

"You're  right,"  agreed  Fred.  "Seldom 
a  day  passes  but  we  are  tempted  to  side- 
track. But  we  are  determined  to  stay  by 
the  family  as  we  promised  years  ago." 

"Now  let's  tell  her  our  good  news, 
Fred,  for  nobody  will  be  more  interested 
in  it." 

"All  right — go  ahead,"  said  Fred. 

Helen  proceeded:  "For  some  time  we 
have  felt  our  Harold  was  thinking  very 
seriously  of  the  Christian  life — you  know 
he  is  fourteen  now.  Something  his  Sunday 
school  teacher  said  last  Sunday  brought  it 
to  a  head.  We  noticed  he  ate  very  little 
dinner.  As  Fred  and  he  were  alone  a  few 
minutes,  he  said,  'Dad,  I'm  sure  now  that 
I  want  to  be  a  Christian.  Just  what  do  I 
have  to  do?'  You  may  know  what  fol- 
lowed. Then,  rather  to  our  surprise, 
though  it  should  not  have  been,  when 
Nancy  knew  about  her  brother,  she  said, 
T  want  to  be  a  Christian,  too.'  It's  all  so 
wonderful  and  we  are  so  happy." 

"You  know  how  I  rejoice  with  you, 
don't  you?"  added  Mrs.  Harwood.  "Now 
you  are  reaping  some  of  the  seed  sown  in 
those  earlier  years.  These  new  'births'  will 
give  you  both  a  chance  to  be  parents  over 
again,  ministering  to  these  babes  in 
Christ." 

"We  especially  want  you  to  come  to 
their  baptism  next  Sunday,  Mrs.  Har- 
wood, and  we'll  arrange  about  transporta- 
tion for  you." 

"I  will  surely  come.  It  will  be  one  of 
the  happiest  days  of  my  life.  Before  you 
leave  shall  we  bow  our  heads  together  in 
thanksgiving?" — Christian  Home  Builder. 

There's   Only   One   Way   to   Rear   a 
Family 

Nurture  them  in  the  chastening  and 
admonition  of  the  Lord. 

Dwight  Hillis  conducted  the  funeral 
of  a  beautiful  girl  who  had  been  killed 
in  an  automobile  accident  on  the  Lord's 
Day,  while  out  for  pleasure.  As  the  father 
bade  good-bye  to  the  loved  form,  he 
turned  to  his  friends  and  said  in  choking 
voice:  "We  have  spent  our  Sunday  play- 
ing golf  or  automobiling.  Our  children 
have  followed  our  example  and  have  out- 
stripped us.  My  son  has  disgraced  me;  my 
daughter  is  dead.  I  tell  you  there  is  only 
one  way  to  rear  a  family,  and  that  is  in 
the  Sunday  School  and  the  church.  I  know 
what  I  am  talking  about." — The  United 
Presbyterian. 
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A   NATURE   PARABLE 

It  was  just  the  edge  of  evening  and 
the  woman  sat  alone,  brooding.  She  was 
often  alone  these  days.  And  she  was 
much  given  to  brooding — brooding  that 
made  her  more  and  more  hopeless  of 
heart,  it  seemed.  Swift  steps  came  along 
the  walk,  turned  in  toward  the  house, 
came  lightly  up  and  across  the  porch. 
With  no  formality  of  a  knock  or  ring, 
the  knob  turned,  and  as  the  door  opened 
a  voice  full  of  cheer  and  tenderness 
called  softly,  "Dear,  where  are  you?" 
With  a  rush  of  feeling  such  as  the  wom- 
an had  not  known  for  weeks,  she  flew 
to  the  hall  and  was  taken  close  in  the 
arms  for  which  she  had  yearned  through 
all  this  bitter,  aching  time.  No  words 
were  spoken.  None  were  needed.  Hearts 
were  too  close. 

The  two  women  talked  late  that  eve- 
ning. It  was  as  they  were  separating  for 
the  night  that  the  one  whom  sorrow  had 
so  lately  smitten  caught  her  friend's 
hands  in  a  close  clasp.  "Oh,  your  com- 
radeship is  such  a  comfort — such  a 
blessed  comfort!  But  —  what  ^- 

shall  I  do  when  you  are  gone 
again!"  With  swift  under- 
standing sympathy,  the  other 
responded,  ""Wait  —  tomor- 
row we  are  going  to  have  a 
walk  and  I  am  going  to  share 
with  you  something  very 
sweet.  I  couldn't  write  it;  I 
wanted  to  tell  you — and  in 
just  a  certain  place.  Wait!" 
With  a  loving  good  night 
each  turned  to  her  own  room. 

The  next  morning  they 
took  their  way  along  a  famil- 
iar wood  path.  Spring  had 
passed  that  way  before  them, 
and  on  every  side  nature  was 
responding  to  her  call.  Again 
the  miracle  of  life  triumph- 
ant over  death  was  being 
wrought.  Almost  every  turn 
jf  the  path  brought  back  a 
tender  memory.  Here  was 
the  clump  of  yellowing  wil- 
lows— the  banner  bearers  in 
the  march  of  spring;  over 
there  was  the  swampy  place 
where  the  cattails  flourished; 
a  bit  farther  on  and  to  the 
left  was  an  open  rise  of 
ground — the  home  of  the 
hepatica.  And  over  all  curved 
the  canopy  of  softest,  spring- 
like blue.  A  breeze  stirred 
among    the    growing      things 


and  touched  them  now    and 
caressing  movement. 


then 


ith 


Presently  they  came  to  an  open  space 
guarded  on  the  west  by  a  sturdy  growth 
of  trees.  Hand  in  hand  they  stopped. 
Then  breaking  from  each  other,  they 
stooped  down  and  ran  their  hands 
through  the  grass  and  leaves.  Everywhere 
the  plants  were  growing  thriftdy  and 
there  was  promise  of  rich  bloom,  but  not 
yet  were  the  violets  weaving  purple  and 
lavender  lights  amid  the  green.  Still  the 
one  woman  continued  her  search  and 
presently  held  up  to  the  other's  gaze  a 
single  tiny  violet,  blue  as  the  heaven  of 
a  perfect  June  day.  Coming  close  to  her 
friend  and  drawing  her  gently  to  her,  she 
said,  "Dear,  you  and  I  have  shared  so 
much  that  was  precious  to  us  along  this 
little  path,  the  deepest  and  dearest  com- 
fort that  my  heart  knew  in  its  dark  hour. 
It  was  then  that  I  went  often  to  a  se- 
cluded outdoor  nook.  I  seemed  to  find 
peace  and  comfort  there  that  I  found  no- 
where else.  Out  in  the  open  God's  love 
seemed    to    hold    me    closest.      One    day, 


seated  there,  turning  over  my  doubts  and 
fears,  trying  to  bolster  up  my  faltering 
faith,  I  glanced  down  and  saw  a  dande- 
lion lifting  its  sunny  face.  Then  I  re- 
called that  the  dandelions  always  bloomed 
early  in  this  particular  spot.  Swift  upon 
this  came  another  thought — we  always 
look  for  our  flower  friends  of  the  fields 
and  woods  in  the  same  places  and  expect 
them  to  show  us  the  same  familiar  faces. 
And  nature  always  fulfills  our  trust. 
Some  lines  came  back  to  me  that  memory 
had  treasured: 

"  'God  does   not  send  us    strange    new 

flowers  each  year — 
When    the   spring   winds    blow   o'er   the 

pleasant  places 
The  same  dear   things  lift  up   the  same 

fair  faces — 
The  violet  is  here.'  " 

Laying  the  violet  in  her  friend's  hand, 
"Take  it,  dear,  as  God's  pledge  that 
in  those  fairer  fields  beyond,  we  shall 
find  again  every  flower  that  the  chill 
wind  of  death  has  smitten  here,  there 
blooming   eternally.    And    they    will   not 

be  strange  flowers  to  us,  but 

flowers  that  the  heart  will 
know."  —  The  New  Cen- 
tury  Leader. 


May  you  cling  to  the  hand  of  the  Master 

Each  step  of  the  upward  way, 
May  the  arms  of  His  love  eternal 

Support  and  protect  alway. 

"For  the  Lord  thy  God  will  hold  thy  right  hand, 
saying  unto  thee.  Fear  not;  I  will  help  thee." — Isa. 
41:13. 


Jesus  Cares 

Jesus  said,  "I  will  never 
leave  thee,  nor  forsake  thee." 
What  a  precious  promise. 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail, 
but  when  the  everlasting 
arms  are  underneath  us  we 
need  to  have  no  fear. 

Jesus  knows  all  about  us. 
He  knew  us  from  the  begin- 
ning, knew  our  downsitting 
and  our  uprising,  our  many 
failures  and  mistakes,  every 
heart  longing,  yes,  and  every 
heartache.  He  not  c«nly 
knows,  but  He  cares.  He  is 
couched  with  the  feeling  of 
our  infirmities.  "When  all 
around  my  soul  gives  way, 
He  then  is  all  my  Hope  and 
Stay."  He  gave  His  precious 
life  on  the  Cross  of  Calvary 
for  us.  He  bought  us  back  to 
God  with  His  own  precious 
blood.  Think  "what  it  cost 
to  redeem  us."  He  was  not 
willing  that  any  should 
perish.  "God  so  loved  the 
world,  that  he  gave  his  only 
begotten  Son,  that  whosoever 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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WHY  I  KNOW  THE  BIBLE  IS  THE 
WORD  OF  GOD 

(Continued  from  last  issue) 
The  history  of  the  Jews  for  ages  past, 
even  to  the  present  time,  has  been  fore- 
told over  and  over  again  by  their  own 
prophets.  Their  sojourn  in  Egypt  and 
their  later  captivity  in  Babylon  were  both 
prophesied. 

It  is  most  interesting  to  note  concern- 
ing the  Babylonian  captivity  that  it  was 
announced  200  years  before  Cyrus  the 
Persian  king  was  born  that  it  was  to  be 
none  other  than  himself  through  whom 
the  deliverance  from  Babylon  should  be 
brought  about;  and  Josephus  the  great 
Jewish  historian  tells  us  that  when  Cyrus 
read  this  prediction  and  saw  his  own  name 
written  in  the  book  of  Isaiah  he  was  laid 
hold  upon  by  an  earnest  desire  to  see  that 
the  prophecy  written  about  him  should 
be  fulfilled. 

Read  the  28  th  chapter  of  Deuteronomy 
and  you  will  find  a  series  of  remarkable 
prophecies  concerning  the  history  of  the 
Jews  whose  fulfillment  down  through 
the  ages  furnishes  a  testimony  for  the 
supernatural  origin  of  this  Book  such  as 
no  infidel  has  ever  been  able  to  refute. 

The  fact  that  the  Jews  are  even  today 
scattered  like  grain  among  all  the  nations 
of  the  earth  is  only  the  fulfillment  of 
prophecy  and  another  mighty  proof  that 
God,  who  "inhabits  eternity"  and  sees  the 
end  from  the  beginning,  has  spoken  in 
this  Book. 

It  was  all  written  beforehand.  "And 
you  will  I  scatter  among  the  nations,"  it 
is  said  in  Leviticus;  and  again  in  Deuter- 
onomy, "And  Jehovah  will  scatter  you 
among  all  the  peoples  from  one  end  of  the 
earth  even  unto  the  other;"  while  in 
Numbers  it  is  said,  "The  Jews  shall  dwell 
alone  and  shall  not  be  reckoned  among 
the  nations." 

And  yet  it  was  just  as  distinctly  proph- 
esied that  the  Jews  should  be  preserved 
and  that  among  whatever  people  he  dwelt 
he  was  to  remain  the  Jew  just  the  same. 

And  today  you  find  them  everywhere. 
The  proverbial  cat  when  thrown  in  the 
air  always  strikes  on  its  feet.  So  handle 
the  Jew  as  you  will;  drive  him  out  or 
make  him  welcome;  persecute  him  or  hon- 
or him  with  high  position,  whether  you 
find  him  among  the  sledded  Polocks  on 
the  ice  or  in  the  tropics  of  Africa,  wheth- 
er he  rests  in  peace  beneath  the  Stars  and 
Stripes,  or  whether  under  the  oppressive 
heel  of  a  foreign  tyrant,  he  is  a  Jew 
still. 

Herder  calls  the  Jews  "The  enigma  of 


history." 

Milman,  in  his  History  of  the  Jews, 
says,  "Their  perpetuity,  their  national  im- 
morality, is  at  once  the  most  curious 
problem  to  the  political  student,  and  to 
the  religious  man  a  subject  of  profound 
and  awful   admiration." 

Other  nations  have  passed  away,  but 
the  Jewish  nation,  scattered  throughout 
the  world,  oppressed  and  down-trodden 
and  massacred  by  the  thousands,  still  lives 
on,  springing  up  ever  again  from  its  un- 
dying stock.  But  what  did  God  say  in 
Jeremiah?  "Though  I  make  an  end  of  all 
nations  whither  I  have  scattered  thee,  yet 
will  I  not  make  a  full  end  of  thee." 

People  of  intelligence,  I  ask  you  how  an 
honest  inquirer  can  doubt  that  this  is  in 
very  fact  the  Word  of  God  in  the  pres- 
ence of  a  testimony  like  that? 

But  even  more  wonderful  than  all  this, 
if  such  a  thing  is  possible,  is  the  fulfill- 
ment of  prophecy  concerning  the  Christ 
Himself. 

The  Jews  looked  upon  the  crucifixion 
of  Jesus  as  a  chastisement  from  God 
which  utterly  disproved  His  claims  to  be 
the  Messiah.  But  700  years  before  the 
blood  of  Jesus  ever  stained  the  sod  of 
Calvary  it  was  foretold  that  they  would 
so  regard  Him;  for  Isaiah  had  said,  "Yet 
we  did  esteem  him  stricken,  smitten  of 
God  and  afflicted." 

The  fact  that  He  was  rejected  by  His 
own  people  might  seem  to  be  an  argument 
against  Christianity,  but  the  prophecy  of 
this  very  thing  turns  this  fact  into  Chris- 
tianity's strongest  defense.  Likewise,  if 
they  had  accepted  Him  it  would  have 
proven  that  He  was  not  the  Messiah  fore- 
told. 

You  can  bring  the  prophecies  down  to 
the  lowest  date  the  most  daring  destruc- 
tive critic  ever  presumed  to  assign  them 
and  still  they  would  bear  a  date  hundreds 
of  years  before  Jesus  was  ever  born. 


The  Greek  translation  of  the  Hebrew 
Scriptures  is  known  as  the  Septuagint,  and 
is  so-called  because  it  is  the  work  of 
seventy  learned  Jews,  and  this  we  know 
was  accomplished  at  least  25  0  years  before 
the  Christian  era.  We  know  this  as  well 
as  we  know  anything.  And  so  while  we 
might  argue  from  the  standpoint  of  the 
Hebrew  Bible  and  claim  thousands  of 
years,  it  is  enough  for  our  purpose  to 
argue  from  the  smallest  interval  which 
can  be  assigned;  for  the  man  who  can 
look  through  200  years  and  see  with  ac- 
curacy the  things  that  are  to  be,  can  look 
through  200,000  years  and  do  the  same 
thing. 

The  fact  is  that  there  are  more  than 
2  50  distinct  prophecies  in  the  Old  Testa- 
ment, written  from  400  to  1500  years 
before  Jesus  was  born  and  every  one  of 
them  has  been  fulfilled  in  the  most  mi- 
nute way  in  His  birth,  death,  His  resur- 
rection, His  ascension,  and  in  the  events 
of  His  life  in  general. 

We  are  told  in  Genesis  that  He  was  to 
be  the  seed  of  a  woman,  and  it  was  so. 

It  was  foretold  that  He  was  to  be  a 
Jew,  Gen.   12:3,  and  He  was. 

It  was  said  in  Isaiah  that  He  was  to  be 
born  of  a  virgin,  and  so  it  came  to  pass. 

Micah  tells  us  that  He  was  to  be  born 
in  Bethlehem,  and  in  Bethlehem  of  Ju- 
dea  He  came  into  this  world. 

It  was  foretold  that  He  was  to  be  of 
the  tribe  of  Judah,  and  so  He  was. 

He  was  to  be  of  the  family  of  David, 
and  so  it  came  to  pass. 

His  flight  into  Egypt,  His  residence  at 
Capernaum,  His  lowliness  and  His  pover- 
ty, all  were  clearly  foretold. 

His  rejection  by  the  Jews  Isaiah  clearly 
predicted,  and  even  the  manner  of  His 
death  was  set  forth,  Ps.  22:14-16.  Yet 
death  by  crucifixion  was  unknown  in  the 
time  of  David  who  made  the  prophecy. 

The  casting  of  lots  for  His  garments, 
Ps.  22:18,  the  fact  that  His  legs  were  not 
broken  as  was  the  case  with  ordinary 
criminals,  Ps.  34:20,  and  even  the  cry  of 
the  Forsaken  One  was  foretold  in  the  very 
words  that  fell  from  His  blessed  lips  in 
the  darkness  that  gathered  around  the 
cross. 

In  Isa.  5  3  His  burial  is  mentioned  and 
in  Acts  2  we  are  told  explicitly  that  His 
resurrection  had  taken  place  in  fulfill- 
ment of  the  prophecy  recorded  in  the  six- 
teenth Psalm. 

In  Ps.  110  His  ascension  was  most 
clearly  predicted.  He  was  to  sit  at  the 
right  hand  of  God  until  His  enemies  be- 
came His  footstool,  and  seven  years  after 
Jesus  had  taken  His  exalted  place  in  the 
heavens  Stephen  in  the  time  of  his  martyr- 
dom, "Being  full  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
looked  up  steadfastly  into  heaven  and 
said,  Behold,  I  see  the  heavens  opened,  and 
Jesus  the  Son  of  man  standing  at  the  right 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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Prayer  Page 


WHEN   MOTHER  STOPPED 
PRAYING 

"My  own  dear  Eric,"  written  in  their 
native  Swedish,  was  the  way  her  letters 
always  began,  and  they  ended,  "Remem- 
ber every  day  your  mother  prays  for  you. 
Your   loving   mother." 

And  Eric  Nicholson  would  thought- 
lessly fold  up  the  letter  and  shove  it  into 
his  desk,  to  remain  there  until  the  desk 
was  full  and  everything  was  emptied  in- 
to the  waste  paper  basket.  He  would 
write  a  little  note  of  reply  when  he  had 
time,  and  then  go  on  living  as  if  he  had 
never  learned  to  pray  at  his  mother's 
knee,  never  walked  through  the  daisy 
meadows  to  the  little  village  church,  and 
never  received,  since  he  came  to  Ameri- 
ca, weekly  letters  telling  him  that  his 
mother  was  still  praying  for  her  prodi- 
gal lad. 

To  have  a  good  time  had  been  his  aim, 
in  addition  to  money-making,  of  course, 
when  he  came  to  America,  and  his  work- 
mates had  soon  introduced  him  to  the 
kind  of  good  time  that  is  had  in  dance 
halls  and  cabarets,  so  the  new  life  in 
New  York  became  a  decided  turn  for 
the  worse. 

Back  in  Sweden,  the  mother  realized, 
as  the  years  went  qn,  that  her  boy  was 
getting  further  and  further  away  from 
her  godly  influence,  and  she  kept  on 
praying.  She  met  with  God  as  Jacob  of 
old  did,  by  a  sacred  stone.  Away  out  in 
the  field  alone  with  God,  she  daily  knelt 
by  this  stone  which  had  become  to  her 
a  veritable  Bethel. 

The  stone  had  been  baptized  again  and 
again  with  the  floods  of  scalding  tears 
that  fell  from  her  weary  eyes,  and  with 


mother,  but — "  and  she  paused,  "but 
from  the  way  he  writes  I  know  he  has 
forgotten  the  God  of  his  mother.  I  have 
been  praying  for  him  these  past  sixteen 
years."  And  she  went  on  to  tell  how  she 
went  out  alone  every  day  to  plead  with 
God  for  the  salvation  of  her  son. 

"Dearie,"  the  old  lady  said,  "don't  you 
think  you  have  prayed  for  Eric  about 
long  enough?" 

The  mother  looked  horrified,  but  her 
old  Christian  auntie  went  on,  "Don't 
you  think  it  is  about  time  that  you  trust- 
ed the  Lord  for  Eric's  conversion  and  had 
faith  that  He  was  answering  your 
prayer?" 

That  was  a  new  thought.  Mrs.  Nichol- 
son bent  forward  in  her  eagerness  to 
listen.  "You  go  out  to  your  stone  once 
more,"  the  gentle  voice  continued,  "but 
instead  of  praying  that  the  Lord  will 
save  Eric,  thank  Him  for  answering  your 
praver,  and  believe  that  He  is  doing  it." 

The  mother  lifted  her  head,  and  her 
faith  rose  mountain  high  in  that  mo- 
ment. "And  you  stop  telling  Eric,"  the 
old  auntie  added,  "that  you  are  praying 
for  his  salvation.  Write  to  him  and  tell 
him  that  you  are  leaving  him  with  the 
Lord." 

"I  will  do  it,"  Mrs.  Nicholson  an- 
swered. 

Out  of  the  house  she  slipped  at  the 
regularly  appointed  hour  and  quietly 
made  her  way  to  what  had  become  her 
place  of  meeting  with  God.  There,  with 
a  new,  calm  faith  she  talked  to  the 
Lord  about  her  boy  and  thanked  Him 
for  what  she  believed  He  was  doing  for 
him. 

That  night  she  sat  at  the  little  table 


heavy  heart  she  besought  God  to  save  her      by  her  window  and  lamented  the  useless, 


boy.  And  then  she  would  write  another 
letter  reminding  him  of  the  strait  and 
narrow  path  that  leads  to  eternal  glory. 

A  true  mother  never  forgets.  After 
sixteen  years  her  prayers  were  just  as  fer- 
vent  and  her  heartache   just   as  keen. 

A  dear  old  aunt  came  to  visit  Mrs. 
Nicholson  and  fingered  with  reverence 
the  old  family  Bible  where  Eric's  birth 
was  recorded.  "Well  I  remember,"  said 
she,  "how  sweet  Eric  used  to  look  in  the 
little  white  suit  that  you  made  for  him, 
as  he  would  run  in  to  repeat  the  Memory 
Text  to  us  before  he  went  off  to  Sunday 
school  with  the  other  children.  And  he 
went  to  America,  didn't  he?  What  do 
you  hear  from  him  now?" 

"I  had  a  letter  from  him  last  week.  He 
says  he  is  well  and  enjoying  himself, 
and  is  making  good  money.  He  sends 
me   some   often.    He   doesn't;   forget   his 


overwrought  anxiety  that  had  seasoned 
her  prayers  for  so  long  and  made  her 
blind  to  everything  except  the  black 
present  even  while  she  had  prayed,  but 
with  the  worry  that  is  not  faith,  for 
Eric  to  be  saved.  Then  looking  up  at  the 
stars  that  studded  the  midnight  sky,  the 
mother  gathered  into  her  bosom  a  new 
hope  and  a  new  courage  that  made  her 
write  to  her  boy  as  she  had  never  written 
before:  "I  have  stopped  praying  for  you. 
My  prayers  can  never  get  you  into  heav- 
en. I  am  leaving  you  in  the  hands  of  God 
and  trusting  that  He,  who  alone  is  able, 
will  save  you." 

With  hundreds  of  other  letters,  the 
missive  addressed  to  Mr.  Eric  Nicholson 
steamed  its  way  across  the  Atlantic  to 
New  York  City.  Then  the  letters  took 
their  separate  routes  until  they  lay  in 
the  welcoming  hands  of  their  owners. 


When  Eric  had  carried  the  letter  up- 
stairs, that  he  had  found  at  his  place  on 
the  supper  table,  he  tore  it  open  with 
his  usual  casualness  and  expected  to  read 
one  of  his  mother's  usual  letters.  But 
when  he  read  this  letter  he  did  not  toss 
it  into  his  desk.  He  did  not  know  what 
to  make  of  it.  He  knit  his  eyebrows  and 
read  it  over  again. 

"Mother  has  stopped  praying  for  me?" 
he  questionably  exclaimed  to  the  four 
walls  around  him,  with  a  puzzled  look 
on  his  face. 

Then  he  read  the  letter  once  more,  "I 
am  leaving  you  in  the  hands  of  God," 
he  read,  and  the  words  seemed  to  burn 
the  hands  that  held  the  paper.  A  respon- 
sibility for  his  own  soul  hitherto  intrust- 
ed to  his  mother's  prayers  suddenly  fell 
like  a  world-sized  weight  upon  his  shoul- 
ders, but  he  snatched  it  up  and  read  it 
again  before  he  folded  it  and  put  it  into 
his  pocket. 

For  days  his  mother's  words  haunted 
the  young  man.  The  letter  never  left  his 
pocket  except  when  he  pulled  it  out  to 
read  it  over  again. 

Ghastly  fear  seized  him  in  its  horrible 
grasp.  What  could  he  do  to  free  himself? 
At  his  work,  during  his  meals,  in  his 
pleasure  hours,  his  mother's  letter  cast 
an  ever  increasing  load  upon  his  heart. 

"I  will  dance  my  tears  away,"  he 
said,  and  to  his  favorite  dance  hall  he 
went.  The  girls  were  just  as  pretty  as  ever 
and  the  music  just  as  entrancing,  but 
Eric's  keen  enjoyment  was  already  absent 
in  the  first  dance.  Then  he  chose  an  even 
more  charming  partner,  but  the  rest  of 
the  swaying  rhythm  and  plaintive  melody 
was  agony  to  him.  Before  the  music 
fairly  stopped  his  partner  was  forgotten 
and  the  letter  was  pulled  from  his  pock- 
et. His  eyes  blazed  with  fires  of  self 
condemnation  as  they  read  the  words, 
"I  have  stopped  praying  for  you.***I 
am  leaving  you  in  the   hands   of  God." 

Out  of  the  dance  hall  he  dashed,  shov- 
ing the  letter  into  his  pocket  as  he  strode 
madly  down  the  street,  bound  he  knew 
not  whither. 

Suddenly  a  melody  he  had  not  heard 
for  years  rooted  him  to  a  spot  upon  the 
sidewalk.  The  music  from  those  violins 
and  mandolins  and  full-voiced  guitars 
drew  him  into  the  building  from  whence 
the  sweet  sounds  came,  and  he  found 
himself  sinking  into  the  back  seat  of  a 
Salvation  Army  hall. 

The  words  of  the  chorus  were  being 
sung  as  clearly  as  the  tones  of  the  church 
bell  that  used  to  peal  its  message  to  him 
across  the  country  spaces  of  his  Scan- 
dinavian home.  Love  and  mother  and  the 
Savior  of  the  world  were  what  they  were 
singing  about,  and  Eric  sat  as  if  in  a 
daze,  until  the  invitation  was  given  to 
seek  the  Lord. 

(Continued  on  page  31) 
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A  Dictionary  of  Christians 

To  Which  Group  Do  I  Belong? 

1.  Pillars — Worship  regularly,  giving 
time  and  money. 

2.  Supporters — Give  time  and  money 
if  they  like  the  pastor  and  treasurer. 

3.  Leaners — Use  the  church  for  fu- 
nerals, baptisms  and  marriage,  but  give 
no  time  or  money  to  support  the  church. 

4.  Working  Leaners — Work  but  do  not 
give  money. 

5.  Specials — Help  and  give  occasionally 
for  something  that  appeals  to  them. 

6.  Annuals  or  Easter  Birds — Dress  up, 
look  serious  and  go  to  church  on  Easter. 

7.  Sponges — Take  all  blessings  and 
benefits,  even  the  sacrament,  but  give  no 
money  to  support  the  church. 

8.  Tramps  —  Go  from  church  to 
church  but  support  none. 

9.  Gossips — Talk  freely  about  every- 
one except  the  Lord  Jesus. 

10.  Scrappers — Take  offense,  criticize 
and  fight. 

11.  Orphans — Are  children  sent  by 
parents  who  do  not  set  them  an  example. 

12.  Backsliders — "Go  back  and  walk 
no  more  with  Jesus,"  John   6:66. 

13.  Hypocrites — Are  leaners  who  say 
they  are  better  than  churchgoers. — The 
Messenger. 

The  Merciful  Man 

Clovis  G.  Chappell 

When  William  E.  Gladstone  was  Chan- 
cellor of  the  Exchequer  he  sent  down  to 
the  Treasury  for  certain  statistics  upon 
which  to  base  his  budget  proposals.  The 
statistician  made  a  mistake,  but  Glad- 
stone was  so  sure  of  this  man's  accuracy 
that  he  did  not  take  time  to  verify  his 
figures.  He  went  before  the  House  of 
Commons  and  made  his  speech,  basing  his 
appeal  on  the  incorrect  figures  that  had 
been  given  him.  His  speech  was  no  soon- 
er published  than  the  newspapers  exposed 
its  glaring  inaccuracies. 

Gladstone  was  naturally  overwhelmed 
with  embarrassment.  He  went  to  his  of- 
fice and  sent  at  once  for  the  statistician 
who  was  responsible  for  his  humiliating 
situation.  The  man  came  full  of  fear  and 
shame,  certain  that  he  was  going  to  lose 
his  position.  But,  instead,  Mr.  Gladstone 
said:  "I  know  how  much  you  must  be 
disturbed  over  what  has  happened,  and  I 
have  sent  for  you  to  put  you  at  your  ease. 
For  a  long  time  you  have  been  engaged 
in  handling  the  intricacies  of  the  national 
accounts,    and    this   is    the   first    mistake 


that  you  have  made.  I  want  to  congratu- 
late you  and  express  to  you  my  keen  ap- 
preciation." It  took  a  big  man  to  do 
that,  big  with  the  bigness  of  the  truly 
merciful. — The  United  Evangelical. 

Who  Is  My  Neighbor? 

Once  I  made  a  long  trip  to  see  an  old 
fisherman — Uncle  George — who  had  sent 
word  that  he  needed  me,  and  I  knew  that 
someone  was  sick.  When  I  arrived,  he 
had  something  ready  for  me  to  eat, 
though  he  apologized  because  he  didn't 
have  any  sugar  for  the  tea,  or  any  milk. 
I  went  to  the  sick  room  and  found  an  old 
man  very  ill  with  cancer,  while  his  aged 
wife  was  crooning  an  old  song.  I  did  what 
I  could,  and  as  I  prepared  to  go,  I  asked 
Uncle  George  who  the  sick  man  was.  He 
said,  "Only  a  neighbor."  Though  he 
couldn't  afford  to  buy  any  sugar  for  him- 
self, he  had  kept  this  neighbor  and  his 
wife  for  a  year. 

When  I  left,  he  came  down  to  the  boat 
with  me,  and,  standing  there  on  the 
beach  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  he  said  he 
didn't  have  anything  to  pay  me,  but  that 
he  was  very  grateful  for  my  coming  to 
see  his  neighbor.  I  can  see  him  yet  stand- 
ing there,  with  his  white  hair  flowing  in 
the  breeze  and  that  kindly  face  as  he  said, 
"I  can't  pay  you."  Pay — I  never  had  such 
pay  in  my  life!  How  strangely  we  guage 
pay  for  our  services. — Dr.  W.  T.  Gren- 
fell. 

Keeping  Friends  With  Yourself 

In  returning  to  the  owner  a  piece  of 
valuable  property  that  had  been  lost,  a 
man  who  was  out  of  work  refused  to 
take  a  generous  reward,  explaining,  "It's 
just  a  matter  of  keeping  friends  with 
myself." 

Keeping  friends  with  yourself  is  not  a 
small  matter.  Billy,  the  bank  errand  boy, 
realized  this  when  he  returned  a  roll  of 
bills  that  had  by  accident  fallen  into  the 
wastebasket.  When  asked  why  he  re- 
turned the  money,  quick  as  a  flash  Billy 
replied,  "I  have  to  live  with  myself  all 
my  life,  and  I  know  I  don't  want  to  live 
with  a  thief." 

We  live  with  ourselves  through  mem- 
ory. The  evil  that  we  do  remains  a  pos- 
session that  we  should  like  to  get  rid  of. 
It  haunts  us  wherever  we  go.  To  insure 
having  a  good  fellow  to  live  with,  we 
must  guard  our  daily  thoughts,  words, 
and  deeds. — Selected,  in  the  junior's 
Friend. 


A  Test  of  Education 

A  professor  in  the  University  of  Chi- 
cago told  his  pupils  that  he  should  con- 
sider them  educated,  in  the  best  sense  of 
the  word,  when  they  could  say  "yes"  to 
every  one  of  fourteen  questions  that  he 
should  put  to  them.  It  may  interest  you 
to  read   the  questions.  Here  they  are: 

Has  your  education  given  sympathy 
with  all  good  causes  and  made  you  espouse 
them? 

Has   it   made   you    public-spirited? 

Has  it  made  you  a  brother  to  the  weak? 

Have  you  learned  how  to  make  friends 
and  keep  them? 

Can  you  look  an  honest  man  or  a  pure 
woman  straight  in  the  eye? 

Do  you  see  anything  to  love  in  a  little 
child? 

Can  you  be  high-minded  and  happy  in 
the  meaner  drudgeries  of  life? 

Do  you  think  washing  dishes  and  hoe- 
ing corn  just  as  compatible  with  high 
thinking  as  piano-playing  or  golf? 

Are  you  good  for  anything  to  yourself? 

Can  you  be  happy  alone? 

Do  you  look  on  the  world  and  see  any- 
thing except  dollars   and  cents? 

Can  you  look  in  a  mud  puddle  by  the 
wayside  and  see  anything  in  the  puddle 
but  mud? 

Can  you  look  into  the  sky  at  night  and 
see  beyond  the  stars? 

Can  your  soul  claim  soul  relationship 
with  the  creator? — Christian  Advocate. 

When  Gypsy  Smith  Was  Converted 

Cornelius  Smith,  fatner  of  the  great 
evangelist,  Gypsy  Rodney  Smith,  became 
greatly  impressed  with  his  need  of  salva- 
tion. On  one  of  his  journeys  he  camped 
at  Shepherd's  Bush,  and  attending  a  serv- 
ice in  a  mission  hall,  he  heard  the  people 
sing   Cowper's    stirring   hymn: 

There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood 

Drawn   from   ImmanueVs   veins, 
And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood, 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 
The  chorus  ran: 
I  do  believe,  I  will  believe, 
That  Jesus  died  for  me, 
That  on  the  Cross  He  shed  His  blood 
From  sin  to  set  me  free. 

Soon  the  father,  who  was  seeking  salva- 
tion, exclaimed,  "I  am  converted!" 
Reaching  home,  he  told  his  motherless 
children  what  had  happened,  placed  his 
arms  round  the  five  of  them,  kissed  them, 
and  fell  on  his  knees  and  began  to  pray. 
That  first  prayer  was  never  forgotten; 
and  many  years  afterward  Gypsy  Smith 
said:  "I  still  feel  its  sacred  influence  on 
my  heart  and  soul."  The  next  morning 
the  converted  man  was  pleading  with 
others,  and  thirteen  gypsies  professed  to 
find   Christ   that  day. 

When  Gypsy  Smith  was  a  little  older, 
(Continued   on   page    31 J 
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Thanksgiving  Story 
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THE  THANK  OFFERING  BOX 

B.  H.  Pearson 


"Thank  offering  boxes!"  exclaimed 
Grace  Warden.  "Well,  of  all  things  to 
give  a  person  this  year.  Wonder  what 
that  superintendent  thinks  there  is  to  be 
thankful  about  this  year!  No  new  dresses, 
no  vacation  that  amounts  to  anything 
as  in  other  years — why,  there's  nothing 
to  be  thankful  for.  And  even  if  there 
were,  there's  nothing  to  give.  I  haven't 
even  had  money  to  buy  an  ice  cream 
soda,  scarcely." 

The  speaker  was  an  attractive  young 
lady  who  held  in  her  hand  a  small  paste- 
board box  marked  in  large  red  letters, 
"Thank  offering,"  and  underneath  the 
explanation,  "For  those  who  need  our 
help."  Even  the  slight  frown  on  her 
forehead  could  not  quite  chase  away  the 
smile  that  seemed  lingering  about  the 
corners  of  the  mouth.  It  was  somewhat 
as  though  she  were  frowning  at  herself 
quite  as  much  as  at  the  heartless  superin- 
tendent who  had  so  thoughtlessly  thrust 
the  offering  box  into  her  hand. 

"For  those  who  need  our  help,"  she  re- 
peated, slowly  reading  from  the  box. 
"Well,  I  guess  that  means  me,  for  if  any- 
body ever  needed  help,  I  do.  Oh,  I  just 
must  have  some  more  clothes  for  school 
this  winter.  You  know,  Mother,  I  am  al- 
most destitute." 

Mrs.  Warden,  who  had  been  listening, 
smiled  broadly  —  tolerantly.  "Really, 
dear,  you  are  quite  a  missionarv,  aren't 
you?"  she  answered  questioningly. 

"Oh  well,  it's  all  right  being  a  mission- 
ary, Mother,"  answered  Grace,  "and  I 
really  would  love  to  go  to  a  foreign  land 
and  do  a  lot  of  wonderful  things,  but 
the  idea  of  being  thankful  this  year — 
that's  just  too  much.  You  know,  Mother, 
I  am  going  out  this  afternoon  with  Miss 
Reid,  the  mission  worker.  She  thinks  she 
may  need  my  help  this  fall  as  there  are 
so  many  people  out  of  work  and  in  trou- 
ble. I  ought  to  be  getting  ready  now  so 
as  to  meet  her  on  time."  Grace  started 
lightly  upstairs  as  she  finished. 

Mrs.  Warden  bowed  her  head  a  mo- 
ment: "Dear  Lord,  help  Grace  to  learn 
the  needed  lessons.  Open  her  eyes  to  see 
the  many  blessings  that  are  hers.  Amen." 

An  hour  later  Miss  Reid  and  Grace 
might  have  been  seen  making  their  way 
through  a  Mexican  settlement.  "I  hardly 
know  what  we  can  do  at  the  house  we 
are  now  going  to  visit,"  said  Miss  Reid. 
"Still,  we  must  do  our  best,  and  God 
will    help    us    somehow.      He    has    never 
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failed."  Grace  looked  admiringly  at  her 
friend.  She  always  had  regarded  as  beau- 
tiful the  silvery  hair  framing  a  face 
whose  youthful  vigor  and  animation  be- 
lied the  years. 

"Tell  me  about  them,"  said  Grace. 

"Well,  it  is  just  one  of  many  such 
cases,"  answered  her  guide.  "The  hus- 
band and  father  was  deported  four  years 
ago.  He  was  a  drunkard  and  led  an  aw- 
ful life.  While  Mrs.  Martinez  is  of  Mexi- 
can blood,  still  she  is  a  native  American,, 
and  so  could  stay.  There  are  six  children; 
the  youngest,  three  and  a  half  years  of 
age,  and  the  oldest  eleven.  Not  one  of 
them  is  big  enough  yet  to  help  her  in 
supporting  the  family.  And  then  two 
months  ago,  a  poor  old  lady,  eighty-sev- 
en years  of  age,  was  abandoned  here  in  a 
neighboring  house,  and  Mrs.  Martinez 
felt  she  could  do  nothing  less  than  take 
her  in.  You  know  how  the  Mexican  peo- 
ple are,  or  you  will  know  when  you  have 
worked  among  them  a  while,"  Miss  Reid! 
added  smiling. 

"So  now  there  are  eight  in  the  family.. 
The  county  has  been  giving  them  $5.00 
a  week  for  provisions.  That  is  all  they 
have,  and  there  is  danger  that  they  cannot 
continue  this,  for  all  relief  funds  are 
very  low,  as  there  has  been  so  much  suf- 
fering, and  no  work  for  anyone.  But 
here  we  are." 

Miss  Reid  turned  from  the  sidewalk 
across  a  dusty  lot,  on  the  rear  of  which 
was  a  low  building,  and  a  small  lean-to 
at  one  end,  evidently  used  for  a  kitchen. 
Once  inside,  Grace  looked  around  in 
amazement.  The  walls  were  covered  with 
blue  prints  of  the  new  city  hall,  of  fire 
houses,  or  skyscrapers.  Mrs.  Martinez  no- 
ticed her  inquiring  glances.  "Yes,"  she  an- 
swered to  the  unspoken  question,  "God 
has  been  very  good  to  us.  It  was  very 
cold  in  here  in  the  winter  before  we 
found  these  blue  papers  and  nailed  them 
on  the  walls.  The  wind  would  blow 
through  so  that  the  children  would  cry 
with  the  cold  at  night,  but  now  it  is 
much  nicer.  And  then  the  Lord  sent  at 
kind-hearted  friend  who  put  roofing  pa- 
per on  one  side  of  the  roof.  I  don't  know 
where  he  found  it.  Now  when  it  rains, 
the  water  comes  in  at  only  one  side  and 
all  we  have  to  do  is  to  move  things  over 
on  the  other  side,  and  we  are  just  as  com- 
fortable as  can  be." 

"Comfortable!"    exclaimed    Grace. 

"Yes,  dear,  and  it  brings  such  joy  to 
our  hearts  to  know  that  our  kind  heaven- 
ly Father  is  watching  over  us." 

Grace    sat    in    amazement,    looking    at 


the  smiling  face  of  this  woman,  this 
Mexican  woman  who  in  such  circum- 
stances as  these  could  still  sec  the  face 
of  the  heavenly  Father  who  was  caring 
for  her.  Miss  Reid  took  up  the  conver- 
sation, as  the  six  children  stood  near  by 
watching.  "What  awful  clothing," 
thought  Grace,  "and  yet  for  all  the 
patches  and  tears  it  is  comparatively 
clean.  How  does  she  do  it?" 

"What  is  that?"  asked  Miss  Reid 
sharply.  Grace  was  all  attention.  Mrs. 
Martinez  smiled.  "Why,"  she  answered, 
"for  a  week  now  we  have  received  no 
help  from  the  city.  The  inspector  says 
they  have  nothing." 

"Have  nothing?"  exclaimed  Miss  Reid. 
'"Well,  just  last  week  they  voted  $200,- 
000  for  the  big  city  fiesta.  Oh,  I  guess 
there's  a  dollar  or  two  left.  But  go  on." 

"So  we  have  had  nothing  to  eat.  I 
asked  God  to  help  us,  and  you  know  He 
always  does.  The  boys  took  the  wagon 
and  went  down  to  the  market,  and  there 
they  found  some  old  potatoes  that  some- 
one had  thrown  out.  But  I  could  cut  a 
lot  of  good  out  of  them,  and  so  we  have 
had  potatoes  to  eat  all  week.  Oh,  we  are 
so  thankful  to  the  Lord." 

"Thankful  to  the  Lord?"  asked  Grace 
incredulously.  Let's  see,  where  had  she 
heard  something  like  that  before  today. 
Oh  yes,  those  thank  offering  boxes.  A 
wave  of  scarlet  swept  over  her  face  at 
the  sudden  memory.  She  had  said  she  had 
nothing  for  which  to  be  thankful. 

"Here  is  a  dollar,"  said  Miss  Reid.  "It 
is  all  that  I  have  with  me.  Get  some  milk 
for  the  children.  I  will  be  back  in  the 
morning  to  see  what  can  be  done." 

When  the  two  were  outside  and  a  lit- 
tle way  from  the  house,  Miss  Reid  said, 
as  though  to  a  third  party  or  to  herself, 
"  'When  saw  we  thee  an  hungred,  or 
athirst,  or  a  stranger,  or  naked,  or  sick, 
or  in  prison?' 

"Grace,  I  wonder  why  folk  won't  take 
seriously  just  what  Jesus  says?" 

That  night  after  supper  Grace  was 
very  silent  for  a  while.  Then  she  said  to 
her  mother,  "O  Mother,  I  was  just  think- 
ing; oh,  I'm  so  thankful,  so  thankful, 
God  has  been  so  good  to  me.  It  isn't 
much,  but  you  know  the  money  I  was 
saving  for  a  new  dress — I'm  going  to 
get  it  right  now,  and  put  it  in  my  thank 
offering  box.  And,  Mother,  maybe — 
well,  it  sounds  strange,  but  perhaps  you'll 
understand — maybe  I  won't  have  to  wait 
so  long  after  all  to  go  to  some  other  land 
to  be  a  missionary."  —  Light  and  Life 
Evangel. 

Proyer  Activity 

Fervent  prayer  is  a  promoter  of  ac- 
tivity. It  puts  one  at  the  disposal  of  God 
for  their  part  in  bringing  about  the  thing 
He  desires.   (Psa.  31:3). 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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The   Outstretched    Hands 

Fannie  S.  Foshee 
They  are  dying!  dying!   millions  are  dy- 
ing! 
Without  the  love  of  God; 
They're  sighing,  pleading  and  crying, 
"Tell  us  about  your  God." 

Away  out  yonder  on  the  desert, 

Or  off  in  the  jungle  there, 

They're  kneeling  down  to   worship  gods 

Who  do  not  know  or  care. 

With   hearts   so   heavily    laden 
They  stand  with  heads  bent  low; 
Christian,  will  you  go  tell  them 
His  way,  the  right  way  to  go? 

Go  herald  the  message  to  them! 
Why  wait  for  another  day, 
When  so  many  souls  are  dying, 
How  can  you  longer  delay? 

FROM  INDIA 

Chengannur   P.    O.,    Travancore 
State,    S.   India,    May    12,    1941. 

Dear   Young    People   of    the    Church    of 

God: 

We  praise  the  Lord  for  the  way  He 
continues  to  work  in  our  field  of  labor. 
We  wrote  you  about  the  great  need  of 
Malabar,  a  new  field  to  us.  Early  in 
March  we  sent  three  of  our  workers 
there  and  tarrying  meetings  were  held 
up  to  April  27,  with  the  result  that  five 
received  the  baptism  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 
Altogether  eleven  have  followed  the  Lord 
in  water  baptism  there.  This  includes 
the  young  woman  who  was  so  wonder- 
fully healed  in  answer  to  prayer,  the  one 
who  had  not  walked  for  over  three  years. 
She  also  received  the  baptism  of  the  Holy 
Spirit. 

In  one  meeting  three  received  the  bap- 
tism of  the  Holy  Spirit;  one  of  these 
is  a  man  of  sixty-three  years,  the  father 
of  the  young  woman  healed.  Another  is 
a  man  of  seventy  years.  Oh,  how  they 
rejoiced  before  the  Lord  when  they  re- 
ceived the  fulness  of  the  Spirit.  Brother 
P.  V.  Vereghese,  the  one  who  is  at  the 
head  of  the  work  there,  has  not  yet  re- 
ceived, but  the  Lord  has  touched  him 
and  he  has  been  having  visions.  One  of 
those  baptized  in  water  is  the  wife  of  Mr. 
P.  V.  Vereghese;  she  is  a  school  teacher. 
She  had  not  seen  the  truth  as  he  had  and 
he  had  been  praying  for  her  for  years. 
Sometimes  when  he  would  speak  to  others 
about  water  baptism,  they  would  say, 
"Your  wife  is  not  baptized.  Why  speak 
to  us?"  Now  he  is  rejoicing  for  this  an- 


swer to  prayer. 

The  workers  we  have  sent  to  Calicut 
have  a  knowledge  of  the  Word  learned  in 
our  Bible  school  and  are  able  to  give  it 
out  to  hungry  souls.  One  of  the  three 
wrote  me  that  she  was  learning  more  les- 
sons from  the  Word,  and  "by  the  grace 
of  God"  is  able  to  teach  the  Bible.  When 
in  her  last  year  of  school,  God  called  her 
to  His  service  and  she  obeyed  His  voice, 
giving  up  her  plan  to  become  a  teacher 
for  the  service  of  the  Lord  and  for  a 
number  of  years  she  has  been  used  in 
preaching,  prayer,  house  visiting,  etc. 
We  praise  God  for  this  consecrated  work- 
er and  also  for  her  co-worker,  both  of 
whom  are  not  strong  in  body  and  the  ex- 
cessive heat  at  this  time  of  the  year  has 
been  hard  on  them. 

Two  of  our  main  workers,  Brother  T. 
M.  Vereghese  our  field  secretary,  and 
Brother  Benjamin,  the  general  evange- 
list of  the  Tamil  field,  went  on  a  tour 

**************************** 
Great  Missionary  Sayings 

"Let  us  advance  upon  our  knees." — 
Joseph  Hardy  Neesima. 

"A  true  missionary  never  knows  de- 
feat."— Rev.  A.  A.  Fulton. 

"I  was  not  disobedient  unto  the  heav- 
enly vision." — Testimony  of  St.  Paul. 

"Go  ye  therefore  and  make  disciples 
of  all  the  nations."  (R.  V.).  —  Quoted 
from  the  Great  Commission,  Matt.  28: 
19. 

"That  land  is  henceforth  my  country 
which  most  needs  the  gospel." — Count 
Zinzindorf. 

"Expect  great  things  from  God;  at- 
tempt great  things  for  God." — William 
Carey. 

"Prayer  and  pains,  through  faith  in 
Jesus  Christ,  will  do  anything." — John 
Eliot,  apostle  to  the  Indians  of  New  Eng- 
land. 

"Oh,  let  me  pray  once  more  for  Fiji!" 
— John  Hunt's  dying  words. 

"If  I  had  a  thousand  lives  to  live, 
Africa  should  have  them  all." — Bishop 
Mackenizie. 

"The  prospect  is  as  bright  as  the  prom- 
ises of  God." — Adoniram  Judson. 

"God  buries  His  workmen  but  He  car- 
ries on  His  work." — John  Wesley. 

"I  cannot,  I  dare  not  go  up  to  the 
judgment  till  I  have  done  the  utmost 
God  enables  me  to  do  to  diffuse  His 
glory  through  the  world." — Dr.  Asahel 
Grant  of  Persia,  from  Wesleyan  Metho- 
dist. 


to  the  Telegu  field  in  March  to  view  the 
field  and  to  see  what  the  need  and  pros- 
pects are  for  work  there.  They  held  a 
number  of  meetings  and  the  Lord  blessed. 
They  were  used  in  leading  a  highly  cul- 
tured woman  to  salvation.  I  quote  from 
her  testimony: 

"Being  the  youngest  of  my  family,  I 
was  brought  up  in  all  sorts  of  worldly 
pleasures,  my  sisters  and  brothers,  who 
were  well  employed,  spoiling  me  in  this 
way.  Even  though  I  was  worldly  in  the 
Mission  school  I  used  to  get  first  prizes 
for  my  Bible  lessons.  Besides,  I  used  to 
attend  religious  meetings  and  read  and 
pray  every  day,  but  this  was  all  form. 

"In  these  days  of  enjoyment  I  began 
to  suffer  some  losses.  One  of  my  broth- 
ers, whom  I  loved  more,  passed  away  and 
that  gave  a  blow  to  my  life.  My  old 
father  got  sick  and  was  in  bed.  At  this 
time  I  appeared  for  my  matriculation 
examination  and  afterward  obtained  a 
position  as  teacher.  A  certain  Christian 
worker  living  in  our  vicinity  used  to 
visit  our  house  and  pray  for  my  father. 
This  man  looked  after  my  father  well 
and  this  created  a  love  toward  him,  but 
he  took  advantage  of  it  and  began  to 
get  me  into  his  clutches.  I  am  too  sorry 
to  say  that  he  blackened  my  name  by  his 
actions. 

"My  uncle,  who  is  still  a  Hindu,  had 
a  son  who  was  appearing  for  his  B.  A. 
examination.  According  to  our  cus- 
tom, my  uncle's  son  had  a  right  to  mar- 
ry me.  He  wanted  to  marry  me  and  I 
gave  him  word  on  condition  that  he 
would  become  a  Christian.  I  gave  him  a 
Bible  and  he  began  to  read  it,  even  writ- 
ing good  sermons  on  certain  subjects  of 
the  Bible.  I  continuously  prayed  for  him 
though  I  was  not  really  saved.  After 
selling  part  of  my  jewels  I  wanted  to 
go  to  the  teachers'  training  college,  but 
was  hindered  from  going  as  I  got  sick. 
My  father  died  and  my  only  sister,  who 
was  a  great  help  to  me,  also  died  and  I 
was  left  alone.  I  lost  faith  in  God  and 
even  doubted  that  there  was  a  God. 

"My  grief  was  not  ended  here.  The 
young  man  (my  uncle's  son)  whom  I 
expected  to  marry  after  his  examination, 
fell  ill  and  within  a  few  days  he  also 
passed  away.  Through  this  I  lost  all  con- 
fidence in  God  and  decided  not  to  live 
in  this  world  any  more.  One  night  1 
drank  poison  and  thus  I  was  about  to 
die.  At  once  a  doctor  was  called  and  as 
a  result  of  injections  I  was  cured.  In  or- 
der to  ease  my  life  I  began  to  enjoy  this 
world  by  going  to  dramas,  cinemas  and 
other  pleasures.  I  hated  to  go  to  church, 
but  now  and  then  I  visited  Roman  Cath- 
olic churches,  and  many  times  I  thought 
of  accepting  Roman  Catholicism.  I 
liked  to  associate  with  Hindus  more  than 
with  Christians.  None  of  these  things 
(Continued  on   page   26) 
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It  was  the  day  before  Thanksgiving.  In 
her  tiny  kitchen  pretty  little  Margaret 
Lane  was  preparing  a  Thanksgiving  din- 
ner, the  first  one  in  the  pretty  home  over 
which  she  had  come  to  preside  but  a  short 
six  months  before. 

The  turkey  was  already  in  the  baker,  and 
her  nimble  fingers  were  busy  fashioning 
a  plum  pudding. 

Her  heart  was  so  light  that  almost  un- 
consciously she  burst  into  song.  The 
room  was  small  and  the  day  warm,  so 
she  had  left  the  door  partly  open,  and 
her  sweet  voice  floated  out  into  the 
street. 

A  man  passing  by  paused  to  listen: 
"When  upon  life's  b'llows 
You  are  tempest  tossed, 
When  you  are  discouraged, 

Thinking   all  is   lost, 
Count  your  many  blessings, 
Name   them   one  by   one. 
And  it   will  surprise  you 
What  the  Lord  has  done." 
The   man   passed      on,     but    the   words 
seemed   to  ring  in     his    ears.   A   cynical 
smile  curled  his  lips.  "Count  your  bless- 
ings,   indeed,"    he    muttered,    "I    wonder 
what  they  are.  I  presume  that  sweet  little 
singer  back  there  would  say  my  wealth, 
but  it  has  never  brought  me  one  happy 
moment,   not  one." 

Then,  some  way,  it  seemed  to  him  that 
pages  of  his  life  swept  back,  and  he  saw 
again  a  fair  face  bend  above  him,  a 
face  so  pure  it  might  have  been  an  an- 
gel's. His  whole  life  had  been  softened 
by  her  influence.  Surely,  he  must  count 
the  memory  of  a  Christian  mother 
among    his    blessings. 

There  was  another,  too.  Away  back 
in  his  younger  days,  he  had  named  the 
sweet  name  wife,  and  a  tiny  daughter 
nestled  in  his  arms.  But  not  for  long,  God 
took  them  from  the  sorrow  here  to  the 
joy  over  there.  Yet  the  happiness  of  those 
short  months  was  very  dear  to  him. 

His  face  grew  thoughtful.  Was  it  not 
a  blessing  to  have  such  treasures  in  heav- 
en? Tears  came  to  his  eyes  that  had  long 
been  strangers  to  them,  as  the  meaning 
of  the  song  seemed  to  be  brought  to  him, 
and  he  said,  "I  will  arise  and  go  to  my 
Father." 

And  Margaret   sang  on: 

"Are  you  ever  burdened 

With  a  load  of  care? 
Does  the  cross  seem  heavy 
You  are  called  to  bear? 
Count  your  many  blessings, 

Every  doubt  will  fly, 
And  you  will  be  singing 
As  the  days  go  by." 
The  woman  across  the  street  shut  her 
door    with    a    slam.      "Little    she    knows 


about  it.  Wait  until  she  has  to  work  as 
I  do,  and  she  won't  find  time  to  sing  or 
count  her  blessings  either." 

But  the  words  of  the  song  were  with 
her.  Burdened  she  surely  was,  for  her 
health  was  not  very  good,  and  there  were 
three  little  ones  to  do  for,  and  yet — 
"Count  your  many  blessings,  name  them 
one  by  one."  The  words  came  to  her  in 
spite  of  the  closed  door,  and  she  smiled 
grimly  as  she  thought: 

"Tom  is  well  and  has  plenty  of  work, 
this  is  one,  I  suppose;  and  he  does  not 
spend  his  money  for  strong  drink  as  some 
do.  Then  our  home  is  paid  for,  and  the 
children  are  well  and  good  to  help  me." 
A  look  of  surprise  came  to  her  face,  and 
she  wondered  if  there  was  so  much  for 
her  to  be  thankful  for,  after  all.  The 
words  of  the  song  held  a  new  meaning 
for  her,  and  she  found  herself  trying  to 
hum  the  air  as  she  went  about  doing  her 
many  tasks. 

"When  you  look  at  others 

With  their  lands  and  gold 
Think  that  Christ  has  promised  you 

His  wealth  untold. 
Count  your  many  blessings 

Money  cannot  buy — 
Your  reward  in  heaven 

Nor  your  home  on  high." 

A  young  girl  heard  the  words  as  she 
hurried  to  school.  "I  believe  I  needed  just 
those  words  to  set  me  right,"  she  thought. 
"I  am  afraid  I  was  envious  this  morning 
because  Mabel  had  such  a  beautiful  new 
suit  and  I  must  wear  my  old  one.  I  was 
cross  about  it,  too,  and  it  will  worry 
mama,  for  she  is  doing  all  she  can  for  me, 
and — ."  Her  face  paled  as  she  thought, 
"Mabel  has  no  mama,  I'm  sure  she  would 
be  willing  to  wear  old  clothes  if  she  could 
only  have  her  dear  mama.  What  would  I 
care  for  money  without  my  dear  mother 


to  share  it?  I  will  never  worry  her  again, 
never;  and  I  will  tell  her  so  at  noon,  too," 
and  she  passed  into  the  schoolroom. 

"So  amid  the  conflict, 

Whether  great  or  small, 
Do  not  be  discouraged — 

God  is  over  all; 
Count  your  many  blessings, 

Angels  will  attend, 
Help  and  comfort  give  you 

To  your  journey's  end." 

"It  will  not  be  long,  either,"  murmured 
a  poor  old  woman,  as  she  toiled  painfully 
along.  "The  end  is  not  far  off,  and  my 
greatest  blessing  is  that  it  is  so.  I  was 
feeling  discouraged  this  morning  to  think 
that  my  Master  kept  me  waiting  so  long, 
but  He  knows  best.  Aye,  He  will  help  and 
comfort  me  to  the  end.  I  am  glad  I  heard 
the  singer;  God  bless  her!" 

The  pudding  was  finished,  and  so  was 
the  song,  and  Margaret,  with  a  light 
heart,  began  putting  the  little  kitchen  to 
right,  not  knowing  that  while  she  sang, 
four  souls  had  been  brought  nearer  to 
their  Maker,  and  that  on  the  morrow  each 
would  return  thanks  for  blessings  over- 
looked in  the  hurry  of  the  world  until  a 
song,  heard  by  chance,  set  them  right. 

Was  it  really  chance  or  a  part  of  God's 
divine  plan?  Who  can  say? — Michigan 
Christian  Advocate. 

THANE<SGEV1NG    BLESSINGS 

Mrs.  Wm.  Klinger 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Worth  were  better 
known  at  Elmwood  as  "Grandpa  and 
Grandma  Worth."  As  Thanksgiving  was 
approaching,  their  usually  busy  hands 
were  busier  than  ever — for  they  never 
left  anything  undone  which  would  con- 
tribute to  the  happiness  of  others.  It 
hardly  seemed  possible  to  them,  as  they 
sat  by  the  window  meditating  after  the 
day's  work  was  done,  that  the  next  day 
was  Thanksgiving.  The  past  few  days 
had  glided  by  very  swiftly. 

Outside  the  wind  was  howling,  and  it 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


A  Serious  View  of  Life  in  America 


Residents  of  the  United  States  who 
have  seen  serious  and  far-reaching 
changes  take  place  here  since  the  time  of 
the  repeal  of  the  Eighteenth  Amendment 
know  that  they  are  in  the  midst  of  a 
most  unusual  breaking  down  of  public 
morals,  and  political  honesty,  and  social 
standards — in  fact,  all  of  the  foundations 
of  the  life  of  the  past  appear  to  be  in 
the  process  of  being  submerged  to  unde- 
termined low  levels  of  existence.  We  have 
seen  these  changes  spread  out  through 
some  eight  or  ten  years,  but  if  we  had 
resided  outside  the  homeland  and  had  re- 
turned, as  Mrs.  E.  Stanley  Jones  did  on 
her  latest  return  from  India,  our  alarm 
would  doubtless  be  equal  to  hers,  ex- 
pressed so  vividly  in  the  following  para- 
graphs. We  do  not  know  the  original 
publisher  of  her  letter;  the  lines  we  are 
quoting  are  a  selected  article  appearing 
in  The  Church  Herald.  Mrs.  Jones  says 
in  part: 

"We  have  sometimes  wondered  at  the 
attitude  of  students  who  return  to  India 
after  study  abroad  in  a  so-called  'Chris- 
tian' land.  But  we  begin  to  understand 
their  reactions.  Because  of  long  residence 
out  of  the  country,  whether  we  will  or 
not,  I  suspect  we  see  it  very  much  as  the 
foreigner  sees  it. 

"It  is  very  easy  for  us  over  in  India  to 
begin  to  idealize  America.  We  live  with 
the  caste  system.  We  see  60,000,000  out- 
castes,  despised  and  looked  down  upon  by 
the  2,300  upper  castes  as  are  no  other 
people  in  all  the  world.  We  see  the  sick- 
ly, stunted,  pathetic  little  girl-wives  and 
mothers;  the  widow  treated  as  an  ill 
omen;  millions  of  lovely  women  kept 
behind  closed  doors.  We  see  men,  women 
and  children  worshipping  the  cow,  the 
cobra,  the  monkey;  bowing  down  before 
idols  of  wood  and  stone.  We  are  surround- 
ed on  every  side  by  the  sick  and  suffering 
who  have  no  medical  aid;  the  poverty- 
stricken  who  have  never  once  known 
what  it  is  to  have  their  hunger  satisfied. 

"We  fight  against  filth,  ignorance,  su- 
perstition and  sin;  and  somehow,  as  the 
years  go  by,  we  forget  that  America  has 
faults  and  shortcomings.  We  think  of 
America  as  a  land  of  churches,  schools 
and  hospitals;  we  think  of  America  sing- 
ing, 'Our  Father's  God,  to  Thee,'  and 
stamping  on  her  coins,  'In  God  We 
Trust,' — putting  the  Eighteenth  Amend- 
ment into  the  Constitution;  leading  in 
idealism.   And   then — we   come   home! 

"We  were  in  America  on  our  last  fur- 
lough during  the  days  of  Prohibition.  In 
the  eighteen  months  we  were  here,  not 
once  had  any  of  us  seen  a  saloon,  a  glass 
of  liquor,  or  a  drunken  man.  I  am  not 
suggesting  that   they  did  not   exist,   but 


we  could  honestly  say  we  had  not  seen 
them.  But  we  returned,  this  time, — "To 
find  ourselves  in  a  city  where  we  had  to 
go  hungry  because  we  could  find  no 
place  to  eat  where  beer  was  not  sold; 

"To  find  it  almost  impossible  to  es- 
cape the  everlasting  cigarette.  Many  a 
time  in  train,  or  bus,  or  waiting-room,  or 
restaurant,  I  have  said,  'Is  it  possible  that 
this  is  America,  the  land  of  the  free, 
where  I  don't  have  even  the  privilege  of 
breathing  pure  air?' 

"We  were  startled  to  see  not  only  men 
but  women  and  girls  smoking,  drinking, 
carousing  in  beer  saloons  and  in  beer 
gardens;  to  hear  oaths  and  vulgar  ex- 
pressions on  the  lips  of  high  school  and 
college  girls  of  good  families — expressions 
once  limited  to  the  type  of  folk  with 
whom  one  did  not  associate. 

"We  noted  a  change  in  vocabulary: 
self-expression,  syncretism,  freedom,  nu- 
dity, thrill,  but  not  often  the  words: 
Modesty,  decency,  duty,  responsibility, 
obligation. 

"We  were  puzzled  to  find  many  of  the 
churches  closed  on  Sunday  evening,  but 
cinema  doors  were  wide  open  and  crowds 
pouring  in. 

"Often  we  could  find  no  prayer  meet- 
ing, but  forums,  dramas,  scouting,  danc- 
ing, bridge  in  church  parlors;  to  find 
churches  being  sold  for  debt;  benevo- 
lence budgets  cut;  Christian  work  of  all 
kinds  being  closed  because  of  a  lack  of 
funds;  thousands  losing  their  homes,  un- 
able to  get  work,  going  on  relief, — but 
to  find  that,  apparently,  America  still 
had  abundant  money  for  ball  games, 
motor  cars,  the  movies,  cigarettes  and 
beer.  We  were  nauseated  over  the  nasti- 
ness  of  the  modern  literature  that  we 
sampled. 

"No  missionary  can  remain  a  prude, 
and  work  in  India.  What  he  has  to  say, 
he  says.  What  he  has  to  do,  he  does. 
There  is  a  simple  frankness  about  the 
most  intimate  details  of  life — but  he  is 
not  vulgar. 

"A  young  boy  who  entered  our  school 
in  India  brought  with  him  a  story  book. 
Presently,  some  of  the  older  boys  sug- 
gested that  it  was  not  a  proper  book  for 
boys  to  read.  I  asked  to  see  it,  but  the 
boy  said,  defensively,  'It's  just  a  trans- 
lation  of   an   American   book.' 

"  'Still,  I  wish  to  see  it,'  I  said. 

"He  brought  it,  reluctantly.  I  read  it, 
and  then  I  called  the  boys  together. 
Page  by  page  I  tore  it  up,  and  threw  it 
into  the  fire,  and  I  said  confidently,  'If 
this  book  is  a  translation  of  an  American 
book,  it  has  been  made  vile  in  its  transla- 
tion.' 


"Made  vile  in  its  translation!  Never 
again  can  I  say  that!  We  have  turned  in 
disgust  from  the  obsenities  of  Hindu  lit- 
erature, but  we  are  producing  much  in 
America  that  is  no  better. 

"Last  year  I  joined  a  Book-of-the- 
Month  Club  to  which  a  dormitory  of 
girls  in  a  Christian  college  had  sub- 
scribed. Over  half  the  books  we  carried 
down  to  the  furnace  and  burned.  No 
matter  how  beautiful  the  container,  we 
do  not  keep  garbage  in  these  lovely, 
modern,  sanitary  homes  of  ours.  Why 
keep  on  our  table  literature  fouled  with 
expressions  more  revolting,  more  abomi- 
nable than  the  filth  that  contaminates 
the  cesspool! 

"We  are  accustomed  in  India,  to  a 
frank,  unashamed  nakedness  of  body.  We 
are  not  accustomed  to  a  flaunting  of  that 
nakedness. 

"A  high  school  girl  came  to  see  me 
soon  after  I  arrived  in  America.  She  wore 
as  little  as  the  law  allows,  and  that  is 
very  little  indeed,  in  some  sections  of 
our  country.  She  lit  a  cigarette  and 
talked  of  sex  in  the  language  of  a  medi- 
cal book.  Finally,  she  said,  'I  suppose  you 
are  dreadfully  shocked  at  us,  aren't  you?' 

"  'No,'  I  said,  'it  would  take  a  great 
deal  to  shock  a  missionary  who  is  as  old 
as  I  am,  but  I  must  confess  that  I  am 
puzzled.  I  am  wondering  why  you  ex- 
pect me  to  be  shocked,  if  you  consider 
these  things  to  be  perfectly  right  and 
proper.  And  I  am  wondering  why  the 
East,  as  it  becomes  more  and  more  what 
we  have  always  considered  'Christianized' 
and  'civilized'  tends  to  put  on  more 
clothes,  becomes  more  chaste  and  re- 
served in  language  and  drops  habits  and 
modes  of  life  which  we  are  taking  up.' 

"It  was  disconcerting  in  our  search 
for  a  Christian  college,  to  discover  that 
in  very  many  instances  there  was  now 
no  difference  between  State  colleges, 
and  the  schools  founded  with  consecrated 
money; 

"To  find  professors  in  those  'Chris- 
tian' schools  giving  sly  digs  at  the  re- 
ligion which  brought  these  schools  into 
existence,  going  out  of  their  legitimate 
way  to  speak  sneeringly,  disparagingly  of 
the  faith  of  the  founders;  to  find  even 
Christian  men  raising  questions  in  the 
classroom  that   they  did  not   answer. 

"One  puzzled  college  senior  who  had 
come  to  me  with  some  of  his  problems, 
said  earnestly:  'They  don't  let  us  floun- 
der around  in  language  or  in  mathemat- 
ics, but  when  it  comes  to  the  things  that 
matter  most,  if  they  themselves  know, 
they're  careful  to  give  us  nothing  but  a 
question  mark.' 

"I  talked  one  day  at  a  summer  con- 
ference with  a  group  of  girls, — all  from 
'Christian'  colleges.  One  said,  'Our  pro- 
fessors don't  take  any  stock  in  Christi- 
( Continued   on   page   25) 
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the  best  religious  papers  I've  ever  read. 
Every  time  I  read  it  I  think  of  being 
where  I  can  attend  its  services.  I  can  feel 
the  sweet  spirit  of  the  Lord  going  over 
my  being  and  then  I  love  to  sing,  "Have 
Thine  Own  Way  Lord,  Have  Thine  Own 
Way"  and  "Just  As  I  Am."  Oh,  just  to 
think  that  Jesus  will  take  us  just  as  we  are 
if  we  will  only  commit  our  lives  to  Him. 
No  matter  what  condition  of  life  we  are 
in,  if  we  come  down  humbly  and  sincere 
before  Him  He  will  take  us. 

Friends,  you  who  have  an  opportunity 
to  worship  in  the  Church  of  God  services 
don't  know  how  to  sympathize  with  those 
who  don't  have  the  privilege.  Now  I  don't 
mean  to  say  there  are  no  other  good 
churches,  for  there  are  good  people  in  all 
churches,  but  I  think  the  Church  of  God 
is  the  most  spiritual  church  of  any. 

I  always  read  the  Editor's  Message  and 
the  Class  Evangelism  first  and  then  read 
the  other.  I  can  hardly  stop  to  do  my 
work  when  I  get  to  reading  the  good 
paper.  I  want  all  who  read  this  to  pray 
for  me. — Annie  Frazier,  Moneta,  Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  read  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  surely 
enjoy  every  page.  It  is  like  a  tonic  to  my 
soul. 

I  am  a  Sunday  school  teacher  at  the 
Church  of  God  at  Mullins.  I  believe  our 
little  church  here  will  keep  growing,  or 
at  least  I  hope  and  trust  it  will.  I  have  a 
little  sister  who,  as  soon  as  the  Lighted 
Pathway  comes,  rushes  to  get  one  to  read 
the  article  you  have  to  the  boys  and 
girls. 

Pray  for  us. — Clara  Baxley,  Mullins, 
S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  enjoy  your  paper,  The  Lighted  Path- 
way, very  much  and  never  fail  to  get 
one. 

We  have  a  nice  Y.  P.  E.  Some  new 
young  people  who  have  just  moved  here 
are  coming  to  our  Y.  P.  E.  and  we  are 
proud  of  them.  July  4  we  had  our  Y.  P. 
E.  services  and  our  pastor,  Brother  Brad- 
ley, preached  for  us.  Also,  we  had  com- 
munion services,  which  God  was  very 
much  pleased  with.  He  blessed  our  souls 
and  the  blessing  was  felt  by  all. 

Pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  and  our  leader, 
Sister  Lela  Sikes,  that  God  will  give  her 
the  best  quarter  we  have  ever  had,  and 
for  souls  to  be  saved. — Pauline  Burnett, 
Wauchula,  Fla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

You  may  not  remember  me,  but  I  re- 
member you.  I  have  met  you  a  few  times 
at  the  Assembly.  And,  too,  I  feel  like  I 
meet  you  again  each  month,  by  looking 
at  your  picture  and  reading  your  mes- 
sage in  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  do  en- 
joy the  paper  so  much. 

I  have  been  selling  the  Lighted  Path- 
way for  two  or  three  years.  When  we 
came  to  Savannah  last  fall  the  church  had 
no  Y.  P.  E.  and  it  had  never  had  one. 
The  Lighted  Pathway  never  had  been 
sold  here  regularly.  Many  of  our  young 
people  had  never  read  one.  So  we  organ- 
ized a  Y.  P.  E.  at  once  and  ordered  a  roll 
of  papers. 

The  Lord  blessed  our  efforts  from  the 
first  and  we  are  doing  fine  now.  We  have 
both  a  Junior  and  Senior  class. 

We  are  selling  two  rolls  of  papers  now. 
Many  people  say  the  Lighted  Pathway  is 
wonderful  and  they  want  one  each  month. 
Let  us  help  to  spread  it  everywhere  that 
others  may  be  blest. — Mrs.  W.  C.  Swil- 
ley. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  a  blessing  to 
me.  I  enjoy  reading  it  and  never  get 
tired. 

I  am  a  Gideon  and  enjoy  selling  the 
paper. 

I  am  also  president  of  the  Y.  P.  E.  and 
God  is  surely  blessing  our  little  group. 
Not  many  of  them  know  the  Lord  but 
we  are  praying  for  God  to  save  more.  I 
know  He  is  able.  We  praise  God  for  our 
good  pastor  and  wife. 

I  am  only  fifteen  years  old  but  God 
knows  my  heart.  Pray  for  me  that  I  will 
always  be  about  my  Father's  business. — 
Delores  Bess,  Bonne  Terre,  Mo. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  name.  I  have  never 
written  to  you  before,  but  I  have  been 
reading  the  Lighted  Pathway  for  years. 
Words  cannot  express  how  I  appreciate 
this  wonderful  paper.  It  is  food  for  my 
soul.  I  always  enjoy  every  page  of  it. 

We  have  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  here  at  San- 
ford.  The  Lord  is  blessing  us  and  we  are 
determined  to  do  more  for  the  Lord. 

My  heart  goes  out  for  the  young  people 
who  are  lost.  I  want  to  see  more  of  them 
saved. 

My  prayer  is,  may  God  bless  you  in 
your  great  work  in  helping  souls  to  find 
Jesus. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  think  the  Lighted  Pathway  is  one  of 


so  very  much.  I  believe  it  gets  better 
every  month. 

The  story  of  "A  Little  Child  Shall 
Lead  Them"  was  wonderful  and  very  en- 
couraging to  everyone,  I  think.  I  don't 
know  where  to  begin  to  tell  you  how 
much  I  enjoy  your  inspiring  messages, 
they  are  always  words  of  encouragement. 

Pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  in  Columbus, 
Georgia,  that  we  will  all  do  the  will  of 
the  Lord. — Elise  Hitchcock,  Columbus, 
Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  surely  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway 
paper  and  it  is  real  food  to  my  soul.  I 
have  felt  it  would  probably  be  a  blessing 
and  comfort  to  many  others  also,  if  they 
had  the  privilege  of  reading  it,  so  I  am 
sending  in  some  subscriptions  for  some 
friends. 

I  am  just  a  girl,  who  stays  at  home 
most  all  of  the  time.  I  have  been  afflicted 
for  twenty-one  years  or  else  all  my 
life,  so  my  folks  have  never  wanted 
me  to  go  out  and  work.  I  don't  have 
much  way  to  earn  money.  Last  fall  I 
sold  some  Christmas  cards  and  made  a 
few  pennies  and  sometimes  my  mother 
gives  me  some.  I  have  been  saving  it  to 
use  later,  but  I  have  decided  to  use  it  for 
a  more  worthy  cause.  Jesus  didn't  satisfy 
Himself  but  He  pleased  His  Father  in 
heaven  and  that  is  what  I  want  to  do. 

I  want  to  be  so  yielded  in  the  hands  of 
my  Master  that  He  can  use  me  any  time 
He  needs  me.  A  blacksmith  has  different 
tools  that  he  uses  and  if  some  of  the  tools 
are  out  of  place  his  work  is  hindered.  So 
is  our  heavenly  Father's  work  hindered 
when  we  refuse  to  do  His  biddings.  Pray 
for  me  that  I  will  be  yielded  and  surren- 
dered to  His  will. — Thelma  Reum,  Plaza, 
N.  Dak. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  be  among  the  many  who 
praise  you  daily  for  the  precious  Lighted 
Pathway,  which  I  spend  much  of  my 
time  reading. 

I  have  the  sweet  Holy  Ghost  and  be- 
long to  the  great  Church  of  God,  and 
at  times  when  the  old  devil  tries  to  tempt 
me  and  get  me  to  become  discouraged  I 
always  find  just  the  right  words  in  the 
Lighted  Pathway  to  encourage  and  bring 
me  much  closer  to  Jesus. 

I  am  a  leader  in  our  Y.  P.  E.  at  Mur- 
rays  Hill  and  your  Lighted  Pathway  is 
such  a  help  to  me  in  making  out  my 
programs. 

I  pray  that  God  will  continue  to  use 
you  in  this  precious  work  in  which  you 
are  proving  to  be  a  blessing  to  both 
young  and  old.  Pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  at 
Murrays  Hill  and  that  our  young  people 
will  continue  in  the  fight  against  sin. 

Sister  Harrison,  if  I  never  meet  you  or 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Our  TJ.  (P.  £  Toeh 

My  Home 


Margaret  Lewis 
I'm  nearing  the  end  of  my  journey, 
I  can  see  the  lights  of  home, 
I  can  hear  sweet  voices  calling, 
"Welcome,   daughter,    come." 

I  catch  a  glimpse  of  glory 
And  the  ones  who  wait  for  me, 
The  harbor  lights  are  gleaming 
Just  across  the  crystal  sea. 

I'm  growing  a  wee  bit  weary, 
The  burdens  are  hard  to  bear, 
The  cross  is  growing  heavy, 
I'm  laden  down  with  care. 

I  will  soon  go  home  to  Glory, 
Soon  Christ  will  call  for  me, 
I  am  waiting  for  that  moment, 
Oh,  how  happy  it  will  be. 

Oh  glorious  time  of  rapture 
When   I   can   fly  away, 
Go  home  to  see  my  Savior, 
Step  from  the  temple  of  clay. 

Lay  down  the  old  affliction 
That  for  years  has  pressed  me  sore, 
Lay  down  the  heavy  armor, 
Rejoice  with  Jesus  evermore. 

Lay  down   the  troubled   spirit, 
Lay  down  the  burdened  soul, 
Take  up  the  shining  crown  of  life 
And  walk  the  streets  of  purest  gold. 

Thank  God  for  that  glad  moment, 
It   is   growing   very  near, 
The  voice  of  my  Redeemer 
So  very  soon  I'll  hear. 
He'll  call  me  home  to  glory 
One  bright  and  glorious  day, 
I'll  look  upon  my  Savior's  face 
And  rejoice  with  Him  for  aye. 

Prayer  Is  What  We  Need 

Opal  Sevclmaicr 
Prayer  is  the  key  that  unlocks  the  gate 
Whereby  with  God  we  might  communi- 
cate, 
As  we  pray  the  doors  swing  open  wide, 
Our  only  contact   to  the  other  side. 
Our  Father  and  Jesus  Christ  His  Son, 
The  Holy  Spirit,  these  three  in  one. 

When  prayer  the  gates  have  opened  wide 
With  these  three  we  may  abide. 
They  in  us,  we  in  them, 
But  prayer  is  the  only  way  we  can. 

The  Salem,  W.   Va.,  Y.   P.   E. 

Mary  Ellen  Baker 
Although  it  may  be  raining, 


Although  the  sky  be  clear, 

We  go  to  our  Y.  P.  E.  on  Sunday  night 

Because  it  is  very  dear. 

We  have  a  grand  leader, 

For  that  task  she  is  the  best; 

She  tries  to  teach  us  to  do  the  right, 

No  matter  what  the  test. 

When  the  time  comes  for  us  to  start 
We  all  march  up  to  sing, 
And  when   we   get   real  happy 
We  make  the  anthems  ring. 

There's   never  a   trouble   between  us, 
We're  as  peaceful  as  can   be. 
If  you  want  to  be  as  peaceful, 
Come  join  our  Y.  P.  E. 

Bless  My  Darlings 

Mrs.  Krohn  Myren 

"Blessed  heavenly  Father, 
Hear  my  earnest   prayer," 
Cries  a  little  mother 
Kneeling   by   her   chair. 
"Bless  my   baby  darlings 
As  through  life  they  go, 
They're  my  dearest   treasure 
In  this  world  of  woe. 

"Sleeping   now   so   sweetly 
At  the  close  of  day, 
Pure  and  sweet  as  heaven, 
Innocent    at   play! 
What  could  mar  such  beauty? 
Who  could  spoil  such  trust? 
They're  my  precious  darlings, 
Lord,  keep  from  harm,  you  must. 
"Tomorrow  brings  its  dangers 
Of  sin's  cursed  way, 
Snares  of  hell  await  them 
From  love  to  snatch  away. 
Guide  them,  guardian  angel, 
Into  safety's  place, 
Jesus,  there  you'll  keep  them 
By   thine  eternal   grace." 

Just  One  Hope 

Grace   Connor 
If  all  this  world  could  only  see 
There  still  is  hope  in  One, 
How  God  looked  down  on  you  and  me 
And  sent  His  only  Son 

To  redeem  us   back   from   cruel  sin, 
As  man  was  years  ago 
Just   after  this  old  world  began; 
But  it   seems   they   do  not   know 

That  God  still  loves  this  fallen  race, 
Still    stands    with    outstretched    hands; 
If  we  study  His  Word  we  can  trace 
Our  Savior's  love  for  man. 


His  Word  says  other  ways  were  tried 
But   those  plans   would   not   do, 
Until  our  Savior  came  and 
He  gave  His   life  for  me  and  you. 

He  suffered  on  the  cross  for  all, 
He  shed  His  blood  for  you; 
'Twas  the  only  remedy  for  the  fall, 
I'm  glad  it  was  for  me  too. 

I  believe  our  Lord  will  soon  return 
And  take  His  faithful  few, 
The  ones  He  knows  has  tried  to  learn 
And  to  His  Word  been  true. 

Lord,   I   Am   Willing 

Charles  Newman  Hodge 
Lord,  I  am  willing,  willing  to  be 
Whate'er  Thy  counsel  determines  in  me. 
Willing  to   go,   Lord,  willing  to  stay, 
Willing  to  follow  Thee  all  of  the  way. 

Lord,  I  am  willing — yielded  my  will, 
Freely  surrendered  Thine  own  to  fulfill; 
Have  Thine  own  way,  Lord — this  is  my 

plea, 
Thou    shalt    be    glorified    living   through 

me. 

Lord,  I  am  willing,  deep  in  my  heart, 
Longing  the  light  of  Thy  truth  to  im- 
part; 
Willing  to  publish  near  or  afar 
Wonders    Thy    power      hath    wrought — 
mighty  they  are. 

Lord,  I  am  willing,  but  this  I  ask, 
Grace    for   each   trial    and    strength   for 

each  task; 
Thy  will  be  done,  Lord,   Thou  art   my 

trust; 
With  Thee   to  lead   the  way,   triumph  I 

must. 

Lord,  I  am  willing,  sweet  is  Thy  call, 
Gladly  I   answer,   resigning  my  all; 
Make  me   a  blessing,   teach  me  to  pray, 
Willing  I'll  ever  be  day  after  day. 
Thy  will  be  done,  Lord,  Thy  will,   not 

mine; 
Teach   me    to   trust,    Lord,    all   I   resign. 
Make  me  a  channel  of  blessing  to  all; 
Lord,  I  am  willing  to  answer  Thy  call! 

I  Gave  My  Heart  to  Jesus 

Louise  Selvidge 
I  gave  my  heart  to  Jesus  as  a  child, 
And   I   still   have   the   sunshine      of   His 

smile 
Bright'ning  my  rugged  path  below. 
Oh,  sometimes  the  way  grows  weary, 
And  the  cross  I  bear  seems  dreary, 
But  some  day  I'll  see  Him,  I  know. 

If  by  faith  I'm  patient  unto  the  end, 
His  precious  guidance  He'll  always  send, 
Even  when  I  go  the  last  mile  of  the  way. 
Then  why  should  I  be  discouraged  or  sad, 
When  I  have  His  love  to  make  me  glad? 
Yes,  I  know  I'll  be  in  heaven  some  day. 

— Soddy,   Tenn. 


November,  1941 
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Books 

By  7/w   Brevoort  Roberts 

Suppose  there  were  no  books! 
No  books   to  read  in  cozy  nooks! 
No  books  to  fill  the  hungry  mind 
And  teach  the  art  of  being  kind. 

No  books  to  while  an  hour  away, 
To  link  today  with  yesterday; 
No  books  to  charm  us  for  a  while, 
To  bring  a  tear  or  lure  a  smile. 

But  there  are  books,  praise  God  above. 
If  we  have  books   and  we  have  love, 
We    can    dispense    with    other    things. 
'Tis  books,  not  crowns,  that  make  men 
kings. 

RECOMMENDED  BOOKS  FOR 
YOUR  LIBRARY 

Children's  Books 

Light  on  the  Child's  Path,  price  50c. 
Our  Darling's  ABC  Book,  price  35c. 
Mr.  Noah's  ABC  Zoo,  price  25  c. 
Tiny  Tots  in  Story  Town,  price  2  5  c. 

Educational    Books 

Little  Known  Facts  About  Well  Known 
People,  by  Dale  Carnegie,  price  $1.00. 

Five  Minute  Biographies,  by  Dale  Car- 
negie, price  $1.00. 

A  System  of  Christian  Evidence,  by 
Leander  S.  Keyser,  A.  M.,  D.  D.,  price 
$2.25. 

For    the    Preacher's    Library 

1000  Evangelistic  Illustrations,  by 
Aquilla  Webb,  D.  D.,  LL.  D.,  price  $1.00. 

Windows  For  Sermons,  by  Louis  Al- 
bert Banks,  D.  D.,  price  $1.00. 

100  Prayer  Meeting  Talks  and  Plans, 
by  Frederick   Barton,   price    $1.00. 

100  Great  Texts  and  Their  Treatment, 
by  Frederick   Barton,   price    $1.00. 
For   Your    Programs 

Our  new,   Dramas  For  Church  Serv- 
ices," will  meet  your  need  for  short  plays 
for   your   Y.    P.    E.    services,    by   Jennie 
Clare  Lockhart,  price  75  c. 
Fiction 

At  the  Crossroads,  by  Minnie  E.  Lud- 
wig,  price  $1.00. 

The  Girl  Who  Found  Herself,  by  Jack 
Lynn,  price   50c. 

The  Pilot's  Voice,  by  Isabel  Byrum, 
price  75  c. 

Together  for  Good,  by  Ann  Harvey, 
price  $1.00, 
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Sally  Jo,  by  Zenobia  Bird,  price  $1.00. 

Blaze  Star,  by  Paul  Hutchens,  price 
$1.00. 

The  Return  of  the  Tide,  by  Zenobia 
Bird,  price  $1.50. 

One  More  Year,  by  Bertha  B.  Moore, 
price   $1.00. 

Send  for  Church  of  God  Publishing 
House  catalog. 


SIBLE     fl_ 


"This  little  Book  I'd  rather  own, 
Than   all   the  gold  and  gems 

That  e'er  in   monarchs'  coffers  shone, 
Than    all    their    diadems." 

Bible    Reading    For    November 


Morning 


Nov.  1 
Nov.  2 
Nov.  3 
Nov.  4 
Nov.  5 
Nov.  6 
Nov.  7 
Nov.  8 
Nov.  9 
Nov.  10 
Nov.  11 
Nov.  12 
Nov.  13 
Nov.  14 
Nov.  15 
Nov.  16 
Nov.  17 
Nov.  18 
Nov.  19 
Nov.  20 
Nov.  21 
Nov.  22 
Nov.  23 
Nov.  24 
Nov.  2  5 
Nov.  26 
Nov.  27 
Nov.  28 
Nov.  29 
Nov.  30 


Ezek. 
Ezek. 
Ezek. 
Ezek. 
Ezek. 
Ezek. 
Ezek. 
Ezek. 
Ezek. 
Ezek. 
Ezek. 
Ezek. 
Ezek. 
Ezek. 
Ezek. 
Ezek. 
Ezek. 
Ezek. 
Ezek. 
Ezek. 
Ezek. 
Ezek. 
Ezek. 

Dan. 

Dan. 

Dan. 

Dan. 

Dan. 

Dan. 
Hosea 


1-2 

3-4 

5-7 

8-10 

11-12 

13-14 

15-16 

17-18 

19-20 

21-22 

23-24 

25-26 

27-28 

29-30 

31-32 

33-34 

35-36 

37-38 

39-40 

41-42 

43-44 

45-46 

47-48 

1-2 

3-4 

5-6 

7-8 

9-10 

11-12 

1-2 


Evening 

2  Tim.  4 
Titus   1 
Titus  2 
Titus   3 
Philie. 
Heb.   1 
Heb. 
Heb. 
Heb. 
Heb. 
Heb. 
Heb.  7 
Heb.   8 
Heb.  9 
Heb.   10 
Heb.   11 
Heb.   12 
Heb.   13 

Jas.   1 

Jas. 

Jas. 

Jas. 

Jas. 
1  Pet. 
1  Pet. 
1  Pet. 
1  Pet. 

1  Pet. 

2  Pet. 
2  Pet. 
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Lighted    Pathway    Rating 

Sold  for  Sold  for 

Sept.  Oct.  Total 

Alabama                1,042  1,013  2,055 

Arizona   

Arkansas   22  1  172  393 

California                 172  121  293 

Colorado           .  .1,001  1,001 

Delaware       ._.          5  6  14  70 

Foreign    23  3  191  424 

Florida  ._         _    1,981  1,740  3,721 

Georgia             _   3,95  5  3,706  7,661 

Iowa    42  42  84 

Idaho  - -       84  48  132 

Illinois     5  01  429  930 

Indiana    210  182  392 

Kansas     .__     133  90  22  3 

Kentucky    _. 936  68  8  1,624 

Louisiana  272  217  489 

Maine    .                     70  56  126 

Maryland  3  83  42  5  808 

Massachusetts    -28  28  56 

Minnesota    5  6  5  6  112 

Michigan  266  224  490 

Mississippi   406  332  73  8 

Missouri  198  232  430 

Montana    98  112  210 

Nebraska  .....             14  14  28 
N.    Hampshire 

New  Jersey  70  70  140 

New    Mexico    ..78  77  155 

New   York    14  14  28 

N.    Carolina    —2,271  2,805  5,076 

N.    Dakota    70  70  140 

Ohio    621  78  5  1,406 

Oklahoma    258  140  398 

Oregon    56  5  6  112 

Pennsylvania  ._    666  606  1,272 

S.   Carolina   _4,496  4,459  8,95  5 

S.   Dakota   86  84  170 

Tennessee  1,723  1,622  3,345 

Texas    772  623  1,395 

Virginia  946  737  1,683 

Washington  ......       84  99  183 

Washington,  D.C.     14  14  28 

W.    Virginia   ....    968  8  56  1,824 

Wyoming    14  14  28 

Attention,  Please! 

We  are  continuing  to  give  the  $5.00 
prize  to  the  Y.  P.  E.  which  sells  the 
largest  number  of  papers  each  month  and 
gets  the  money  in  on  time.  The  date  for 
the  money  to  be  in  is  the  5  th  of  the 
month. 

Y.  P.  E.  superintendents  cannot  com- 
pete in   this  contest. — Editor. 

Mrs.  Ollie  Hill 

Riverside,  Ga.,  is  the  happy  winner  of 
the  cash  prize  of  $5.00  for  selling  the 
most  papers  and  having  the  money  in  on 
time. 

Honor  Roll 

Mrs.   Frances  Hobbs,   Thomaston,   Ga. 
U.  D.  Tidwell,  Kannapolis,  N.  C 
Ruth   Ross,   Greenwood,   S.   C. 
Harry  Henderson,  Lindale,  Ga. 
T.  J.  Collins,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 
J.  E.  Faglier,  Augusta,  Ga. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


***>*)«.****>**)»-*-******************************************* 

Contributions  by  Young  Writers 

I-****************************************************  ***** 


Prayer 

Ottis  Hewett 

Text:  Luke  18:1,  "And  he  spake  a 
parable  unto  them  to  this  end,  that  men 
ought  always  to  pray  and  not  to  faint.'" 

We  read  in  Exodus  34:29-3  0,  "Moses 
did  not  know,  as  he  went  down  the 
mountain,  that  his  face  was  in  a  glow 
after  speaking  to  God.  But  when  Aaron 
and  all  the  Israelites  saw  Moses,  his  face 
was  in  a  glow,"  (Moffatt's  Translation). 
The  effect  of  Moses'  season  of  commun- 
ion with  God  was  noticeable  to  others 
but  he  was  not  aware  of  it.  One  of  the 
most  important  effects  of  prayer  is  its 
unconscious  effects.  Moses  didn't  have  to 
tell  people  he  had  been  communing  with 
God;  it  showed  on  his  face.  Much  has 
been  said  about  prayer,  many  books  have 
been  written  on  prayer,  many  speakers 
have  spoken  about  prayer,  many  churches 
have  sponsored  prayer  campaigns,  and  to 
know  about  prayer  is  important  but  to 
pray  is  essential  to  every  follower  of 
Christ,  whether  young  or  old.  We  need 
to  know  what  God  has  to  say  about 
prayer;  to  know  what  His  promises  are 
concerning  prayer;  to  know  why  prayer 
is  so  important;  to  know  how  and  when 
to  pray,  but  all  of  these  will  avail  very 
little  unless  we  actually  pray.  Prayer  is 
calmness,  it  is  cool  judgment.  It  is  bring- 
ing all  your  powers  of  mind  to  bear  on  a 
situation  without  excitement.  It  is,  there- 
fore, wisdom  of  the  most  valuable  sort. 
Prayer  gives  courage.  There  are  many 
situations  in  which  we  need  the  sanest 
courage  the  human  soul  can  muster.  It 
is  the  time  of  provocation  or  temptation. 
The  soul  is  tempted  to  be  impure,  selfish, 
unclean,  dishonest,  and  then  comes 
prayer  and  in  flows  new  courage.  The 
words  Webster  used  in  describing  "cour- 
age" speak  of  a  state  of  heart.  That  state 
of  heart  is  created  by  prayer.  You  do  not 
see  anything;  nothing  is  visible.  You  may 
not  be  conscious  of  the  effect,  but  in 
the  hour  of  need  you  just  had  the  cour- 
age. Prater  gives  strength:  "My  strength 
is  as  the  strength  of  ten  because  my 
heart  is  pure."  Strength  is  not  the  mathe- 
matically calculated  result  of  purity.  It's 
unconscious.  Prayer  gives  spiritual 
strength.  It  stores  up  energy.  It  puts 
tone,  acts  as  a  tonic,  a  soul  builder,  puts 
the  stuff  into  the  soul  out  of  which  its 
bones  and  sinews,  so  to  speak,  are  manu- 
factured. Prayer  generates  faith.  Prayer 
gives  a  sense  of  trust.  It  creates  assur- 
ance, hope,  and  optimism.  It  gives  one 
a  venturesome  spirit  which  dares  to  do 
what  is  right  without  thought  of  the 
consequences. 

More  has  been  said  about  the  preacher 


and  prayer  than  probably  any  other  sub- 
ject I  could  name  right  off  hand,  but 
here  is  my  profound  conviction  con- 
cerning the  pastor's  duty  toward  prayer. 
It  is  impossible  for  the  preacher  to  keep 
his  spirit  in  harmony  with  the  divine  na- 
ture of  his  high  calling  without  much 
prayer.  The  preacher  is  commissioned  to 
pray  as  well  as  to  preach.  The  preacher 
may  speak  with  all  the  eloquence  of  men 
and  angels,  but  unless  he  can  pray  with  a 
faith  which  draws  all  heaven  to  his  aid, 
his  preaching  is  as  "sounding  brass." 

Prayer  is  not  a  little  habit  pinned  on 
to  us  while  we  were  tied  to  our  mother's 
apron  strings;  neither  is  it  a  little  decent 
quarter  of  a  minute's  grace  said  over  an 
hour's  dinner,  but  it  is  a  most  serious 
work  of  our  most  serious  years.  The 
preacher  must  be  pre-eminently  a  man 
of  prayer.  His  heart  must  graduate  in 
the  school  of  prayer.  In  the  school  of 
prayer  only  can  the  heart  learn  to  preach. 
No  learning  can  make  up  for  the  failure 
to  pray.  No  earnestness,  no  diligence,  no 
study,  no  gifts  will  supply  its  lack. 
Prayer  which  is  felt  as  a  mighty  force  is 
the  product  of  much  time  spent  with 
God.  Our  short  prayers  owe  their  point 
and  efficiency  to  the  long  ones  that  have 
preceded  them.  The  short  prevailing 
prayer  cannot  be  prayed  by  one  who  has 
not  prevailed  with  God  in  a  mightier 
struggle  of  long  continuance. 

Just  as  necessary  as  it  is  for  the  preach- 
er to  pray,  it  is  just  that  necessary  for 
the  preacher  to  be  prayed  for.  It  will  take 
all  the  praying  he  can  do  and  all  that  he 
can  get  done  to  meet  the  fearful  respon- 
sibilities and  gain  the  largest,  truest  suc- 
cess in  his  great  calling  and  work.  Units 
of  prayer  combined,  like  drops  of  water, 
make  an  ocean  which  defies  resistence. 
Christians  and  members  who  are  great 
thinkers,  great  students,  must  be  the 
greatest  of  prayers  or  else  they  will  be 
the  greatest  of  backsliders,  heartless  pro- 
fessionals, rationalistic,  less  than  the 
least  in  the  sight  of  God.  In  the  closet 
is  a  good  place  to  pray.  Some  of  the  great- 
est men  were  made  in  the  closet,  not  in 
the  universities  and  colleges.  Now  I  do 
not  mean  the  closet  absorbed  in  the 
study  or  swallowed  up  in  the  activities 
of  our  everyday  life,  but  it  means  the 
closet  first,  the  study  and  activities  sec- 
ond, both  study  and  activities  freshened 
and  made  efficient  by  the  closet.  To  pray 
is  the  greatest  thing  that  we  can  do,  and 
to  do  it  well  there  must  be  calmness, 
time,  and  deliberation;  otherwise  it  is 
degraded  and  not  allowed  a  fair  show- 
ing and  a  decent  chance  to  prove  its 
worth.  We  cannot  do  too  much  of     the 


real  praying,  and  too  little  of  the  sham. 
A  good  time  of  the  day  to  pray  is  of 
the  morning.  If  God  is  not  first  in  our 
thoughts  and  efforts  in  the  morning,  He 
will  be  in  the  last  place  the  remainder  of 
the  day.  Morning  listlessness  is  the  index 
to  a  listless  heart.  A  desire  for  God  which 
cannot  break  the  chains  of  sleep  is  a 
weak  thing  and  will  do  but  little  good 
for  God  after  having  indulged  itself 
fully.  The  desire  for  God  that  keeps  so 
far  behind  the  devil  and  the  world  at 
the  beginning  of  the  day  will  never 
catch  up.  By  prayer  we  appropriate  the 
promises  of  God  to  our  own  lives  and 
they  become,  instead  of  just  so  many 
verses  of  scripture,  living  realities  to  us. 
Men  arise  in  different  parts  of  the 
world  and  we  hear  of  them  through  the 
radio,  press,  telephone  and  other  modes 
of  communication.  They  are  great  in 
their  own  sphere  of  life  and  as  far  as 
they  know  and  go.  If  a  man  would  arise 
today  that  could  get  every  Christian  to 
pray  as  Christ  taught  us  to  pray,  to  pray 
that  availing  prayer  that  touches  the 
throne  of  God,  don't  you  suppose  his 
name  would  be  known  just  as  far  as  this 
modern  system  of  communications  would 
carry  it?  I  close  by  saying — We,  you  and 
I,  need  to  do  more  actual  praying. 

How  Does  He  Understand? 

W.   R.    Johnson 

An  Oriental  monarch  left  word  with 
his  people  when  he  died,  that  his  son 
would   succeed   him   on   the   throne. 

They  had  never  seen  his  face,  but  they 
would  judge  him  by  his  rule.  The  in- 
fluence of  the  new  ruler  was  soon 
blessedly  felt.  Like  the  warming  sun  it 
streamed  out  of  the  royal  palace  to  all 
parts  of  the  realm. 

The  people  wondered  as  they  rejoiced, 
and  said,  "We  see  him  not.  How  does  he 
understand  us  so  well?" 

At  last  they  came  to  the  palace,  with 
this  petition,  "Let  the  king  suffer  us  to 
see  his  face." 

When  the  sovereign  came  forth  in  his 
royal  robes,  the  multitude  rejoiced  and 
said,  "We  know  thy  face!" 

He  had  walked  so  often  among  them, 
incognito,  as  friend  and  helper,  full  of 
love  and  kindness,  that  his  robes  of 
majesty  could  not  disguise  him.  From 
the  beginning  God  was  in  the  world, 
ruling  in  love  and  wisdom.  But  the  world 
knew  Him  not — until  the  Word  was 
made  flesh.  Then  the  glory  of  God  was 
seen  in  the  face  of  Jesus  Christ.  And  men 
knew  that  God  loved  and  understood 
them. — Christian  Observer. 


What  We   Keep 

Collection  plate  is  coming  round, 

It  ought  to  hold  a  heap; 
God  doesn't  look  at  what  we  give, 

He   looks   at  what  we  keep! 

— Elsie  Duncan  Yale. 
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FRANCES    RIDLEY    HAVERGAL 

Pastor  E.  C.  W.  Boulton 
The  name  of  Frances  Ridley  Havergal 
will,   we  believe,  remain  as  a  permanent 
inspiration  to  the  Church  of  Christ.   She 


has  left  a  legacy  of  spiritual  song  which 
has  greatly  enriched  the  worship  of  the 
Christian  Church  during  the  past  fifty 
years.  The  extent  of  the  influence  of 
her  poetic  ministry  is  incalculable. 
Throughout  the  world  there  are  those 
who  owe  to  the  inspiration  of  her  pen  the 
vision  of  God  which  transformed  their 
lives.  Through  her  poems  has  come  the 
call  of  God  to  many  a  dissatisfied  dis- 
ciple of  Jesus,  wooing  them  to  a  life  of 
consecration    and    communion. 

Miss  Havergal  was  born  on  December 
14,  18  36,  her  father  at  the  time  of 
her  birth  being  the  rector  of  Astley 
Church,  Worcestershire.  Born  of  godly 
parents  she  inherited  a  wealth  of  holy 
example  and  uplifting  influence.  At  an 
early  age  it  became  evident  that  these  in- 
fluences were  making  a  deep  and  lasting 
impression  on  her  young  heart  and  mind. 
Deeply  attached  to  her  mother  whom  she 
lost  when  only  twelve  years  of  age,  there 
is  no  doubt  but  that  this  was  one  of  the 
great  formative  factors  in  her  subse- 
quent spiritual  development.  The  exhor- 
tation of  her  dying  mother  was  never 
forgotten  by  Miss  Havergal:  "Fanny, 
pray  to  God  to  prepare  you  for  all  He  is 
preparing  for  you." 

The  secret  of  her  womanly  winsome- 
ness  and  the  widespread  influence  for 
God  which  she  exerted  both  during  her 
life  and  subsequently  lies  in  her  own 
unreserved  surrender  to  Jesus  Christ.  To 
her  life  had  become  one  continuous 
abandonment  to  God — she  lived  and 
moved  and  had  her  bein^  in  fellowship 
with  the  Eternal,  and  it  is  this  beautiful 
spirit  of  devotion  and  consecration  which 
permeates  so  many  of  her  hymns  and 
poems. 

Before  she  was  ten  years  of  age  the 
future  poetess  gave  evidence  of  her  tal- 
ents in  this  direction,  often  being  found 
scribbling  hymns  and  writing  fluent  let- 
ters in  rhyme  to  her  friends.  How  richly 
God  had  endowed  this  child  of  the  manse 
subsequent   years    wonderfully    disclosed. 

She  was  pre-eminently  a  lover  of  the 
Word  of  God,  and  sought  that  her  life 
should  be  carefully  regulated  by  its  pre- 
cepts and  inspired  by  its  promises.  To 
her  the  Bible  was  the  revelation  of  God. 
Her  mind  was  saturated  with  its  truths 
and  found  wonderful  expression  in  her 
poems.  In  fact  some  of  her  hymns  are 
nothing    short    of    scripture    in    poetical 


form. 

We  can  well  recollect  the  tremendous 
spiritual  impulse  which  came  to  our  own 
soul  when  first  we  read  that  greatest  of 
all  her  poems — "Take  My  Life,  and  Let 
It  Be  Consecrated,  Lord,  to  Thee."  It 
marked  a  distinct  turning  point  in  Chris- 
tian experience,  leading  to  clearer  under- 
standing of  what  Christian  discipleship 
involved,  creating  an  earnest  desire  for 
whole-hearted  surrender  to  the  claims  of 
God  which  those  illuminating  lines  re- 
vealed. 

Frances  Ridley  Havergal  was  one  of 
that  splendid  group  of  saintly  women 
which  the  Victorian  era  gave  to  the 
world  and  to  the  Church.  We  think  of 
some  of  those  whose  names  graced  the 
history  of  that  illustrious  period:  Flor- 
ence Nightingale,  Josephine  Butler  and 
Catherine  Booth,  all  contemporaries  of 
the  subject  of  this  memoir. 

Many  of  her  hymns  breathe  that  spirit 
of  radiant  happiness  which  she  found 
in  fellowship  with  her  Lord  and  Re- 
deemer. Although  reared  amid  those 
strict  and  almost  puritanical  surround- 
ings yet  this  never  in  any  way  inter- 
fered with  that  spontaneous  Christian 
joy  which  flooded  her  life.  She  repre- 
sented a  type  of  womanhood  that  was  all 
too  rare  in  those  days.  When  quite  a 
young  woman  she  is  portrayed  on  one 
occasion  in  the  following  words:  "Carol- 
ing like  a  bird,  she  flashed  into  the  room 
like  a  burst  of  sunshine,  like  a  hillside 
breeze — her  fair  sunny  curls  falling 
around  her  shoulders,  her  bright  eyes 
dancing.  With  her  sweet  fresh  voice  she 
sang  chants  and  hymns,  and  played 
Handel."  And  this  spirit  of  glad  and 
healthy  freedom  remained  with  her  in 
later  years,  leaving  with  those  who  came 
in  contact  with  her  the  impression  of 
"infectious  vivacity."  And  so  this  daugh- 
ter of  the  King  radiated  sunshine  and 
laughter  wherever  she  went,  interpret- 
ing religion  in  terms  of  holy  mirth  and 
melody. 

To  Frances  Ridley  Havergal  the  will 
of  God  was  the  supreme  joy  of  a  life 
which  contained  much  physical  suffer- 
ing. After  that  moment  of  uttermost 
surrender  to  Jesus  Christ  she  could  speak 
of  the  Divine  will  as  a  song  which  hence- 
forth she  could  forever  sing.  The  fol- 
lowing extract  from  a  letter  reveals  how 
deep  and  full  was  the  joy  that  filled  her 
being. 

"Several  times  lately  I  have  felt  liter- 
ally overwhelmed  and  overpowered  with 
the  realization  of  God's  unspeakable 
goodness  to  me.  I  say  it  deliberately,  and 
with   thankfulness   and  joy   for  which   I 


have  no  words.  I  have  not  a  fear,  or  a 
doubt,  or  a  care,  or  a  shadow  upon  the 
sunshine  of  my  heart." 

To  this  chaste  and  choice  soul  conse- 
cration meant  everything.  To  her  "to 
live  was  Christ."  She  knew  no  joy  out- 
side the  circle  of  God's  "good  and  ac- 
ceptable will."  And  hers  was  no  clois- 
tered consecration;  no  spirit  of  monastic 
separation  possessed  or  marred  her  out- 
look upon  life.  To  follow  Christ  wholly 
did  not  mean  the  sacrifice  of  sound  com- 
mon sense.  Her  devotion  to  Christ  never 
led  into  the  paths  of  "morbid  self- 
analysis."  Exceedingly  expressive  are  her 
words  on  this  subject:  "Consecration  is 
not  a  religiously  selfish  thing.  We  want 
our  lives  kept,  not  that  we  may  feel  hap- 
py, and  be  saved  the  distress  consequent 
on  wandering,  and  get  the  power  with 
God  and  man,  and  all  the  other  privileges 
linked  with  it.  We  shall  have  all  this,  be- 
cause the  lower  is  included  in  the  high- 
er; but  our  true  aim,  if  the  love  of  Christ 
constraineth  us,  will  be  far  beyond  this. 
Not  for  'me'  at  all,  but  for  'Jesus';  not 
for  my  safety,  but  for  His  glory;  not  for 
my  comfort,  but  for  His  joy;  not  that  I 
may  find  rest,  but  that  He  may  see  the 
travail  of  His  soul,  and  be  satisfied." 

And  this  was  the  spirit  that  ever  ac- 
tuated this  woman  of  God  in  all  her  ef- 
forts to  extend  the  Kingdom  of  God  on 
earth.  Living  for  Christ  meant,  in  a  most 
practical  sense,  living  for  others.  Service 
and  sacrifice  for  them  she  interpreted  as 
consecration  to  Him. 

Brought  up  in  the  Evangelical  school 
of  thought  and  teaching  she  became  a 
faithful  and  fervent  witness  to  those 
great  fundamental  truths  which  all  Gos- 
pel believers  cherish  so  deeply.  And  to 
Frances  Ridley  Havergal  life  offered  no 
more  glorious  vocation  than  that  of 
broadcasting  the  good  news  of  redemp- 
tion through  the  Sacrifice  of  the  Cross. 
O'er  and  o'er  the  message  of  the  atoning 
blood  is  revealed  in  her  hymns.  Listen  to 
this  seraphic  soul  as  she  sings: 
Tell  it  out  among  the  weeping  ones  that 

Jesus  lives; 
Tell  it  out  among   the  weary  ones   that 

rest  He  gives; 
Tell  it  out  among  the  sinners   that  He 

came  to  save; 
Tell  it  out  among   the  dying   that   He 

triumphed  o'er  the  grave. 
That  the  thought  of  Christ's  return  was 
a  most   precious  reality  is  evident   from 
these  lines  which  she  penned  at  Winter- 
dyne  in  1873: 

Thou  art  coming,  Thou,  art  coming! 
We  shall  meet  Thee  on  Thy  way; 
We  shall  see  Thee,  we  shall  know  Thee, 
We  shall  bless  Thee,  we  shall  show  Thee 
All  our  hearts  could  never  say! 
Her  life  was  comparatively  brief,  for  she 
passed   into    the   presence   of    the      Lord 
whom  she  so  deeply  loved  at  the  age  of 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


From  My  Scrapbook 

MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 


Broken   Lilies 

Alice  Hansche  Mortenson 

While  working  in  my  garden,  I  one  day 

leaned  too  low 
And  rudely  broke   two  lily  buds   that  I 

had  cherished  so: 
Regret    and    consternation      across      my 

spirit  stole, 
But  tenderly  I  gathered  them  and  placed 

them  in  a  bowl. 
And  to  my  joy  they  did  not  die,  their 

fragrance  filled  our   home; 
They   seemed   to   open    lovelier,   thus    set 

apart  alone. 
Oh,  I  shall  never  doubt  again   the  Gar- 
dener Divine, 
Who  breaks  His  buds,  not  carelessly,  but 

with  the  wise  design 
That  He  may  draw  them  close  to  Him, 

through  sorrow  set   apart, 
Their  fragrance  breathing  sweeter  in  the 

garden  of  His  heart. — Moody  Month- 
ly. 

Folks  and  Me 

Lucille  Crites 

It  is   a   funny  thing,   but   true, 

That  folks  you  don't  like  don't  like  you. 

I  don't  know  why  this  should  be  so 

But  just  the  same  I  alius  know 

If  I  am  "sour,"  friends  are  few; 

If  I  am  friendly,  folks  are  too. 

Sometimes  I  get  up  in  the  morn 
A-wishin'  I  was  never  born. 
I  make  of  cross  remarks  a  few, 
And  then  my  family  wishes  too 
That  I  had  gone  some  other  place 
Instead  of  showin'  them  my  face. 

But  let  me  change  my  little  tune 
And  sing  and  smile,  then  pretty  soon 
The  folks  around  me  sing  and  smile 
(I    guess   'twas   catchin'    all    the   while). 
Yes,    'tis   a   funny   thing,   but   true, 
That   folks  you   like  will  sure   like  you. 


The  Teacher's  Crown 

Frank  L.   Torry 

Just  a  lump  of  clay  in  the  potter's  hands, 
Ugly  and  dirty  and  cold. 

But  the  potter  saw  there  a  vessel  so  fair 
He  with  the  clay  would  mold. 

He  worked  with  a  will  and  cleansed  it 
from  dross, 

He  toiled  with  patience  with  not  a  mo- 
ment's loss, 

He  worked  to  a  plan  of  beauty  in- 
wrought— 


And   the  vessel  finished,   by   the   king 

was  bought. 
Who  would  have  thought  that  lump  of 

clay 
Would  grace  the  courts  of  the  king  one 

day? 

Just  a  boy  or  a  girl  in  your  class  today 

With  a  heart  so  prone  to  sin, 
But  the  Master  sees  there  a   soul  so  fair 

That  through  you  He  seeks  to  win. 
So    yield    Him    thy    all — count    not    the 

cost; 
Spend  much   time  in  prayer — that   none 

be  lost; 
Toil  on  in  faith — that  Christ  they  may 

own, 
For  their  place  is  with  Him  around  the 

throne. 
You  would  not  think  as  they  face     you 

today, 
Your  crown  of  rejoicing  they'll  be,  for 

aye. — Moody  Monthly. 

The  Heart  of  a  Child 

Mrs.  Bessie  S.  Ashton 

The  heart  of  a  child  is  a  scroll, 
A  page  that  is  lovely  and  white; 

And  to  it  as  fleeting  years  roll, 
Come  hands  with  a  story  to  write. 

Be  ever  so  careful,  O  hand; 

Write  thou  with  a  sanctified  pen. 
Thy  story  shall  live  in  the  land 

For  years  in  the  doings  of  men. 

It  shall  echo  in  circles  of  light, 
Or  lead  to  the  death  of  a  soul. 

Give  here  but  a  message  of  right, 
For  the  heart  of  a  child  is  a  scroll. 

— King's  Business. 

Just  Forget 

Myrtle  May  Dryden 

Forget  the  slander  you  have  heard, 

Forget  the  hasty  unkind  word, 

Forget  the  quarrel  and   the   cause, 

Forget  the   whole  affair,   because 

Forget  it  is  the  only  way; 

Forget  the  storm  of  yesterday. 

Forget  those  with  the  sour  face, 

Forget  the  smile  in  any  place. 

Forget  the  trials  you  have  had, 

Forget  the  weather  if   it's   bad. 

Forget  the  knocker,  he's  a  freak, 

Forget  him  seven  days  a  week, 

Forget  you're  not  a  millionaire, 

Forget  the  gray  streaks  in  your  hair, 

Forget  wherever  you  may  roam, 

Forget  when  traveling  or  at  home. 

— The  World's  Best  Loved  Poems. 


People  Will  Talk 

Samuel  Dodge 

You  may  get  through  the  world,  but 
'twill  be   very   slow 

If  you  listen  to  all  that  is  said  as  you  go; 

You'll  be  worried  and  fretted  and  kept 
in  a  stew, 

For  meddlesome  tongues  will  have  some- 
thing to  do; 

For  people  will   talk. 

If  quiet  and  modest,  you'll  have  it  pre- 
sumed 

That  your  humble  position  is  only  as- 
sumed; 

You're  a  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing,  or  else 
you're  a  fool, 

But  don't  get  excited,  keep  perfectly 
cool; 

For  people  will   talk. 

If  generous  and  noble,  they'll  vent  out 
their  spleen. 

You'll  hear  some  loud  hints  that  you're 
selfish  and  mean; 

If  upright  and  honest  and  fair  as  the 
day, 

They'll  call  you  a  rogue  in  a  sly,  sneak- 
ing way! 

For  people  will   talk. 

And  then  if  you  show   any   boldness  of 

heart, 
Or  a  slight  inclination  to  take  your  own 

part, 
They  will  call  you  an  upstart,  conceited 

and  vain; 
But  keep  straight  ahead,  don't  stop  and 

explain; 

For  people   will   talk. 

If  threadbare  your  dress,  or  old-fash- 
ioned your  hat, 

Someone  will  surely  take  notice  of  that, 

And  hint  rather  strong  that  you  can't 
pay  your  way; 

But  don't  get  excited  whatever  they  say, 
For  people  will   talk. 

If  you  dress  in  the  fashion,  don't  think 

to  escape, 
For   they   criticize   then      in   a    different 

shape; 
You're   ahead   of   your   means,      or    your 

tailor's  unpaid, 
But  mind  your  own  business  don't  mind 

what  is  said; 

For  people   will   talk. 

Now,  the  best  way  to  do  is  to  do  as  you 

please, 
For  your  mind,  if  you  have  one,  will  then 

be  at  ease. 
Of  course  you  will  meet  with  all  sorts  of 

abuse, 
But  don't  think  to  stop  it,  it  is  of  no  use, 
For  people  will   talk. 

Truth    can   never   live    where   error   is 
harbored    or    condoned    or    respected. 
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Bishop   Vincent's  Advice   on    Chris- 
tian  Worship 

Go  early  to  church.  Not  only  be  punc- 
tual but  be  in  your  place  before  the  hour 
when  the  service  is  announced  to  begin. 

Go  in  a  reverent  spirit.  On  the  way 
remember  whither  you  go.  Avoid  light- 
ness of  manner  and  conversation  on 
worldly  topics. 

Before  you  enter  and  as  you  enter  the 
church,  breathe  a  silent  prayer  of  invo- 
cation for  the  influence  of  the  Holy 
Spirit. 

As  you  take  your  place  bow  your  head 
reverently  in  prayer  for  yourself  and  for 
all  others  who  enter  the  sanctuary  and 
for  the  service. 

Resolve  that  you  will  foster  no 
thought,  fix  your  eyes  on  no  object,  ut- 
ter no  word  that  will  tend  to  divert  your 
mind  from  the  holy  purpose  for  which 
you  have  come  into  this   place. 

In  all  the  service  take  an  active  part; 
as  hearer,   as  worshiper. 

At  the  close  of  the  service,  after  a 
moment  of  prayerful  silence,  greet  with 
cheerfulness  and  good  will  all  whom  you 
happen  to  meet,  remembering  that 
Christian  fellowship  is  a  part  of  Chris- 
tian worship. — The  Wesleyan  Methodist. 

In  the  Spirit  on   the   Lord's   Day 

Rev.  M.  L.  Bell,  Kirklin,  hid. 
St.  John,  that  disciple  whom  Jesus 
loved,  was  subjected  to  many  trials  and 
persecutions,  and  at  length  was  exiled 
on  one  of  the  loneliest  and  most  barren 
places  on  the  earth.  Amid  the  stirring  of 
the  breeze  and  the  bleaching  sun,  there 
was  One  on  whom  he  could  rely.   And 


John  began  to  write,  "I  was  in  the  Spirit 
on  the  Lord's  day." 

Amid  chaos,  perplexities,  trials,  tests, 
heartaches,  fears,  and  disappointments 
men  need  to  be  "in  the  Spirit,"  not  only 
on  the  Lord's  day,  but  all  the  time.  John 
discovered  the  heights  and  depths  and 
breadth  of  God's  mercy,  and  that  the 
"just  shall  live  by  faith." 

There  would  be  a  holy  hush,  a  blessed 
quietness  in  our  churches  today  if  men 
and  women  alike  would  be  in  the  Spirit 
on  the  Lord's  day.  There  is  so  much  visit- 
ing in  the  church  today  which  leads  to 
lightness,  and  a  lack  of  "redeeming  the 
time."  May  the  Holy  Spirit  brood  over 
our  gatherings  for  worship  that  sinners 
will  become  so  weary  of  the  way  in 
which  they  are  going  that  they  will  be- 
gin to  inquire,  "What  must  I  do  to  be 
saved!"  In  these  days  that  are  fast  clos- 
ing upon  us,  "when  men's  hearts  are  fail- 
ing them  for  fear  of  things  that  are  com- 
ing upon  the  earth,"  let  us  prove  to  them 
that  there  is  a  better  way  by  being  in 
the  Spirit   all  the  time. 

May  we  add,  "Quench  not  the  Spirit." 
What  power  lies  in  the  secret  of  the 
words,  "To  obey  is  better  than  sacrifice!" 
The  success  of  our  living  here  depends 
largely  upon  our  obedience  to  God.  May 
we  say  with  Saint  John,  lifting  our  faces 
heavenward,  "Even  so,  come,  Lord  Jesus!" 
— From    the   Wesleyan  Methodist. 

REWARD 

MISSING— 

Last   Sunday   and   for   several   months, 


there  have  been  many  parents  and  their 
own    children    missing       from       Sunday 
school. 
STRAYED— 

Half  an  hundred  of  small  children  or 
more,  under  the  age  of  twelve  years, 
have  left  their  parents'  front  yards  this 
last  Sunday  morning.  Parents  said  they 
might  be  found  at  the  swimming  pool,  or 
down  at  the  beer  garden,  or  might  be 
found  down  at  so  and  so's  house,  listen- 
ing to  them  tell  tales,  'cause  they  said 
they  surely  enjoyed  hearing  them.  When 
found,  please  bring  these  dear  children  to 
the  Church  of  God  Sunday  school  and 
Y.  P.  E. 
STOLE  NT- 
Several  young  people  from  the  ages 
of  twelve  years  to  twenty  years.  Dressed 
in  gay  clothes,  after  the  fashions  which 
started  in  Paris,  France,  with  a  "shiny 
put  on"  on  their  faces.  Early  on  Sunday 
mornings  they  have  been  stolen  away 
from  church  services.  Don't  know  where 
to  find  them,  but  only  around  places 
which  are  used  for  the  devil.  When 
found,  bring  to  the  Church  of  God  sav- 
ing stations. 
LOST— 

A  number  that  no  man  can  count  of 
men  and  women  above  the  age  of  twenty 
years.  Last  seen  they  were  traveling  the 
Broad  Way  toward  the  devil's  home,  par- 
taking of  everything  that  he  has  on  the 
way. 

Notice:  Any  person  assisting  in  the 
recovery  of  the  above  shall  in  nowise  lose 
his  reward. — George  L.  Cravens,  Lan- 
caster, Ky. 

Don'ts  for  the  Pulpit 

Don't  mumble  your  words.  Chew  your 
food  but  not  your  language. 

Don't  preach  too  long.  Better  leave 
the  people   longing   than   loathing. 

Don't  preach  old  sermons  without  re- 
vision. Grown  men  look  awkward  in 
boys'  clothes. 

Don't  indulge  in  mannerism.  Simplic- 
ity is  desirable  in  high  places — the  pulpit 
especially. 

Don't  speak  in  a  monotone.  The  voice 
has  numerous  keys;  play  on  as  many  as 
possible. 

Don't  catch  the  pulpit  twang.  Talk  to 
men  in  as  natural  tone  as  you  talk  with 
them. 

Don't  indulge  in  long  pulpit  prayers. 
Always  remember  the  stranger. 

Don't  introduce  politics  into  the  pul- 
pit. 

Don't  neglect  closet  prayer.  The  finest 
pipes  can  give  forth  no  music  till  filled 
with  the  divine  breath. 

Don't  scold  your  congregation.  Attack 
measures  and  hit  people  only  when  they 
stand  between  you  and  the  devil. 

Don't  harp  too  much  on  one  string. 
(Continued  on  page   25) 
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it      £Bible  Wessons     ^ 

Submit 

James  4:7 

"Submit  yourselves  therefore  to  God. 
Resist  the  devil,  and  he  will  flee  from 
you." 

These  words  were  written  by  the 
Apostle  James,  a  brother  of  Jesus,  to  the 
Christian  Jews  who  were,  before  their 
conversion,  a  proud  people  and  no  doubt 
had  this  lesson  to  learn. 

The  devil  puts  up  his  biggest  fight 
through  ourselves.  After  the  struggle  is 
over  and  our  selfish  desires  are  conquered, 
they  seem  a  very  small  thing  to  have 
composed  so  strong  a  barrier.  But  by 
earnest  prayer  and  a  whole-hearted  de- 
sire for  faith  and  strength,  how  wonder- 
ful we  find  Him  to  be.  By  submitting 
ourselves  unto  Him,  we  become  material 
in  His  hands,  of  which  He  can  make  an 
instrument  for  His  own  use.  How  in- 
spiring and  wonderful  are  the  lives  that 
seem  to  be  a  very  picture  of  God's  won- 
derful works. 

Commit 
2  Tim.  2:21 

"If  a  man  therefore  purge  himself 
from  these,  he  shall  be  a  vessel  unto 
honour,  sanctified,  and  meet  for  the 
master's  use,  and  prepared  unto  every 
good  work. 

By  submitting  ourselves  unto  God  and 
then  committing  unto  Him  everything 
we  have,  every  desire  of  our  heart,  our 
ambitions,  plans,  and  everything,  we  are 
putting  ourselves  in  the  place  that  He 
wants  us.  We  need  not  be  afraid  to  trust 
Him  with  what  seems  to  be  our  treas- 
ure for  if  it  is  precious  indeed,  we  may 
find  that  He  will  give  it  back  to  us  un- 
harmed, and  how  wonderful  it  is  to  know 
that  what  we  receive  is  His  will  for  us, 
that  where  we  go  is  where  He  wants  us 
to  go  and  that  we  are  doing  what  He 
wants  us  to  do. 

By   thus  sweeping  our   temple   we   are 
preparing    the    way   for    the    good    Holy 
Ghost  that  makes  us  one  with  Him. 
Transmit 
Matt.  5:16 

"Let  your  light  so  shine  before  men, 
that  they  may  see  your  good  works,  and 
glorify  your  Father  which  is  in  heaven." 

Whatever  may  be  our  station,  active 
workers,  prayer  warriors,  or  what  other 
duty,  we  may  all  be  reflectors  of  God's 
great  glory  by  keeping  in  His  will  and 
letting   His   grace   shine   through   us. 

How  often  when  testifying  people 
mention  a  consecrated  soul  whose  very 
happiness  in  Jesus  made  them  hungry 
and  repentant.  The  people  of  God  are 
noticed  by  all  the  world,  whether  they 
think   so  or   not,      and   in     his     deepest 


PROGRAM  OUTLINE 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo- 
ments of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service  which  should  follow  more  impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  to  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let   us   bear   this   in   mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son   Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
unless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
It  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians  who    can    always   be    depended    on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
they  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come   to    the   altar   of   prayer  and   accept  Christ. 

The  Christian   Experience 

Elsie  Kyle 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

A  great  theologist  one  time  remarked 
that  the  pattern  of  a  Christian  life  could 
be  expressed  in  these  four  words:  "Ad- 
mit, Submit,  Commit,  and  Transmit." 
How  true  this  is!  How  easy  it  is  to  see, 
that  as  we  do  each  of  these  things,  the 
channel  is  opened  wider  for  the  blessings 
that  God  has  in  store  for  us  and  our  lives 
become  more  and  more  as  He  would  have 
us  to  be. 

Admit 
1    John    1:9 

"If  we  confess  our  sins,  he  is  faithful 
and  just  to  forgive  us  our  sins,  and  to 
cleanse  us  from  all  unrighteousness." 

Unconfessed  sins  are  unforgiven  sins. 
What  a  glorious  feeling  it  was  to  rise 
from  our  knees  before  an  old-fashioned 
altar  of  prayer  when  we  had  taken  every- 
thing to  Jesus  and  left  it  there!  By  ad- 
mitting before  God  our  unworthiness, 
human  failures,  and  desire  His  forgive- 
ness are  we  given  a  new  life  and  the  as- 
surance of  salvation. 

Good  resolutions  and  turning  over  a 
"new  leaf  do  not  leave  any  room  for  the 
saving  blood  of  Jesus  and  therefore  make 
unstable  foundations  for  a  Christian  life. 


thoughts  the  sinner  forms  impressions  of 
the  Christian  and  just  a  very  small  bit 
of  God's  grace  can  plant  a  seed  that  may 
some  day  grow  to  bear  fruit. 

Christian  brothers  and  sisters,  may  we 
every  one,  every  day,  feel  ourselves  a 
flag  bearer  in  God's  great  army  and  nev- 
er let  our  banner  touch  the  ground. 

The  Christian   Example 

Flora   Rutledge 

Scripture:  Matt.  5:13-16 

I  say  that  our  life  is  an  example 
whether  we  are  living  for  Jesus  or  for 
the  devil.  But  what  we  want  to  do  as 
Christians  is  to  live  for  Jesus  and  let  our 
life  be  an  example  to  sinners.  Too  many 
today  are  claiming  to  know  Him  but 
failing  to  let  their  lights  shine;  rather 
doing  things  displeasing  to  God  and  be- 
ing an  influence  to  sinners  and  leading 
them  the  wrong  way.  So  many  sinners 
will  say,  "Why,  Brother  or  Sister  So 
and  So  in  the  church  does  this  or  that 
and  claims  to  know  God;  why  what's 
the  use  of  my  joining  the  church  or  even 
getting  saved  if  I  go  on  doing  the  same 
things?  I  might  as  well  just  be  a  sinner." 

But  we  know  that  Paul  tells  us  in  2 
Cor.  5:17  that  "if  any  man  be  in  Christ, 
he  is  a  new  creature:  old  things  are  passed 
away;  behold  all  things  are  become  new." 
So  if  the  old  things  have  passed  away  and 
we  are  new  creatures  and  the  life  we  now 
live,  we  live  in  Christ,  and  He  walks 
with  us,  we  should  strive  to  live  as 
close  as  we  can  to  Him  and  let  our  life 
be  an  example  to  sinners  so  they  may 
turn  to  the  Lord.  There  are  many  ways 
to  let  our  life  be  an  example. 
Let  Our  Everyday  Conversation  Be  Holy 
1   Pet.    1:15;   2   Pet.    3:11. 

So  we  see  the  Word  of  God  tells  us  we 
should  let  our  conversation  be  holy.  See- 
ing that  all  the  temporal  things  will  soon 
pass  away,  for  Jesus  is  soon  coming,  we 
should  let  our  conversation  be  pleasing 
to  God.  We  should  not  talk  about  our 
neighbor  or  say  things  that  will  hurt 
someone  else  intentionally.  We  should 
speak  encouraging  words  to  the  discour- 
aged, testify  when  we  have  an  oppor- 
tunity and  talk  about  the  Lord  or  things 
pleasing  to  Him.  This  is  one  good  way  of 
letting  our  life  be  an  example. 
Let  Our  Life  Be  an  Example  in  Deeds 
Col.    3:9;    3:17;    23:25 

In  this  scripture  we  find  that  since 
we  have  put  off  the  old  man  with  his 
deeds  we  should  do  something  for  Jesus. 
We  should  help  a  soul  that  is  discouraged 
rather  than  giving  him  another  kick 
down,  help  those  who  need  help,  visit  the 
sick  and  speak  words  of  encouragement 
to  them  and  help  some  weary  footsore 
traveler  that's  going  the  downward  road 
to  hell  without  Christ.  Paying  tithes, 
giving  in  missions,  supporting  the  church 
and  helping  the  Willing  Workers  are  also 
good  ways  of  being  examples.  So  let  our 
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lives  be  an  example  in  the  deeds  we  do 
because  we  will  be  rewarded  according 
to  our  deeds  here. 

Song:   "Just  Give  Than  a  Lift." 
Let    Our   Lives    Be    Examples   Wherever 
We  Go 
2   Cor.   6:16 

In  our  scripture  we  find  that  God  is 
walking  with  us.  If  He  goes  with  us  we 
will  go  to  places  pleasing  to  Him  such  as 
church  services,  Y.  P.  E.,  Sunday  school, 
prayer  meetings  and  godly  places. 

We,  as  Christians,  don't  go  to  world- 
ly places  such  as  picture  shows,  ball 
games,  dances  and  other  amusements  of 
the  world,  but  so  many  people  today 
claiming  to  know  God  go  to  these  places. 
Jesus  said,  Come  ye  out  from  among  the 
world  and  be  ye  a  separate  people.  That 
is  where  lots  of  people  today  are  failing 
to  be  good  examples;  rather  they  are  set- 
ting bad  examples  to  sinners  and  lead- 
ing them  the  wrong  way. 

Our  Lives  Examples  in  Humility 
Phil.   2:8,    13-15 

Seeing  that  Christ  humbleth  Himself 
to  die  for  us,  we  should  strive  to  live  an 
humble  life,  consecrated  to  God  and  be 
an  example  to  others  who  don't  know 
the  Lord.  Our  lives  contact  others.  We 
should  be  so  filled  with  the  Spirit  that 
sinners  will  see  and  know  we  are  serv- 
ing a  living  God  and  will  get  hungry  for 
salvation  themselves.  When  we  ha^e 
trials  and  temptations  we  should  not 
give  up,  as  so  many  do,  and  backslide,  but 
we  should  hold  on  to  God's  unchanging 
hand.  If  we  go  back  into  the  world  then 
that  sinner  who  is  watching  our  life 
may  give  up,  whereas  if  we  had  gone  on 
he  might  be  brought  to  God  and  then  in 
turn  have  caused  other  souls  to  come  to 
Christ. 

Song  suggested:  "Let  My  Life  Be  a 
Light." 

How  to  Make  a  Success  of  the 
Christian  Life 

Virginia  E.  Bounds 
Leading  Thought 

When  one  has  been  washed  in  the  blood 
of  Christ  and  passes  from  death  unto 
life,  he  quite  naturally  has  a  desire  to 
serve  in  some  way  the  One  who  gave  His 
life  that  sinners  might  accept  His  atone- 
ment and  live.  However,  the  enemy  of 
the  soul  endeavors  to  make  him  feel  that 
he  is  a  failure  and  to  discourage  him  from 
putting  forth  any  effort  in  active  service 
for  his  Savior;  but  if  he  trusts  in  Him 
who  is  even  more  powerful  than  Satan, 
and  works  while  he  trusts  then  he  can 
through  Him  expect  to  succeed. 

It  seems  there  are  seven  steps  necessary 
to  make  this  a  success: 

We  Must  Be  Completely  Surrendered 

to  the  Holy  Spirit 

Rom.  12:1 

Let  His  will  be  the  only  will  we  have, 
even  in  the  smallest  detail  of  our  daily 


living.  Many  fail  because  they  wish  to 
serve  Jesus  with  part  of  themselves  or 
part  of  their  possessions  but  at  the  same 
time  reserve  a  portion  of  their  time  and 
their  possessions  to  satisfy  the  fleshly 
lust.  We  should  remember  God  with- 
held nothing  from  us,  not  even  the  sac- 
rifice of  His  only  begotten  Son,  so  that 
we  should  be  willing,  yea,  eager  to  give 
ourselves,  with  nothing  reserved,  to  Him 
and  His  service. 

Contess  Christ  Before  Men 
Matt.    10:32;  Rom.    10:10 

This  does  not  mean  that  we  are  to  con- 
fess Him  only  when  with  other  Chris- 
tians so  that  we  know  we  will  not  suffer 
any  persecution  or  ridicule,  but  it  means 
to  confess  Him  when  on  the  streets,  at 
our  work,  or  wherever  we  may  be,  and 
especially  if  we  are  thrown  among  a 
group  of  sin-hardened  souls  who  will 
ridicule  us  for  our  loyalty;  we  are  to 
most  emphatically  declare  Him  to  be 
the  Savior  of  mankind,  and  the  only  door 
whereby  one  may  enter  into  eternal 
life. 

Study  the  Word 
1   Peter  2:2 

We  have  to  know  the  Word  before  we 
can  teach  it  to  others,  and  Satan  always 
has  an  excuse  for  the  sinner  to  offer  to 
the  Christian  who  is  trying  to  lead  him 
to  Christ;  so  we  must  have  a  verse  of 
God's  Word  ever  on  the  tip  of  our  tongue 
with  which  to  answer  him.  Do  not  try 
to  give  a  personal  reason  why  he  should 
accept  Christ  but  always  give  him  a  por- 
tion of  God's  Word  to  assure  him  of  his 
need  of  salvation. 

"Pray  Without  Ceasing" 
1  Thess.  5:17 

Those  who  would  succeed  in  the 
Christian  life  must  lead  a  life  of  prayer. 
It  is  well  to  have  a  set  time  for  prayer 
at  least  three  times  a  day  when  we  de- 
part to  be  alone  with  God,  but  we  should 
also  be  in  the  attitude  of  prayer  at  all 
times.  If  the  devil  trembles  when  he  sees 
the  weakest  saint  upon  his  knees,  let  us 
keep  him  trembling  at  all  times  because 
our  heart  is  upon  its  knees.  There  are 
three  things  especially  that  we  should 
pray  for,  and  before  we  ask  anything 
of  God  we  should  thank  Him  for  past 
favors.  We  are  so  much  inclined  to  be 
continually  asking  for  favors  but  often 
forget  to  thank  and  praise  Him  for  past 
blessings.  The  three  most  important 
things  to  ask  for  are;  namely,  wisdom, 
strength  and  spiritual  power.  Wisdom  to 
know  His  will,  physical  strength  to  do 
His  will  and  spiritual  power  to  perform 
our  task  under  the  most  stressing  cir- 
cumstances. 

Go  to  Work  for  Christ 

Matt.  2  5:29 

The  working  Christian,     the  one  who 

uses    his    talents    whether    few    or    many 

(for  the  least  of  us  have  a  few)   is  the 

one  who  will  make  progress  in  his  spirit- 


ual living  and  will  hear  "Well  done" 
when  he  appears  before  Christ  to  be 
judged.  Be  seeking  more  to  do  for 
Christ,  then  we  may  be  assured  that  we 
will  be  continually  receiving  greater 
blessings  from  Him.  He  is  dependent 
upon  us  for  souls.  Just  as  the  grapevine 
and  branches  are  dependent  upon  each 
other  for  producing  fruit,  we  draw  our 
strength  from  Christ,  the  Vine,  but  we 
as  branches  (after  having  drawn  this 
strength)  must  produce  the  fruit,  John 
15:2-4.  Be  prayer  warriors,  tract  distrib- 
utors, teachers,  preachers  or  whatever  you 
feel  called  of  the  Lord  to  do;  but  do 
something.  He  will  give  you  a  place  if 
you  seek  it.  We  go  to  the  people  of  the 
world  to  seek  employment  and  often- 
times fail  to  find  it  but  if  we  seek  work 
in  the  Lord's  harvest  field  He  always  has 
a  place  for  each  one  of  us  from  the  great- 
est to  the  least.  The  fields  are  white  unto 
harvest  but  the  laborers  are  few. 
Give  Largely 

"The  liberal  soul  shall  be  made  fat." 
Prov.  11:25;  2  Cor.  9:6,  7.  A  stingy 
Christian  cannot  be  a  growing  Christian. 
Give  systematically.  Lay  aside  a  portion 
for  God  and  do  not  spend  it  for  self  un- 
der any  circumstances.  It  is  marvelous 
how  a  soul  begins  to  grow  as  soon  as  he 
begins  to  give. 

Keep  Pushing  On 
Phil.  3:13,  14 

If  you  fail  do  not  give  up;  do  not 
brood  over  sin,  confess  it  and  ask  for- 
giveness, 1  John  1:9.  Satan  tries  to  be- 
guile us  and  make  us  think  it  is  humility 
to  brood  over  past  failures.  Is  it  humility 
to  make  God  a  liar?  He  says  He  for- 
gives and  puts  our  sins  away  from  us  as 
far  as  the  east  is  from  the  west  when  we 
confess  and  forsake  them.  Then  again,  we 
must  forget  any  successes  or  achieve- 
ments He  has  allowed  us  to  make  and 
press  on  to  greater  victory.  Here  Satan 
again  endeavors  to  cheat  us  out  of  a 
larger  life.  He  would  keep  us  thinking 
and  priding  ourselves  on  what  we  have 
done  (when  it  was  not  we  but  God  work- 
ing through  us),  and  if  we  are  not  cau- 
tious he  will  bring  us  to  a  standstill  and 
may  even  cause  us  to  turn  back  as  we 
cannot  remain  in  the  same  place  long,  we 
go  either  forward  or  backward.  You  may 
have  received  a  second  blessing  or  a  fif- 
ty-second but  there  are  still  more  bless- 
ings and  greater  achievements  for  you  if 
you  keep  following  the  leadership  of  the 
Holy  Spirit  and  have  "Excelsior"  for  your 
soul's   persistent   cry. — Gospel   Herald. 

Thanksgiving 

Esther  Holland 
Oftentimes  when  we  think  of  Thanks- 
giving we  think  of  a  certain  season  or  day, 
which  has  been  set  aside  by  the  govern- 
ment of  our  country  in  which  to  give 
thanks   unto   God.      And   such   action   is 
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certainly  appreciated  by  our  nation  to- 
day. Thousands  of  people  employed  by 
our  government  will  celebrate  the  day 
by  observing  it  as  a  holiday;  there  will  be 
turkey,  cranberry  sauce  and  all  the  other 
dressings  that  go  with  it.  Families  will 
unite  for  the  big  dinner  on  that  day  and 
many  will  revel  in  sinful  pleasures.  But 
is  all  this  thanksgiving?  Nay,  rather  it 
seems  to  be  more  nearly  the  spirit  of  a 
picnic  or  revelry.  Let  us  look  at  another 
side,  the  side  nearest  heaven.  It  seems 
that  every  day  should  be  a  day  of  giving 
thanks  unto  God.  Surely  God  would  like 
for  us  to  thank  Him  for  His  manifold 
blessings  more  than  once  a  year.  Each 
sunrise  should  call  forth  thanksgiving 
from  the  depth  of  our  souls;  each  shower 
of  rain,  each  flower  that  blossoms,  each 
bird  that  sings,  each  dewdrop  that 
sparkles,  each  golden  sunset,  each  oppor- 
tunity to  serve  man,  each  smile  on  a 
baby's  face,  as  well  as  the  many  spiritual 
blessings  that  attend  us  daily,  should  call 
forth  songs  of  praise  to  our  precious  Re- 
deemer. The  psalmist  called  for  praise 
many  times,  yea,  even  in  the  face  of  un- 
pleasant circumstances.  God  has  called 
us.  For  what  are  we  most  thankful  at 
this  season? 

David's  Thanksgiving 

The  little,  insignificant  shepherd  boy, 
with  unattractive  features,  did  not  rank 
very  high  with  men  but  God  looked  on 
his  heart  and  said  that  he  had  a  heart 
after  the  similitude  of  God.  Then  God 
chose  him  to  be  the  king  of  His  people. 
Although  earthly  kings  and  those  who 
would  be  kings  sought  the  life  of  David, 
he  learned  through  his  hours  of  distress  to 
trust  in  the  Lord.  It  was  David  who 
taught  us  that  God  is  our  refuge,  our 
strength,  our  light,  our  shepherd,  our 
fortress,  our  protection,  yea,  our  all.  He 
calls  forth  thanksgiving  and  praise  even 
from  everything  that  hath  breath.  His 
heart  was  so  filled  with  praise  and  thanks 
unto  God  that  he  knew  everyone  could 
praise  God  regardless  of  the  circum- 
stances surrounding  him.  While  David 
was  fleeing  from  the  sword  of  Saul  and 
from  Absalom  he  learned  that  God  was 
a  Rock  in  which  he  could  hide,  he 
learned  that  there  was  a  divine  power 
which  guided  him  even  though  his  ene- 
mies were  on  his  trail.  And  even  in  the 
midst  of  all  these  distresses  he  could  look 
up  and  praise  God  and  give  us  that  won- 
derful chapter  on  the  Shepherd  of  our 
souls,  the  23  rd  Psalm. 

Moses'  Thanksgiving 

Moses  felt  his  unworthiness  when  first 
called  of  God  to  the  great  task  of  lead- 
ing God's  people  from  Egypt  to  Canaan, 
but  when  they  marched  through  the  Red 
Sea  on  dry  ground,  then  Moses  could  sing 
a  song  of  thanksgiving  and  praise  to  the 
mighty  God  who  was  guiding  his  hand. 
All  the  hardships  and  trials  were  forgot- 
ten  for  the  moment   and  his   heart   was 


filled  with  the  very  Holy  Spirit  of  God 
and  he  was  encouraged  to  believe  God  to 
lead  on  to  the  goal  which  He  had  set. 
He  greatly  magnified  the  God  of  Israel 
who  had  wrought  such  great  miracles  in 
their  behalf.  Moses  grew  from  the  little 
unworthy  servant  to  the  great  statesman 
of  God  and  the  leader  of  His  people,  even 
attaining  the  high  plane  of  willingness 
to  be  cut  off  from  the  promised  land 
himself  if  God  would  not  forgive  the 
trespasses  of  Israel.  God  knows  whom  He 
can  trust  and  it  makes  the  heart  of  man 
rejoice  to  be  that  one.  He  can  sing  a  song 
of  thanksgiving  regardless  of  the  sur- 
roundings. Through  his  obedience  and 
giving  God  the  glory  for  all  the  miracles 
and  sustenance  through  the  wandering 
years,  God  took  him  up  where  He  could 
watch  beside  him  when  death  came  and 
then  buried  him  in  Mt.  Nebo.  Isn't  that  a 
challenge  to  us  to  give  thanks  unto  God 
for  all  that  comes  our  way,  even  though 
we  do  not  understand  the  trials  of  life 
as  they  come? 

Peter's  Thanksgiving 
Peter,  the  man  of  impulse,  as  he  is 
often  called,  also  could  thank  God  for 
many  things  in  this  life.  In  his  humanity 
he  made  many  mistakes  and  caused  him- 
self many  tears  and  regrets,  but  when 
put  to  the  test,  he  realized  that  there 
was  none  other  God  but  Jesus,  none 
other  in  whom  he  could  trust  for  eter- 
nal life,  none  other  who  could  raise  the 
dead  as  he  had  seen  it  done,  none  other 
who  could  do  the  mighty  miracles  which 
he  had  witnessed.  Then,  as  he  listened  to 
the  words  of  the  Master  on  the  eve  of 
His  betrayal,  as  He  said,  "He  that  be- 
lieveth  on  me,  the  works  that  I  do  shall 
he  do  also;  and  greater  works  shall  he  do; 
because  I  go  unto  my  Father,"  John  14: 
12,  he  marveled  that  greater  works  could 
be  done.  Even  on  this  same  night  he  de- 
nied the  Savior,  but  in  that  one  look 
from  the  Master  at  his  denial,  Peter  saw 
that  divine  hand  and  recognized  a  great- 
er power  than  he  had  known.  He  desired 
to  know  and  experience  that  power  and 
was  numbered  with  the  one  hundred 
twenty  on  the  Day  of  Pentecost  who  re- 
ceived the  Holy  Ghost  and  power.  In 
Acts  3  we  find  that  power  manifested 
through  Peter  and  Peter  praising  God  and 
honoring  Him  who  had  made  it  possible 
for  such  miracles  to  be  wrought  through 
human  instruments.  He  rejoiced  that  God 
had  counted  him  worthy  to  fill  with 
that  power  and  his  life  was  filled  with 
thanksgiving  to  God  for  His  goodness, 
and  we  find  in  his  writings  to  the  saints 
in  his  last  days  that  he  was  still  filled 
with  that  love  and  praise  unto  God. 
Tradition  tells  us  that  when  Peter  came 
to  die  he  was  to  be  crucified.  He  did  not 
deem  himself  worthy  to  be  crucified  in 
the  same  manner  in  which  his  Lord  suf- 
fered, so  he  requested  that  he  be  per- 
mitted to  be  crucified  head  downward. 


Truly  the  greatest  joy  still  awaited  him, 
but  he  could  see  through  the  vail  that 
crown  awaiting  on  the  other  side  of 
death. 

Paul's  Thanksgiving 

The  poets  have  said  that  our  blessings 
are  without  number,  and  truly  they  are, 
but  Paul  enumerated  many  things  for 
which  he  was  thankful  in  his  writings. 
He  was  thankful  for  the  cross,  that  bur- 
densome part  of  his  daily  life.  He  was 
thankful  for  the  trials,  heartaches,  perse- 
cutions and  afflictions  which  caused  him 
to  draw  near  unto  God.  He  felt  that 
these  were  necessary  to  make  him  have 
the  deep  experiences  which  he  left  with 
God,  and  truly  that  thing  which  draws 
us  nearest  to  God  is  that  which  we 
should  be  most  thankful  for.  Then  he 
was  thankful  for  the  Holy  Ghost  and 
that  he  had  the  privilege  of  speaking  in 
other  tongues  and  of  receiving  revela- 
tions from  God.  He  placed  peculiar 
value  on  the  things  divine  and  spiritual, 
realizing  that  they  were  gifts  which 
earthly  treasures  could  not  purchase.  He 
also  realized  that  they  were  bestowed 
upon  him  as  a  steward  and  that  he 
should  be  faithful  in  ministering  the 
Word  of  God.  Again  in  the  beginning  of 
most  of  his  writings  we  find  him  thank- 
ing God  for  the  saints  and  those  who  be  • 
lieved  on  God  in  every  place,  and  he  was 
so  thankful  that  he  always  made  mention 
of  them  in  his  prayers.  In  listing  his  suf- 
ferings, he  made  mention  that  God  had 
been  with  him  through  it  all  and  that 
henceforth  a  crown  of  righteousness 
awaited  him  on  the  other  shore. 
><^        My  Thanksgiving 

For  what  am  I  most  thankful  at  this 
season?  Is  it  good  health,  life,  the  neces- 
sities of  life,  wealth,  happiness,  or  is  my 
mind  fixed  on  higher  things?  With  the 
war  clouds  hovering  low  and  the  sound 
of  the  bombs  growing  nearer  each  day, 
with  the  churches  being  closed  in  other 
lands  and  public  worship  prohibited, 
with  the  knowledge  of  the  coming  of  Je- 
sus being  very  near,  it  seems  that  we 
should  appreciate  more  than  anything 
else  the  freedom  of  worship,  the  blessed 
abiding  presence  of  the  Holy  Ghost  in 
our  lives,  the  privilege  of  prayer,  prais- 
ing and  singing  unto  Him  who  is  soon 
coming  for  us.  Truly  we  are  of  all  peo- 
ple greatly  favored  in  being  permitted 
to  continue  our  public  worship,  even 
voicing  praises  and  prayers  unto  our 
God  who  has  been  so  bountiful  unto  us. 
Then,  for  His  precious  Word  which  will 
never  fail  and  on  which  we  can  stand 
until  He  returns.  It  is  also  a  time  in 
which  we  should  be  very  prayerful  for 
our  boys  in  the  training  camps,  for  who 
knows  how  soon  they  may  have  to  face 
the  enemy!  Faith,  thanksgiving,  prayers 
unto  God  can  move  mountains,  and  can 
also  stave  off  the  enemy  that  the  sword 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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IMPORTANT   NOTICE 

Dear  Boys  and  Girls: 

I  presume  you  are  just  waiting  to  know  what  prizes  we  are  going  to  offer  this  year. 

Well,  here  we  come  to  tell  you  about  it — 

TO  THE  Y.P.E.  WHICH  SELLS  THE  MOST  LIGHTED   PATHWAYS  THIS  YEAR,  ABOVE  25%    OF 

CHURCH  MEMBERSHIP 

WE  WILL  GIVE  $100.00 

For  example:    If  your  church  membership  is  100,  25%   would  be  25  and  all  above  25  Lighted  Path- 
ways per  month  would  count. 

TO  THE  INDIVIDUALS  WHO  SELL  THE  MOST  LIGHTED  PATHWAYS  TO  NEW  HOMES  OUTSIDE 
OF  THE  CHURCH  OF  GOD  WE  WILL  GIVE  THREE  PRIZES 

1st  PRIZE  .   .   .    $50.00     —     2nd  PRIZE   .   .   .    $35.00     —     3rd  PRIZE  .   .   .    $15.00 


RULES 

For  awarding  the  National  Y.P.E. 
Banner,  1941-42.  (Contest  includes 
only  the  Senior  Y.P.E's) 

1 .  Largest  average  Y.P.E.  attendance 
in  proportion  to  church  member- 
ship. 

2.  Largest  total  gain  in  attendance 
over  the  previous  year. 

3.  Greatest  number  Y.P.E's  organized 
this  Assembly  year. 

4.  Largest  number  of  Y.P.E's  accord- 
ing to  the  number  of  churches. 

5.  Largest  circulation  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway  in  the  state  in  proportion 
to  church  membership. 

6.  Largest  Lighted  Pathway  circula- 
tion. 

7.  Highest  percentage  of  prompt 
monthly  reporting  to  state  super- 
intendent. 


CECIL  BRIDGES 
Kentucky   Y.  P.  E.   and   S.    S.   Superin- 
tendent, was  the  winner  of  the  nation- 
al   Sunday    school    banner    last    year. 


Largest  amount  of  money  raised 
for  missions,  orphanage,  or  other 
purposes  according  to  church  mem- 
bership. 


WM.  P.  STALLINGS 
South  Carolina  Y.P.E.  and  S.  S.  Super- 
intendent, was  the  winner  of  the  na- 
tional banner  for  the  Y.P.E.  last  year. 


We  will  also  allow  you  your  profit  on  papers,  which  is  40c  per  roll  of  14  papers.  Each  subscription 
will  count  for  twelve  points  in  contest.  Anyone  giving  full  time  to  this  work  could  make  a  living 
and  be  doing  good  at  the  same  time. 

Listen:  We  will  not  extend  credit  to  any  contestant  unless  he  or  she  has  a  good  recommendation 
from  the  pastor  or  state  overseer.    However,  we  will  sell  for  cash  to  anyone. 

Send  in  your  name  and  address  and  say,  "I  am  entering  your  contest  for  introducing  the  Light- 
ed Pathway  into  new  homes."  We  will  leave  it  up  to  your  honesty  as  to  whether  you  keep  your 
promise  in  putting  it  into  new  homes. 

If  you  are  in  this  individual  contest  and  your  Y.P.E.  is  in  the  other  contest,  your  work  cannot  be 
counted  in  both.    If  this  is  understood  there  will  be  no  conflict  between  the  two. 

B.T.S.  student,  it  will  be  easy  if  you  begin  in  time  for  you  to  pay  your  expenses  in  school  next 
year.  Start  in  time.   If  you  have  friends  who  will  help  you,  this  will  be  satisfactory. 

STOP!  LOOK!  LISTEN! 

Here  is  something  of  great  importance.  Keep  this  before  you  at  all  times.  If  you  want  an  extra 
large  number  of  Lighted  Pathways,  please  get  your  order  in  on  time.    All  right,  what  is  the  time? 

For  the  December  issue  please  see  that  your  extra  order  is  in  the  office  by  the  1st  of  November. 
Beginning  with  the  January  issue,  and  through  the  year,  your  order  must  be  in  by  the  25th  of  the 
month.  For  example:  Orders  for  January  papers  would  have  to  be  in  by  the  25th  of  November  in 
order  to  get  a  large  number  of  extra  Lighted  Pathways. 
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A  Serious  View  of  Life  in  America 

(Continued  from  page  13) 
anity.  Why  should  we?' 

"Another  said,  'I  used  to  pray  and  I 
got  a  great  deal  of  comfort  from  it,  but 
after  I  majored  in  psychology  and  be- 
gan to  understand  the  laws  of  the  mind, 
it  seemed  so  silly  to  pray.' 

"Another  remarked,  'I  went  to  Sun- 
day school  and  church  until  I  went  to 
college,  but  I  didn't  want  to  be  queer 
and  different,  so  I  stopped.' 

"Somehow,  my  mind  goes  back  to  our 
Indian  garden  when  I  meet  those  whose 
only  source  of  amusements  are  movies, 
cards,  dancing  and  wild  motor  rides,  and 
when  I  hear  of  complaints  of  boredom  at 
the  very  thought  of  a  quiet  evening; 
when  I  listen  to  remarks  like  these: 

"  'I  know  I  shouldn't  drink, — but  ev- 
eryone does.' 

"  'My  mother  hates  my  smoking, — but 
even  Miss  K —  smokes.' 

"  'Why  shouldn't  I  paint  my  lips  on 
the  street  car?  Folks  needn't  look  at  me 
if  they  don't  like  it.' 

"And  why,  oh  why,  were  we  so  in- 
terested in  the  nauseous  details  of  Mrs. 
A's  divorce;  the  insipid  love  letters  of 
Mr.  B — ;  the  kind  of  cigarette  used  by 
Mrs.   C— ? 

"We  were  aghast  over  the  grotesque 
artificial  appearance  of  the  girls,  the  free- 
dom of  the  sexes,  the  studied  frankness, 
often  vulgarity,  of  their  speech;  the 
queer  songs  and  sounds  that  came  over 
the  radio. 

"Being  Americans,  we  knew,  of  course, 
that  there  was  very  much  that  was  fine 
and  splendid  and  Christian  in  America; 
but  the  foreigner,  who  seldom  sees  be- 
yond the  blemishes,  returns  disappointed, 
disallusioned,  critical,  contemptuous.  Is 
this  the  land  he  must  look  upon  as  a 
model  of  what  he  wants  his  own  land 
to  become?  Is  this  what  Christianity 
brings  a  country  to?  What  can  a  foreign- 
er think  who  must  base  his  knowledge  of 
America  on  what  he  hears  on  our  streets, 
and  reads  in  our  popular  magazines  and 
books?" 

Editor's  Note. — The  observations  made 
by  Mrs.  Jones  concerning  the  character 
of  so-called  "Christian"  colleges  are  sadly 
true  in  regard  to  a  great  many  education- 
al institutions  founded  by  churches  that 
have  not  been  willing  to  make  sacrifices 
necessary  to  keep  them  free  from  these 
invading  perils.  However,  these  institu- 
tions do  not  include  the  colleges  managed 
by  our  Board  of  Trustees,  a  body  elected 
by  the  General  Conference  to  safeguard 
all  the  vital  interests  of  the  Church  as 
they  relate  themselves  to  educational 
questions.  This  is  one  of  the  reasons  why 
we  are  carrying  on  at  great  labor  and 
expense  these  institutions  of  higher 
learning. — Wesleyan    Methodist. 


Bible  Lessons 

(Continued  from  page  23) 
may  not  come  to  our  country,  but  with 
the  privileges  that  belong  unto  us  at  this 
time  if  we  are  found  unfaithful,  these 
things  may  come  at  an  hour  when  we 
least  expect  it.  Let  us  count  our  bless- 
ings and  then  render  thanks  unto  the 
giver  of  every  one,  for  He  rightly  de- 
serves  our   praise   and   thanksgiving. 

Don'ts  for  the  Pulpit 

(Continued  from  page  20/ 
Variety  is  pleasing,  and  God's  Word  has 
given  ample  choice  of  themes. 

Don't  drop  your  voice  at  the  close  of 
a  sentence.  Men  have  as  much  need  to 
hear  the  end  as  the  beginning. — Author 
Unknown. 

Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
very  earth.  The  baron  walked  restlessly 
through  the  rooms  in  loneliness  nnd  d  s- 
quiet.  At  length  he  went  out  into  the 
night,  but  stopped  short  upon  the  thres- 
hold. He  listened,  and  behold  the  air  was 
full  of  music.  His  Aeolian  harp  was  sing- 
ing with  joy  and  passion  high  above  the 
wildness  and  the  storm.  Then  the  baron 
knew.  Those  wires,  which  were  too  thick 
to  give  out  music  at  the  call  of  common 
days,  had  found  their  voice  in  a  night  of 
stress  and  storm. 

It  may  be  that  the  very  thing  in  your 
life  that  is  hindering  you  from  praising 
God  now  is  the  storm  that  will  bring  the 
music  from  the  Aeolian  harp  of  your 
soul  later  on  and  will  sweeten  your  life 
so  that  you  will  be  able  to  win  souls  for 
the  Master. 

Someone  has  said:  "Praise  is  the  only 
part  of  duty  in  which  we  at  present  en- 
gage, which  is  lasting.  We  pray;  but 
there  shall  be  a  time  when  prayer  shall 
offer  its  last  litany:  we  believe;  but 
there  shall  be  a  time  when  faith  shall  be 
lost  in  sight;  we  hope,  and  hope  maketh 
not  ashamed;  but  there  shall  be  a  time 
when  hope  lies  down  and  dies,  lost  in  the 
splendor  of  the  fruition  that  God  shall 
reveal.  But  praise  goes  singing  into  heav- 
en, and  is  ready,  without  a  teacher,  to 
strike  the  harp  that  is  waiting  for  it, 
to  transmit  along  the  echoes  of  eternity 
the  song  of  the  Lamb.  In  the  party-col- 
ored world  in  which  we  live,  there  are 
days  of  various  sorts  and  experiences, 
making  up  the  aggregate  of  the  Chris- 
tian's life.  There  are  waiting-days,  in 
which,  because  Providence  fences  us 
round,  and  it  seems  as  if  we  cannot 
march,  we  cannot  move,  as  though  we 
must  just  wait  to  see  what  the  Lord  is 
about  to  do  in  us  and  for  us;  and  there 
are  watching-days,  when  it  behooves  us 
never  to  slumber,  but  to  be  always  ready 
for  the  attacks  of  our  spiritual  enemy; 
and  there  are  warring-days,  when,  with 
nodding   plume    and   with   ample   armor, 


we  must  go  forth  to  do  battle  for  the 
truth;  and  there  are  weeping-days,  when 
it  seems  as  if  the  fountains  of  the  great 
deep  within  us  were  broken  up,  and  as 
though,  through  much  tribulation,  we 
had  to  pass  to  heaven  in  tears;  but  these 
days  shall  all  pass  away  by-and-by, — 
waiting-days  all  be  passed,  warring-days 
all  be  passed,  watching-days  all  be  passed; 
but 

"Otir  days   of  praise   shall   ne'er   be  past 
While  life  and  thought   and   being   last, 
An  I    immortality    endures." 

Stots    Superintendents     of     Sunday 
Schools  and  Y.   P.  E's 
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If  some  people  knew  as  much  as  they 
think  they  know  they  could  cease  to  ad- 
vertise themselves;  others  would  do  this 
important  job  for  them  without   cost. 
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Exchange  Page 

(Continued  from  page   14) 
see  your  face  on  this  earth  I'll  look  for 
you   at   the  pearly  gate  and,  God   being 
my   helper,   I'll   meet   you   there. — Roxie 
Tyner,  Poplarville,  Miss. 

I  praise  the  Lord  for  someone  who 
takes  time  with  the  young  people.  Some 
people  may  think  the  young  people  are 
not  the  ones  to  work  with,  but  they  are 
going  to  be  the  older  people  of  tomorrow. 

I  am  so  glad  that  the  young  people 
have  something  to  read  instead  of  true 
stories  and  love  stories  or  anything  like 
that.  I  have  no  desire  for  such  as  that 
because  the  Lord  has  saved  my  soul  from 
it.  When  I  read  the  Lighted  Pathway  it 
fills  my  heart  with  joy. 

Although  I  am  very  young,  only  eleven 
years  old,  I  know  the  mercy  of  the  Lord 
is  great.  The  Lighted  Pathway  really 
lightens  my  pathway  to  heaven  when  I 
lay  my  eyes  upon  it.  May  the  Lord  bless 
you  in  every  effort  you  put  forth  and 
others  also. — Gladys  Mae  Barrett,  Spring- 
ville,  Ala. 

Mission   Page 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
gave  peace   to  my  heart. 

"While  I  was  in  this  condition,  Pastor 
Benjamin  and  Mr.  T.  M.  Vereghese  came 
to -our  village  and  held  some  meetings. 
I  went  to  one  of  them  and  got  deeply 
convicted  of  my  sins.  Mrs.  Abraham, 
wife  of  the  worker  in  Nellore,  invited 
me  to  her  house  where  these  evangelists 
were  staying  and  the  next  day  I  went  and 
told  them  all  about  my  life.  They  talked 
to  me,  consoled  me  and  showed  me  plain- 
ly the  One  who  died  on  the  Cross  to  save 
me  and  give  me  peace.  I  completely  sur- 
rendered myself  to  the  Lord  and  decided 
to  get  baptized  in  water.  The  following 
day  I  followed  the  Lord  in  water  bap- 
tism. Now  I  am  waiting  for  the  baptism 
of  the  Holy  Spirit.  Please  pray  that  I  may 
stand   true   to  the  Lord." 

Since  this  testimony  was  wr.tten  we 
have  learned  that  this  sister  (Catherine 
Ruth  by  name)  has  received  the  baptism 
of  the  Holy  Spirit.  We  believe  you  will 
pray  for  her  and  also  pray  for  our  Bible 
school  which  is  to  start  early  next  month. 
A  number  have  been  saved  and  filled 
with  the  Holy  Spirit  in  our  Bible  school 
in  past  years  and  several  are  out  in  the 
field  now  winning  souls  for  the  Master. 
May  the  Lord  increase  the  vision  of  you 
dear  young  people,  of  lost  souls,  not  only 
in  the  homeland,  but  in  all  the  foreign 
lands.  We  believe  that  His  coming  draw- 
eth  nigh  and  what  we  do  for  Him  must 
be  done  quickly. — Yours  from  far-away 
dark  India,  Bertha  N.  Cook. 


Thanksgiving  Blessings 

(Continued  from  page  12) 
was  quite  cold,  but  in  the  Worth  home 
all  was  contentment,  and  peace  and  hap- 
piness reigned.  All  was  quiet  within  but 
the  chirping  of  Mrs.  Worth's  canaries. 
They,  too,  seemed  unusually  happy. 

The  couple  sat  silent  for  a  long  time. 
Each  knew  the  thoughts  of  the  other — 
for  didn't  Thanksgiving  always  remind 
them  of  the  girls  and  their  families  in  a 
distant  state?  If  they  could  only  have 
come  home  for  the  holidays  as  they  used 
to!  How  much  better  the  Thanksgiving 
dinner  would  taste  if  they  had  their  chil- 
dren with  them;  but  since  they  couldn't, 
their  endeavor  had  been  to  find  those  who 
might  be  especially  lonely,  or  who  needed 
help  in  a  special  way.  This  spirit  of 
helpfulness  had  been  instilled  into  the 
minds  of  their  children,  and  they  knew 
that  in  their  homes  so  far  away,  prepara- 
tions had  been  made  to  help  others  too. 

Tomorrow — yes,  only  one  more  day, 
and  they  would  have  with  them  a  num- 
ber of  young  people  who  were  working, 
or  attending  school  in  Elmwood  and  were 
too  far  from  their  own  loved  ones  to 
spend  the  day  with  them.  There  were  a 
number  of  baskets  to  pack  the  next  day 
and  how  happy  the  girls  would  be  to 
help! 

Mr.  Worth  spoke  first.  "I  was  just 
wondering,"  said  he,  "if  we  had  forgot- 
ten anyone  on  our  Thanksgiving  list  who 
needs  help  in  a  special  way.  We'll  have 
such  a  good  time  with  those  young  folks 
tomorrow  and  I  do  hope  they'll  enjoy  it, 
too.  It  will  seem  more  like  having  Bertha 
and  Emma  with  us  than  anything  else 
we  can  do  and  we  can  be  thankful  that 
our  girls  are  in  happy  homes  of  their 
own,  and,  mother,  I'm  thankful  I  have 
you  with  me." 

"I,  too,  am  looking  forward  to  a  hap- 
py day  tomorrow,"  said  Mrs.  Worth. 
"I'd  love  to  have  the  children  with  us, 
but  we  know  how  impossible  that  is  with 
such  a  great  distance  between  us,  but  in 
thought  they  are  very  near  tonight.  How 
happy  I  should  be  to  see  the  dear  little 
grandchildren!  I  suppose  they  arc  not 
all  so  little,  either,  but  I  picture  them  in 
my  mind  as  I  saw  them  last." 

Just  then  a  knock  was  heard  at  the 
door.  "Suppose  it's  Olivers  as  they  often 
run  in  for  'the  evening."  With  this 
thought  in  mind,  Mrs.  Worth  stepped  to 
the  door.  Is  it  true?  Can  she  believe  her 
own  eyes?  Is  it  possible  that  her  daugh- 
ters and  families  have  made  the  long 
trip  from  Portland,  Oregon,  to  Minne- 
sota to  spend  Thanksgiving  with  them? 
Words  fail  to  express  the  joy  and  grati- 
tude which  is  in  her  heart. 

Mr.  Worth,  too,  is  speechless.  Words 
fail  him.  Tears  of  joy  filled  the  eyes  of 
the  two  aged  people. 

"We    wanted    to   surprise   you,"      said 


Emma,  "and  give  you  an  old  time 
Thanksgiving  with  us  all  at  home,  and 
since  we  have  come  so  far,  we  are  going 
to  spend  Christmas  and  New  Year  with 
you,  too." 

"Yes,  and  we  want  to  make  it  a  very 
happy  Thanksgiving  for  others  as  we 
used  to  do,"  said  Bertha.  "You  should 
have  heard  the  children  talking  about 
what  they  could  bring  to  Grandpa  and 
Grandma  for  Thanksgiving.  They  must 
go  to  bed  now,  but  in  the  morning  they 
will  have  lots  of  fun  unpacking  and 
showing  the  things  they  have  made." 

The  next  morning  dawned  on  the  hap- 
piest family  in  Elmwood  and  they  were 
up  bright  and  early  to  greet  it.  And 
many  friends  and  neighbors  were  to  have 
a  very  blessed  Thanksgiving  too — be- 
cause they  always  thought  of  others. 
— Gospel  Herald. 

Frances  Havergal 

(Continued  from  page  18) 
forty-two.  Though  her  years  were  not 
many,  how  much  devoted  service  for 
Christ  was  packed  into  them.  And  it 
must  be  remembered  that  in  her  case 
service  was  to  a  great  extent  restricted, 
owing  to  physical  suffering.  Yet  those 
years  of  painful  suffering  formed  a  won- 
derful background  to  her  life  of  radiant 
gladness  and  intense  devotion  to  the 
Master.  Out  of  her  crucible  of  affliction 
came  a  ministry  of  healing  to  other  sor- 
row-stricken hearts. 

The  last  words  of  Frances  Ridley  Hav- 
ergal are  eloquently  expressive  of  the  life 
which  was  then  drawing  to  a  close.  The 
day  before  her  death,  to  a  friend  she 
whispered:  "There  is  no  bottom  to  God's 
mercy  and  love;  all  His  promises  are  true, 
not  one  thing  hath  failed;  there  hath  not 
failed  one  word  of  all  His  good  promises." 
How  wonderfully  she  had  proved  the 
strength  of  that  hand  that  held  her  in 
that  final  illness. 

In  the  light  of  that  consecrated  life 
let  us  yield  ourselves  with  similar  devo- 
tion to  the  same  Master,  catching  the 
spirit  of  those  lovely  lines  which  she 
wrote  some  five  years  before  her  Home- 
call: 

Whole-hearted!   Savior,  beloved  and  glo- 
rious, 
Take  Thy  great  power,  and  reign  Thou 

alone 
Over  our  wills  and  affections  victorious, 
Freely    surrendered,      and    wholly    Thine 

own. 
— The  Elini  Evangel  and  Foursquare  Re- 
vivalist. 

None  of  us  could  have  ever  become 
rich  in  spiritual  things  had  it  not  been 
that  Christ  was  willing  to  become  poor 
in  earthly  things.  His  poverty  laid  the 
foundation  for  our   riches. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


A  WHISKEY   HATCH 

Rev.  J.  B.  Culpepper 

I  preached  in  A —  for  ten  days.  One 
night  I  talked  on  "Bad  Eggs,"  how  they 
looked  like  hen  eggs,  but  hatched  out 
buzzards,  and  often  scorpions  and  ven- 
omous serpents,  how  they  often  failed 
to  hatch,  according  to  the  sitting,  and 
how  the  chickens  of  our  sitting  or  hatch- 
ing would  come  home  to  roost. 

During  the  talk  an  old  man  sat  on  my 
right,  and  seemed  deeply  interested.  After 
church  he  took  an  hour  of  my  time,  and 
gave  me  a  very  graphic  verification  of 
the  truth  of  my  sermon  in  a  recital  of 
his  own  chequered  and  blighted  career. 
Asking  me  to  listen,  he  said: 

"Mr.  Culpepper,  every  word  you  spoke 
tonight,  I  have  proved  the  truthfulness 
of.  My  boyhood  home  is  a  living  hell,  in 
my  memory;  as  I  now  see  it,  it  was  situ- 
ated quite  on  the  verge  of  heaven,  and  I 
knew  it  not.  If  my  brain,  now  under  the 
pall  of  a  liquor  stupor,  was  again  alive 
and  could  scintillate  like  that  of  Smith 
Prentiss,  the  brightest  man  I  ever  saw, 
and  if  my  tongue,  once  the  despair  of  re- 
porters but  now  in  chronic  rum  paralysis 
— if  it  were  again  loose  and  limber,  my 
mind  could  not  hold  more  than  a  tithe  of 
the  endearments  of  my  boyhood  home, 
and  my  tongue  could  not  convey  to  you 
more  than  a  thumb-size  picture  of  the 
home  I  wrecked  and  the  heaven  I  lost. 

"If  I  should  attempt  to  describe  my 
father  in  zoological  terms,  I  would  take 
the  best  points  of  the  lion,  the  elephant 
and  horse,  and  say  my  father  was  that 
and  more.  To  convey  a  faint  idea  of  my 
mother  in  floral  terms,  I  would  blend  the 
most  perfect  features  of  the  most  beau- 
tiful flowers,  and  mingle  the  perfume 
from  them  all,  and  say — 'that  reminds 
me  of  my  mother.'  I  had  a  fine  brother 
and  two  rarely  sweet  sisters.  My  father 
was  able  to  make  home  attractive,  with- 
in and  without,  and  he  did.  The  house 
was  large,  the  barn  was  large,  the  family 
carriage  was  large,  the  span  was  large,  the 
yard  was  large,  the  spring  was  large,  the 
fields  were  large,  the  library  was  large. 
Our  home  ideals,  in  consequence,  grew  to 
be  large.  I  came  home  from  school,  edu- 
cated, and  with  life  leaping  before  me 
like   a    cataract — a    very   Niagara. 

"But,  sir,  I  brought  home  with  me  a 
friend — my  classmate,  with  whom,  and 
for  whose  sake,  I  had  already  acquired  a 
fondness  for  drink.  My  parents  were 
quick  to  detect  it,  and  then  and  there, 
fell  the  first  shadow  across  our  happy, 
healthy,    heavenly    hearthstone,      and    I, 


poor  wretch,  threw  the  shadow. 

"They  talked  to  me,  but  I  was  so  in- 
fatuated with  my  friend,  and  our  con- 
vivial companions,  that  I  grew  restive  and 
shunned  their  presence.  Oh,  I  'set  my 
hen'  with  good  intentions,  but  the  hatch 
was  always  disappointing  to  my  parents, 
and  indeed  to  myself.  I  formed  the  habit 
of  drinking — then  I  was  seized  by  a 
thirst  for  it,  which  I  now  know  came 
from  my  ancestors,  though  father  was 
sober.  Father  lectured  and  warned  me. 
Mother  kissed  me  and  cried  over  me,  but 
I  made  a  red-eyed  drunkard  at  the  boy- 
ish age  of  twenty-four.  An  awful  hatch, 
Mr.  Culpepper. 

"I  rapidly  became  irregular  in  my 
home-comings,  was  insolent  toward  my 
father,  cruelly  cold  to  my  mother,  pro- 
fane to  my  brother  and  rough  toward 
my  gentle  and  unresentful  sisters.  An  aw- 
ful whiskey  hatch,  was  it  not,  sir? 

"One  morning,  after  family  prayer, 
led  in  the  broken  tones  of  my  broken- 
hearted father  and  suppressed  sobs  of  my 
sweet  and  saintly  mother,  I  cursed  at  my 
brother  in  the  presence  of  my  family, 
being  yet  under  the  debauch  of  the  pre- 
vious two  days  and  nights.  My  father 
turned  and  said:  'Thurman,  my  besotted 
boy,  you  have,  by  your  conduct,  taken 
the  very  bone  out  of  my  neck,  so  that 
I  can't  hold  up  my  head  if  I  would; 
you  have  ruthlessly  crushed  every  idol 
and  ideal  that  we  have  erected  and  proud- 
ly cherished,  you  have  taken  the  family 
coat  of  arms,  which  hung  aloft  here,  and 
planted  it  in  the  brothel;  you  have  put 
pallor  for  peach  in  your  mother's  cheeks, 
lead  for  lustre  in  her  eyes,  a  reeking  red 
for  the  angel-touched  ruby  of  her  pure 
lips;  you  have  put  the  very  horrors  of 
hell  into  her  nerves;  you  have  taken  her 
serene  faith  in  you  and  her  God  and  left 
for  it  the  dolorous  despair  of  the  dun- 
geon; you  have  frightened  off  the  an- 
gels who  used  to  bring  us  our  sleep  and 
security,  until  our  nights  are  scenes  of 
horrors;  look  at  your  weeping  twin  sis- 
ters, who  go  red-eyed  to  school  every 
day,  and  for  whom  you  have  not  had  a 
kiss  or  kind  word  in  a  year;  look  at  your 
young  brother  sitting  there,  once 
gladly  worshiping  you  —  look  at  him, 
who  looked  to  you  for  leadership  and 
protection — wait  a  minute  my  boy!  I  am 
nearly  done.  I  have  done  all  I  can  to 
check  your  drunken  career,  but  you  have 
gone  from  bad  to  worse  until  you  curse 
your  father  and  brother,  and  do  it  in  the 
presence  of  your  mother  and  sisters. 
Now,  I  am  driven  to  forbid  you  access 


to  this  house  until  you  can  at  least,  re- 
strain your  profanity.'  At  these  words, 
my  mother  fainted  and  fell  to  the  floor, 
while  my  sisters  screamed  out  the  agony 
of  their  young  hearts.  I,  a  poor  rum- 
ruined  wretch,  got  up  and  went  cursing 
out,  saying,  'You'll  never  lay  eyes  on  me 
again.' 

"Another  awful  hatch,  Mr.  Culpep- 
per. 

"I  went  adrift — God  knows  where  all. 
The  pangs  of  hunger  gnawed  me;  the 
ragman  pursued  me;  the  hot  fever  of 
shame  burned  me;  the  thirst  for  liquor 
parched  me;  vile  lusts  raged  through 
me.  But  on  I  drifted — sometimes  work- 
ing passage  on  a  boat,  sometimes  stealing 
a  ride  with  other  tramps,  sometimes 
burned  with  the  fevers  of  southern 
swamps,  sometimes  frostbitten  in  Alas- 
kan snows — always  drifting  into  the  bar- 
room to  leave  every  cent. 

A  LETTER  FROM  HOME 
"I  had  a  letter  to  follow  me  up,  telling 
of  the  sickness  of  sisters  and  brother 
with  scarlet  fever.  I  tramped  home,  and 
arrived  only  in  time  to  see  a  sister  and 
brother  die  and  buried.  Another  bad 
hatch,  Mr.  Culpepper. 

"I  left  home,  a  rover,  a  veritable 
tramp.  Gone  over  two  years  I  drifted 
back,  arriving  one  moonlight  night,  ap- 
proaching the  house  by  the  cemetery,  and 
seeing  a  new  grave,  I  felt  it  was  my  pre- 
cious mother's.  Pausing  a  few  minutes, 
I  entered  the  yard  and  stepped  up  on 
the  piazza,  wondering  that  the  house  was 
so  dark.  My  father  spoke  from  his  ac- 
customed place  at  the  end  of  the  porch 
where  I  had  known  him  to  sit,  read,  con- 
verse, or  doze,  many  a  happy  hour.  I,  at 
once,  said,  'Papa,  is  mamma  dead?'  He, 
so  quietly,  so  sadly  said,  'Yes,  Thurman, 
she  left  a  letter  for  you  in  her  Bible  on 
the  center  table.'  Mr.  Culpepper,  that 
was  one  hatch  I  could  not  take  off,  so  I 
turned  and  took  the  road.  I  returned 
after  a  few  months  to  find  father  sick. 
I  sobered  up  and  cared  for  him  until  he 
died.  I  gave  him  my  sacred  promise  to 
never  drink  again,  and  received  his  ten- 
der pardon.  Sister  and  I  buried  him  by 
the  others.  Then  I  sat  down  and  felt  that 
every  egg  I  ever  set  had  hatched  a  vul- 
ture which  was  now  picking  at  my 
vitals.  For  sister's  sake  and  for  the  prom- 
ise I  made  my  dying  father,  I  went  to 
work.  I  won  the  heart  of  a  sweet  girl, 
who,  with  me,  lifted  the  debt  off  the  old 
place  and  I  was  sadly  happy,  and  divided 
my  time  between  my  sweet  wife  and  the 
girl  and  two  boys,  and  our  farm. 
AN  OLD  FRIEND 
"One  sad  day  an  old  college  mate  came 
to  our  home.  All  went  well  for  a  day  or 
two,  when  we  decided  to  go  on  an  old 
college  'possum'  hunt.  That  night 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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SAVED  FROM    THE    UTTERMOST 

(A  /rwe  story) 
Horace  McCracken 

"Say,  lady,  could  you  spare  a  man  a 
dime  to  get  a  bite  to  eat?" 

The  lady  spoken  to  was  a  Bible  School 
student  in  San  Francisco,  walking  along 
the  street  about  a  block  and  a  half  from 
the  school  and  church  buildings  as  she 
was  on  her  way  to  work  for  the  after- 
noon. We  would  have  called  her  timid, 
for  she  was  one  of  the  smallest  girls  in 
the  class,  had  a  rather  frail  voice,  and 
was  never  one  to  put  herself  forward,  ex- 
cept in  witnessing  for  her  Savior.  She 
went  equipped  with  a  few  tracts  and  the 
joy  of  salvation. 

"I'm  sorry,  but  I  haven't  any  money 
with  me,"  she  replied,  "but  here's  some- 
thing that  may  do  you  more  good  than 
money,"  and  forthwith  she  handed  him 
two  small  tracts  and  continued  on  her 
way,  thinking  little  more  of  the  incident, 
so  common  in  that  district. 

But  it  was  liquor  the  man  wanted,  and, 
being  too  drunk  to  read,  he  carelessly 
thrust  the  tracts  in  his  pocket.  Or  per- 
haps I  should  say  it  was  more  liquor  that 
he  wanted,  for  when  a  man  can't  get 
food,  he  can  still  find  those  who  will  give 
him  alcohol,  and  he  in  company  with  two 
others  of  his  kind,  had  just  been  drinking 
seven  or  eight  bottles  of  wine  and  beer. 
Forty-six  days  he  had  been  drunk  contin- 
uously, without  a  sober  hour.  Forty-six 
days  ago  he  had  been  released  from  jail 
in   Phoenix,   Ariz.,    and    then   wandering 


about,  over  into  San  Bernandino,  Califor- 
nia, and  over  to  Bakersfield  and  up 
through  the  valley  one  way  or  another, 
he  finally  reached  Ekid  Row  in  San  Fran- 
cisco. 

He  had  made  his  home  there  for  ten 
years,  when  on  this  particular  day,  about 
the  21st  or  22nd  of  May,  1941,  he  had 
strayed  for  no  reason  that  he  could  re- 
member, a  mile  and  half  or  so  up  across 
town  into  the  Fillmore  District,  when 
the  above  incident  occurred.  And  closed, 
to  all  appearances,  as  our  man  continued 
to  drift  aimlessly  about  the  neighborhood 
in  hopes  of  meeting  some  other  degener- 
ate character  like  himself,  from  whom 
he  might  possibly  get  more  liquor  and 
tobacco.  Ah!  how  wide  that  awful,  sin- 
made  gulf  between  craving  and  fullness, 
between  desire  and  satisfaction! 

But  who  shall  say  that  his  work  is  in 
vain,  or  that  he  has  no  service  to  offer 
the  Lord?  What  if  it  is  true  that  only  one 
out  of  fifty  of  the  "down-and-outers" 
who  profess  conversion  ever  actually, 
finally  remain  true  to  the  Lord?  The  very 
fact  that  one  of  the  lowest  of  sin- 
wrecked  creatures  can  be  transformed  by 
the  grace  of  God  is  sufficient  reward  for 
our  service,  and  enough  inspiration  to 
earn  our  confidence  and  unflagging  zeal 
for  souls  while  we  have  our  breath. 

Nightfall  had  come,  and  Mr.  Brown- 
stone,  as  we  shall  say,  sitting  in  an  old 
doorway  drinking  a  bottle  of  wine  with 
a  buddy,  happened  to  reach  in  his  pocket 
and  discover  the  two  tracts.  It  seemed  to 
strike  home  to  him.  He  couldn't  read, 
because  his  eyesight  had  been  impaired  by 
the  constant  drinking — nine  years  heav- 
ily, and  forty  years  of  his  life,  from  the 
age  of  ten.  But  he  remembered  the  girl 
who  handed  them  to  him,  the  expression 
of  peace  on  her  face;  and  he  afterward 
said  he  would  have  given  a  million  dol- 
lars, if  he  had  had  it,  to  have  her  ex- 
perience. The  church  being  near  by,  he 
decided  to  walk  down  that  direction,  not 
particularly  intending  to  go  in,  but  just 
to  be  going  somewhere. 

He  found  a  welcome,  and  one  ot  God's 
children  with  a  heart  big  enough  to  be- 
lieve in  him,  and  a  confidence  in  the 
grace  of  God  strong  enough  to  trust  the 
Lord  for  him.  Nor  was  that  young  man 
an  outstanding  one  in  our  midst.  It  must 
be  confessed  he  was  neither  a  very  good 
worker,  nor  very  capable,  nor  very  well 
liked,  but  one  thing  we  all  respected  him 
for  was  that  he  specialized  in  prayer.  So 
the  young  man  urged  him  to  come  on  in- 


side and  down  to  the  prayer  room,  where 
also  there  were  a  few  other  people,  fty 
this  time  Mr.  Brownstone  had  become 
very  much  in  earnest.  He  didn't  pray 
toward  the  bench,  but  looked  up  to  God 
and  cried  out  to  Him  the  best  he  knew. 
After  about  thirty  minutes  the  glory  of 
God  came  down  once  more  in  that  be- 
loved prayer  room  and  he  was  marvelous- 
ly  saved. 

Well,  the  rest  of  the  story  is  one  of 
victory.  He  was  sobered  up  instantly  the 
moment  he  was  saved.  Lodging  was  pro- 
vided for  him  that  night,  I  believe,  and 
the  next  morning  as  he  was  walking 
down  the  street  he  chanced  past  that 
same  doorstep  where  he  had  been  sitting 
the  night  before.  There  he  saw  a  partly 
full  bottle  of  wine  standing  open  on  the 
step,  but  he  said  that  he  felt  no  desire 
at  all  to  drink  the  stuff;  the  smell  of  it 
brought   him  no  craving   whatever. 

Tobacco  he  still  wanted,  though,  and 
he  bummed  three  or  four  cigarettes  that 
day  and  the  next.  He  had  been  used  to 
smoking  thirty  or  forty.  But  he  went 
back  to  the  man  who  had  prayed  with 
him  and  asked  him  about  it,  and  they 
prayed  together.  Then  the  student  said, 
"Now  I'm  going  to  be  praying  for  you, 
and  I'll  get  the  other  fellows  to  pray  too, 
and  if,  when  you  take  a  smoke  tomorrow, 
it  tastes  bad,  why  throw  it  away  and 
leave  them."  So  they  prayed  accordingly, 
and  Mr.  Brownstone  said  that  the  next 
day  when  he  tried  to  smoke  a  cigarette 
or  two,  they  actually  made  him  sick  on 
his  stomach,  he  who  had  been  smoking 
for  forty  years.  And  he  quickly  left  them 
off,  rejoicing  in  the  Lord. 

I'll  tell  you,  the  change  in  that  man 
was  beautiful  to  watch.  The  suffering 
and  hardship,  the  hopelessness  and  bit- 
terness of  sin  had  left  its  hard  stamp  on 
his  features,  but  day  by  day  we  could  see 
the  tender  influence  of  the  gospel  work- 
ing a  change  of  love  and  joy  and  peace. 
He  told  me  at  one  time  that  "These  ten 
days  that  I  have  been  saved  have  been 
worth  more  to  me  than  all  the  rest  of 
my  life  put  together." 

He  was  given  a  position  as  janitor  in 
the  church,  and  a  room  in  the  dormitory, 
in  order  to  keep  him  away  from  the  com- 
pany which  would  drag  him  back  into 
the  mire  again.  And  so  willing  and  hard- 
working a  man,  and  conscientious  a  jan- 
itor as  he  was  I  have  rarely  seen. 

It  being  a  large  church,  he  spent  most 
of  his  time  at  the  work,  because  he 
wanted  to  be  in  the  place  of  Christian 
people  as  much  as  possible.  That  seemed 
one  of  the  most  remarkable  things  to 
him;  a  group  of  people  living  in  sympa- 
thy, love,  and  unselfishness.  His  work 
was  liked  by  everyone  and  he  rapidly 
made  himself  a  respected  member  of  the 
assembly.  His  eyesight  improved  until  he 
(Continued  on  page  3  0) 
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"Bend  yo  head  to  dat  key  hole!  Hear 
dat?  No,  dat  ain't  no  radio — dat's  jest 
Granma  Jones  a-singin'.  See,  Granma 
Jones  was  to  prayer  meetin'  las'  night  and 
instead  ob  jest  sittin'  like  so  many  do, 
she  was  right  dere  to  testify,  an'  sing,  an' 
den  she  got  to  shoutin',  but  dat  ain't  all — 
listen  dere  at  her  now  and  see  if  she  ain't 
got  dat  same  'overflow'  dis  mornin'  dat 
she  was  tellin'  'bout  las'  night."  Carrie 
Smith  was  telling  her  visiting  cousin 
about  her  neighbors,  but  when  she  got  to 
Granma  Jones  there  wasn't  any  scandal  to 
tell  about  her  and  so  the  curious  cousin 
wanted  to  meet  her,  thinking  that  she 
could  find  "plenty"  wrong  with  her. 

After  listening  at  the  door,  the  cousin 
got  impatient  and  she  turned  to  Carrie 
and  said,  "She  must  hab  seen  us  comin' 
and  is  tryin'  to  make  us  think  she's  right 
happy.  She  cain't  fool  me  dat  way." 

Carrie  told  her  to  "jest  yo  wait  and 
see"  and  then  she  knocked  on  the  door  of 
the  little  unpainted  shack.  Immediately 
little  Granma  Jones  came  toddling  to  the 
door  and  as  she  opened  it  the  visitors  saw 
a  smile  that  looked  just  as  though  it  was 
spreading  from  one  ear  to  the  other.  "God 
bless  yo  hearts!  Y'all  come  in  to  dis  111' 
house    and    find   yoself   a    seat." 

Carrie  saw  the  searching  look  on  her 
cousin's  face  and  knew  that  she  was  try- 
ing hard  to  find  fault  with  Granma  Jones, 
but  managed  to  explain  that  they  were 
just  wanting  to  get  better  acquainted 
with  their  neighbors.  When  Carrie  asked 
how  she  was  feeling,  Granma  Jones  said, 
"Thanks  be  to  God,  I'se  feeling  fine.  He 
and  I  was  talkin'  things  over  dis  mornin' 
when  I  was  weedin'  in  my  truck  patch." 

"You  mean  to  stan'  dere  and  tell  me 
dat  you  and  God  was  talkin'  wid  each 
odder  in  the  truck  patch?  Whoeber  heard 
of  God  bein'  in  a  truck  patch?" 

Granma  Jones  smiled  and  explained 
thus:  "The  first  truck  patch  dat  we  hab 
eber  heard  ob  belonged  to  God  and  He 
made  Adam  to  take  care  ob  hit,  and  He 
used  to  go  dere  in  de  evenin'  and  talk 
wid  him.  Wall,  y'all  see  I'm  in  mine  in  de 
mornin'  so  He  talks  wid  me  den.  As  I  was 
sayin',  while  I  was  weedin'  the  Lord  was 
showin'  me  how  dat  was  de  way  to  be  a 
fruitful  Christian.  I  mean  you  got  to 
pull  out  de  lil'  envyin's,  and  murmurin's, 
and  fault-findin's  and  y'all  has  got  to 
get  dem  by  de  roots.  If  y'all  jest  let  dem 
stay  in  yo  heart  y'll  find  yo  ain't  a  Chris- 
tian no  longer.  Weedin'  is  a  hard  job  but 
it  pays." 

Carrie  was  pleased  with  this  exhorta- 
tion and  said,  "Do  y'all  s'pose  dat's  what 
de  scripture  means  dat  says  'bout  dyin' 
daily?'' 

Says  Granma,  "I  surely  do  believe  dats 
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de  meanin'.  Hit's  de  lil'  things  we  like  to 
do,  dat  we  know  we  ain't  got  no  business 
doin',  dat  are  de  weeds.  Sometimes  hit 
hurts  to  get  rid  of  dem,  but  hit's  like 
habin'  a  toof  pulled — after  hit's  out  hit 
don't  hurt  no  more." 

Cousin's  conscience  was  bothering  her 
and  she  wanted  to  change  the  subject  so 
she  remarked  that  it  was  a  beautiful  day. 
"And  hit  must  be  a  great  God  that  could 
make  such  a  beautiful  day,"  Granma 
Jones  went  on.  "I  cain't  see  how  folks  can 
say  dey  don't  believe  in  a  God.  'Dey  hab 
eyes  and  see  not,'  says  de  Word,  and  I 
know  hit's  true." 

"Hab  eyes  and  see  not?  I  cain't  believe 
dat,"  says  Cousin.  "I  ain't  a  Christian  but 
I  see  wid  my  eyes!" 

"What  would  y'all  think  of  a  body  dat 
saw  a  house  and  jest  'cause  he  don't  see 
de  builder  he'd  say  dere  ain't  no  builder 
to  dat  dere  house,  hit  jest  grew  dere  it- 
self?" 

"Why,  I'd  say  dat  man  is  plumb  crazy! 
Anybody  knows  yo  has  to  build  a  house 
'cause  things  don't  happen  'less  folks 
make  dem  happen!"  Cousin  was  indig- 
nant. 

"Well,  dat's  where  y'all  agree  wid  me. 
There  would  be  no  flowers  if  no  one  eber 
made  none.  Dere  would  be  no  trees  or 
animals  or  nothin',  not  eben  a  world  and 
stars  if  someone  didn't  make  dem.  I  know 
I  didn't  make  dem.  Y'all  know  yo  didn't 
make  dem  and  nobody  else  could  make 
dem  'cept  God  Almighty." 

Cousin  saw  that  she  was  beaten  but 
said,  "What's  all  dat  got  to  do  wid  habin' 
eyes  dat  yo  cain't  see  wid?  I  ain't  blind 
jest  'cause  I  ain't   a   Christian." 

"You  are  blind  and  don't  know  hit, 
but  I  'spect  y'all  soon'll  be  able  to  see.  I 
mean  yo  eyes  see  de  trees  all  right,  but 
dey  ain't  rec'nized  de  Maker.  Dey  see  de 
birds  but  dey  cain't  see  de  One  dat  made 
dem  and  learned  dem  to  fly.  Yo  eyes  will 
be  defected,  y'all  was  near-sighted  and 
missed  seein'  the  Creator.  Now  if  yo 
give  voself  to  Jesus,  He'll  give  yo  a  brand 
new  heart  first,  'cause  dat's  what  'fected 
yo  eyes.  Den  y'all  can  see  and  yo  eyes 
won't  be  defective  no  longer  but  dey'll 
be  detective.  I  mean  dat  y'all  detect  dat 
God  is  de  One  dat  makes  de  sunshine  and 
God  is  de  One  dat  makes  it  rain,  too.  De 
weder  won't  'feet  yo  eyes  no  more  and 
v'all  see  God  in  hit  all."  Granma  Jones 
had  preached  quite  a  sermon  and  it  was 
backed  up  by  the  power  of  the  Most  High 
and  so  it  was  taking  effect. 

"Oh,  I  hab  been  so  blind  but  now  I  hab 
seen  a  lil'  but  I  want  to  be  able  to  see  like 
God  would  hab  me  to  see,"  was  Cousin's 
honest  confession. 

They  prayed  together  and  then  the  vis- 


itors left  the  humble  shack,  but  Cousin 
had  not  prayed  thru  to  victory  so  her 
heart  was  very  heavy.  When  they  got  to 
Carrie's  house,  Cousin  told  her  that  she 
would  like  to  talk  with  her  further  about 
this  matter  of  salvation.  Carrie  was  a 
good  Christian  except  that  sometimes  her 
tongue  had  too  much  exercise.  However, 
she  was  anxious  to  help  her  cousin  find 
Christ  as  her  personal  Savior. 

Cousin  started  in  by  saying,  "Carrie, 
did  you  eber  steal  nothin'?" 

"Steal?  I  sho'  did!"  was  the  positive 
reply. 

"Did  yo'   conscience  prick  yo?" 

"Prick?  Deed  hit  did — hit  pricked  my 
heart  'til  hit  was  so  worn  out  I  jest  said 
to  myself,  'Y'all  know  yo  did  wrong  and 
de  way  to  stop  dat  awful  prickin'  is  to 
'fess  up  an  take  de  con'quens'." 

"Did  yo  sho  nuff  do  dat?" 

"Wid  de  Lawd  on  my  side  I  'fessed  up 
and  now  I  is  happy." 

Silence. 

"I  hate  de  debbil!"  says  Cousin. 

Carrie  says,  "I  hate  him  too  and  dats 
why  I  quit  workin'  fo'  him — and  if  y'all 
hate  him  too,  why  y'all  servin'  him  like  as 
though  y'all  was  a  boughten  slave?" 

"I  hab  bin  slavin'  fo'  him  'cause  I  was 
his  slave  eber  since  I  was  borned,  but  now 
I  see  dat  Jesus  Christ  hab  really  bought 
me  wid  His  own  blood  and  now  I  am 
goin'  to  be  a  servant  ob  His.  But  dere  is 
sompin'  I  jest  gotta  do  first  to  prove  I've 
quit  workin'  fo'  de  debbil. 

"Once  dat  sly  rattlesnake-ob-a-serpent 
told  me  to  steal  a  chicken.  I  hate  him 
worser  eber  time  I  think  ob  him!  At  first 
I  thought  I'd  best  not  obey  him,  but  dat 
mean  old  splitfoot  said  dat  chicken  would 
taste  so-o-o-o  good,  and  I  jest  knew  hit 
would!  You  know  he  sounds  like  he's 
tellin'  de  truth  'cause  chicken  alus  did 
taste  good,  but  de  Good  Book  say  he's  de 
father  ob  lies  an'  hits  surely  true,  'cause 
I  went  and  stole  dat  chicken  an'  tuk  it 
home  an'  cooked  hit  but  I  couldn't  eat 
hit!  I  felt  like  as  tho'  I  had  robbed  a  bank. 
Guess  where  de  debbil  told  me  to  steal 
dat  from?" 

"Why,  p'raps  from  de  wealthy  Jones 
family,"  said  Carrie. 

"No,  ma'am!  Hit  was  from  a  poor 
widder  woman  an'  dat  was  de  only  chick- 
en she  had.  An'  den  I  eben  lied  'bout 
hit!" 

"Did  yo  eber  make  hit  right?"  quizzed 
Carrie. 

"Not  yet  I  haben't,  but  wid  God's  help 
I'm  going  to  make  it  right  an'  'fess  up 
to  stealin'  an'  lyin'.  Carrie,  let's  pray 
again." 

They  knelt  and  both  prayed  more  ear- 
nestly than  ever  before  and  this  time 
Cousin  struck  rock  bottom  and  they  both 
shouted  for  joy — and  then  restitution 
was  made  with  the  grace  of  God  in  her 
heart. 
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(Continued    from   page   28) 
was   able   to   read   with   some   difficulty, 
and  he  managed  to  get  a  pair  of  glasses 
to  read  his  beloved  Bible  better. 

I  had  known  Mr.  Brownstone  for  more 
than  a  month  when  I  left  the  city,  and 
had  come  to  like  him  better  as  I  knew 
him  better.  And  I  have  every  confidence 
that  as  we  cont'nue  to  pray  for  and  with 
him,  the  next  time  I  hear  concerning  his 
welfare,  it  will  be  a  report  of  victory. 


A  Whiskey  Hatch 

(Continued  from  page  27) 
wrought  my  final  ruin.  My  old  chum 
had  a  flask,  and  from  it  I  imbibed.  I 
went  home  drunk,  and  from  that  flask 
I  found  strength  to  mistreat  my  confid- 
ing wife  and  bright  boys  and  baby  girl. 
From  that  flask  I  got  the  inspiration  to 
curse  again  and  the  downpull  to  vaga- 
bondage, till  the  farm  was  mortgaged, 
then  sold;  and  one  drizzly  day  early  in 
December,  I  put  my  family  in  a  wagon 
and  drove  twenty  miles  and  huddled  them 
up  in  a  one-room  house,  on  the  verge  of 
a  mosquito  swamp,  and  settled  down  to 
day  labor,  while  my  family  approached  a 
Christmas  which  had  in  it  no  filled 
stockings,  no  warm  clothes,  and  no 
Christmas  dinner.  Not  one  friendly  face 
greeted  us,  but  towards  night  rum  fires 
broke  out  in  me,  and  I  left  for  the  near- 
est barroom.  Another  bad  hatch,  Mr. 
Culpepper. 

"Several  times  I  rallied,  only  to  fall 
again.  Thus  time  went.  My  children 
grew  and  my  wife  aged.  I  took  my  old- 
est boy  out  of  school — put  him  to  work 
in  a  mill,  in  which  he  was  mangled  by  the 
machinery  in  a  few  days,  and  brought 
home  so  mutilated  as  to  be  beyond  recog- 
nition. This  my  wife  told  me,  for  I  was 
too  drunk  to  know.  Here,  Mr.  Culpep- 
per, was  another  bad  hatch — and  oh,  how 
the  chickens  did  come  home  to  roost! 
To  think  of  my  past,  to  look  at  the  pres- 
ent, to  dare  guess  at  the  future,  would 
drive  me  wild  and  drive  me  to  drink. 

"I  had  to  take  my  other  boy  out  of 
school.  He  worked  in  a  saw  mill  for  a 
year  or  so,  supporting  the  family,  such 
as  it  was.  My  little  girl  did  the  house- 
work and  waited  on  a  helplessly  invalid 
wife.  I  drank,  of  course.  One  day  my  son 
came  home  with  one  hand  amputated, 
having  gotten  it  mashed  under  a  falling 
log.  Here  was  another  bad  hatch,  Mr. 
Culpepper. 

"My  boy  went  off  on  a  visit,  and  did 
not  return  for  several  months,  and  I  sus- 
pect he,  too,  was  tramping  and  drinking, 
for  he  was  rapidly  falling  into  my  ways. 
While  he  was  gone  one  night  my  four- 
teen-year-old girl  ran  off  with  a  man 
who  had  a  living  wife  and  kept  a  liquor 
shop,  leaving  me  almost  drunk   and  her 


mother  ill.  Poor  child!  I  could  hardly 
blame  her,  for  I  kept  her  in  hell.  But, 
alas,  she  left  it  for  a  hotter  one.  The  man 
took  her  to  a  brothel  under  deception 
and  promise  of  a  speedy  marriage.  Here 
was  another  awful  hatch,  Mr.  Culpep- 
per. 

"My  boy  came  home,  learned  the  facts 
about  his  sister,  went  down  and  into  his 
barroom  and  shot  him  dead,  then 
brought  his  ruined  sister  home  and  was 
taken  to  jail.  A  long  trial  followed,  and 
no  money.  A  life  sentence  was  imposed. 
I  stood  by  while  my  boy,  with  lashed 
hands,  stooped  and  kissed  his  mother 
good-bye,  then  his  sister.  Wife  did  not 
shed  a  tear.  She  had  quit  crying  of  late. 
The  fever  of  broken-hearted  sorrow  had 
burned  across  the  deadline,  and  left  ev- 
ery gland  of  sympathy  parched  to  a 
crisp.  He'  did  not  say  good-bye  to  me — 
but  gave  me  a  look  which  I  knew  meant 
— 'Sin-cursed  father,  you  did  it  all.' 
Here  was  another  awful  hatch,  Mr.  Cul- 
pepper. 

"I  won't  keep  you  listening  much 
longer.  They  took  my  boy  off  to  the 
prison,  and  I  celebrated  the  event  by  get- 
ting drunk.  I  lay  in  a  stupor  at  the 
groggery  a  day  or  two,  sobered  up  a  lit- 
tle, and  tramped  towards  home.  On  the 
way  I  learned  that  while  putting  on  the 
stripes  my  boy  killed  himself,  and  that 
the  remains  had  been  shipped  back.  My 
dead  boy  greeted  me  when  I  went  in,  and 
here,  Mr.  Culpepper,  was  another  awful 
hatch. 

"I  am  done — only  this;  my  wife  died 
that  night.  She  did  not  leave  a  message, 
did  not  give  me  a  forgiving  look  or  dy- 
ing word,  did  not  speak  to  or  of  our 
daughter,  over  whom  the  midwife  stood 
in  one  corner  of  the  room.  I  did  not  cry. 
I  think  I  was  glad  she  was  at  rest.  I 
wanted  more  rum  so  bad  I  could  not 
analyze  any  other  pang. 

"My  daughter  died  the  next  morning, 
but  her  illegitimate  babe  lived.  The 
neighbors  came  and  viewed  with  a  cu- 
rious, wistful  sorrow  my  cabinful  of 
dead. 

"The  last  egg  had  hatched,  Mr.  Cul- 
pepper, and  an  awful  hatch  it  was,  too. 
I  was  numb  to  the  situation.  I  couldn't 
quite  tell  whether  I  cared  or  not.  I  was 
not  quite  sure  that  any  of  it  was  real.  A 
kind  woman  asked  me  if  I  had  had  any- 
thing to  eat  that  day.  I  don't  think  I 
had  eaten  for  three,  but  told  her  I  was 
not  hungry.  Finding  nothing  at  all  to 
eat  in  the  house,  one  looked  at  me  and 
my  poor,  dead  wife,  and  asked  if  I  didn't 
think  she  starved.  I  had  not  till  then 
thought  of  it,  and  told  her  I  guessed  so. 
I  left  the  house  for  rum,  rum,  rum,  Mr. 
Culpepper.  When  I  sobered  up  again  and 
went  home,  it  was  vacant,  and  out  about 
thirty   steps    away,    in    full    view,      were 


three  fresh  graves.  I  sat  down  on  the 
steps  and  looked  at  them,  until  the  sun 
went  down  and  the  stars  came  out  and 
the  moon  rose.  Sleep  had  bidden  me  adieu. 
I  just  sat  and  looked.  There  were  shad- 
ows about  me,  but  I  liked  them.  A 
screech  owl  quavered  in  a  vine  over  my 
head,  but  it  sounded  so  like  I  felt,  as  to 
be  welcome.  My  boy's  dog,  so  lean,  wab- 
bled up  and  licked  my  hand.  That  friend- 
ly lap  awoke  one  pungent  memory.  I 
think  I  thought,  I  am  sure  I  felt  a  na- 
tural throb  in  the  spot  where  my  con- 
science used  to  be.  Wife's  beautiful  mal- 
tese  crawled  shyly  under  my  arm  and  in- 
to my  lap.  I  am  sure  I  felt  and  thought. 
Memory  awoke.  The  starving  dog  wab- 
bled over  and  lay  down  as  near  his  dead 
master  as  possible.  The  cat  saw  him  and 
went  over  and  seemed  to  try  to  com- 
fort him,  then  mounted  the  fence  and 
looked  long  down  on  the  graves.  I  went 
out  and  stood  by  them,  then  opened  the 
gate  and  let  the  dog  in,  lifted  the  pet  off 
the  fence  and  we  three  drew  near  our 
dead.  The  moon  was  high  and  cold.  But 
I  was  alive  and  the  past  was  real.  I  keen- 
ly remembered  and  felt  everything.  My 
boyhood,  my  boyhood  home,  my  sweet- 
heart days,  my  happy  married  life,  all 
came  back.  I  counted  every  chicken,  as 
they  came  flapping  home  to  roost,  as  I 
lay  with  my  head  resting  on  my  wife's 
grave.  I  was  sober,  Mr.  Culpepper,  as  I 
summed  up  the  awful  liquor  hatch  of  my 
life.  Near  day,  I  must  have  fallen  asleep. 
When  I  awoke,  the  sun  was  shining,  the 
dog  was  dead  and  so  were  my  ideals  and 
my  hopes.  The  cat  was  gone  and  so  were 
my  loved  ones  and  my  home.  I  buried  the 
dog  in  a  shallow  grave.  Yes,  Mr.  Culpep- 
per, you  meant  me  when  you  said  liquor 
eggs  always  hatch  a  bad  brood." 

The  poor  old  man,  with  marks  of  no- 
bility and  the  inebriate's  scars  strangely 
mingled  on  his  high  brow  and  in  his 
shackling  gait — bade  me  goodnight  and 
went  back  to  sleep  near  h!s  dead.  As  he 
left  he  said,  "I  forgot  to  tell  you  that  I 
have  never  wanted  a  drink  since  that 
night,  but  it  don't  make  any  difference, 
for  it  came  too  late  to  do  any  of  them 
any  good.  Preach  wherever  you  go  on 
liquor  eggs  and  what  they  hatch  out. 
Good-night   again,   sir." 

I  stood  and  looked  after  this  poor  lover 
of  liquor;  this  poor  victim  of  the  vine; 
this  poor  rum  rowdy;  this  poor  gorge  of 
gin;  this  old  bundle  of  real  pain,  through 
champagne;  this  old  guzzler  of  wine; 
this  monster  of  the  liquor  money  mon- 
gers; this  doggery  drenched,  ditched, 
down  and  out  dupe  of  the  devil,  until  I 
said,  taking  a  carnal  view,  that  man  em- 
bodies cause  sufficient  for  raising  an 
army  of  men,  women  and  children,  and 
putting  powder  and  lead  into  their  hands, 
with  orders  to  march  and  hunt  and  shoot 
until  every  murder  mill  had  been  closed 
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and  every  degraded  vender  had  aban- 
doned his  throne  of  iniquity — had  gone 
out  of  the  body-debauching,  pocket-de- 
pleting, home-wrecking,  woman-destroy- 
ing business. 

Taking  a  Christian  view — that  calls 
for  a  hundred  million  barrels  of  prayer, 
a  sermon  from  every  preacher  in  God's 
wide  world,  the  presence  of  every  angel 
about  God's  throne,  and  every  volt  of 
pity  shot  from  the  bursting  heart  of  the 
Son  of  God,  when  His  great  life  went 
out  in  one  great  gurgling  groan,  "Father, 
forgive  them,  they  know  not  what  they 
do." 

When  Gypsy  Smith  Was  Converted 

(Continued  from  page  9) 

he  attended  a  service  in  a  Primitive 
Methodist  Chapel  in  Cambridge,  and  a 
prayer  meeting  followed  the  sermon. 
When  an  invitation  was  given,  the  gypsy 
lad  went  forward.  By  a  coincidence,  the 
congregation  sang  the  chorus  which  was 
sung  when  his  father  was  converted: 

/  do  believe,  I  will  believe, 
That  Jesus  died  for  me, 

That  on  the  Cross  He  shed  His  blood 
From  sin  to  set  me  free. 

There  and  then  he  trusted  in  Christ, 
and  from  that  time  he  rejoiced  in  Him 
as  his  Savior. — The  Elim  Evangel. 


The  Old  Scraps 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
all  parts  of  the  world.  They  have  believed 
on  Him  and  loved  and  served  Him.  They 
belong  to  Him,  and  He  is  fitting  them 
to  make  them  into  the  Church.  They  all 
fit  together  and  make  a  beautiful  com- 
pany, just  as  the  patches  fitted  in  the 
quilt. 

Jesus   Cares 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
believeth  in  him  should  not  perish,   but 
have  everlasting  life,"  John  3:16. 

Jesus  said,  "Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that 
labour  and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will 
give  you  rest.  Take  my  yoke  upon  you, 
and  learn  of  me;  for  I  am  meek  and  low- 
ly in  heart:  and  ye  shall  find  rest  unto 
your  souls.  For  my  yoke  is  easy,  and  my 
burden  is  light,"  Matt.  11:28-30.  When 
we  are  yoked  up  with  Jesus  He  will  car- 
ry every  burden  and  every  care.  "Cast- 
ing all  your  care  upon  Him  for  he  car- 
eth  for  you"  1  Pet.   5:7. 

"Safe  is  my  refuge,  sweet  is  my  rest, 
111  cannot  harm  me,  nor  foes  e'er  molest: 
Jesus   my  spirit  so  tenderly  calms, 
Holding  me  close  in  His  mighty  arms. 

Pressing   my   tear-stained   cheek    to   H/'s 

own, 
Hushing  my  grief  with  His  sweet,  gentle 

tone; 
Touching    my    heart    with   His    healing 


balm, 
Holding  me  still  in  His  mighty  arms. 

"Tempests  may  rage,  sin's  surges  may 
beat, 

Ne'er  can  they  reach  my  sheltered  re- 
treat; 

Free  from  all  dangers,  from  dread  alarms, 

Resting  so  safe  in  His  mighty  arms." 

We  are  safe  only  as  we  keep  near  to 
the  heart  of  God.  The  days  we  are  living 
in  are  very  dark,  but  the  darkest  hour  is 
just  before  the  daybreak,  or  dawn.  The 
writer  believes  we  are  in  the  fourth 
watch  of  the  night.  Soon  the  day  will 
break  and  Jesus  will  come  to  catch  away 
His  own. 
"Oft  methinks  I  hear  His  footsteps 

Stealing  down  the  paths  of  time, 
And  the  future,  dark  with  shadows, 

Brightens   with   this   hope  sublime. 
Sound  the  soul-inspiring  anthem, 

Angels  hosts  your  harps  attune, 
Earth's  long   night  is  almost  over, 

Christ  is  coming,  coming  soon." 

— H.  E.  Schrock. 


When   Mother  Stopped   Praying 

(Continued  from  page  8) 

Then  up  he  jumped  and  rushed  down 
the  aisle,  calling  as  he  went,  "Everybody 
pray  for  me!  My  mother  has  stopped 
praying!  Everybody  pray  for  me!  My 
mother  has  stopped  praying!" 

All  eyes  were  turned  in  his  direction 
and  everyone  thought  he  was  crazy.  But 
when  he  had  flung  himself  at  the  mer- 
cy seat,  a  local  officer  went  and  spoke 
to  him.  Immediately  Eric  pulled  his 
mother's  letter  out  of  his  pocket  and 
showed  it  to  the  worker. 

"I  am  leaving  you  in  the  hands  of 
God,"  he  read,  and  then  showed  Eric 
how,  although  God  is  justly  unrelenting 
toward  the  impenitent  sinner,  neverthe- 
less He  is  a  merciful  and  forgiving  God 
who  receives  all  that  come  to  Him  in 
true  repentance. 

"1  have  lived  in  hell  since  I  received 
this  letter,"  Eric  confessed.  "I  have  hated 
myself  and  everything  I  ever  did.  Can 
God  forgive  such  as  I?" 

The  story  of  Calvary's  Christ  that 
he  had  learned  in  Sunday  school  was  giv- 
en to  him  as  an  open  door  to  salvation 
from  all  sin,  and  before  he  rose  from  his 
knees,  Eric  Nicholson  had  accepted  the 
same  faith  that  gave  his  mother  the  as- 
surance that  he  would  be  saved,  God's 
offered  gift  of  pardon  from  all  his  trans- 
gressions. 

Through  his  door  of  deliverance  he  en- 
tered into  a  new  life  centered  around  the 
band  of  singing  people  whose  magic  had 
lured  him  to  their  hall,  and  whose  every 
note  now  found  an  echoing  chord  in  his 
own  soul. 

When  the  one  word,  "Saved!"  was 
cabled  to  the  praying  mother  on  the  lit- 


tle Swedish  farm,  there  was  one  more 
pilgrimage  to  the  lone  hallowed  stone, 
where  fountains  of  thanksgiving  welled 
up  from  an  overflowing  heart  to  a 
prayer-answering  God.  And  with  each 
letter  from  her  boy  in  America  came 
added  joy  to  this  mother,  until  with 
trust  perfected  her  life  became  one  ring- 
ing paean  of  praise. 

"God  be  praised!"  The  words  burst 
from  her  lips  the  next  time  the  dear  old 
aunt  came  her  way  again.  "Eric's  saved!" 

"Bless  God!"  said  the  old  Christian 
aunt.  "He  must  have  real  religion." — 
Publisher  Unknown. 

Why  I  Know  the  Bible  is  the  Word 
of  God 

( Continued  from  page  7) 
hand  of  God." 

What  human  mind  could  possibly  be 
capable  of  such  stupendous  wonders?  The 
future  is  an  open  book  only  to  one  mind, 
and  that  is  the  mind  of  God.  Well  indeed 
has  the  wise  man  said,  "Boast  not  thyself 
of  tomorrow,  for  thou  knowest  not  what 
a  day  may  bring  forth."  It  is  the  unex- 
pected that  happens.  A  man  may  stand 
before  the  approaching  days  and  command 
them  to  reveal  the  secrets  they  contain, 
but  he  will  stand  there  just  as  powerless 
and  just  as  foolish  as  did  old  King  Cha- 
nute  when  he  stood  on  the  surf  and  bade 
the  ocean  waves  stay  out. 

The  anticipations  of  the  wisest  of  men 
and  the  surmises  of  the  most  far-seeing 
have  been  mocked  again  and  again  by  the 
bitter  irony  of  events.  Make  Brun  in  his 
history  of  Prussia  said  that  because  of  its 
proximity  to  Russia  it  must  be  in  many 
respects  a  secondary  power.  He  knew  in 
his  time  little  more,  if  any,  of  what  the 
future  held  for  Germany  than  did  the 
Kaiser  in  his. 

Some  of  you  gentlemen  are  level-head- 
ed business  men,  and  you  demand  facts. 
Well,  you  have  had  them,  and  I  ask  you 
candidly,  what  are  you  going  to  do  with 
them?  They  demand  an  explanation. 

There  are  other  Bibles  in  the  world,  but 
not  one  of  them  contains  a  single  proph- 
ecy. They  would  not  dare  to  make  a 
prophecy;  for  to  claim  to  be  divine  and 
then  to  make  a  prophecy  that  never  came 
to  pass  would  be  to  brand  this  claim  with 
the  stigma  of  incontrovertible  fraud. 

The  Bible,  the  Christian  Scriptures,  is 
the  only  one  that  has  ever  made  a  proph- 
ecy, and  it  has  made  hundreds  of  them, 
and  not  one  of  them  has  ever  failed  in  any 
respect  of  all  this  world  has  said  should 
come  to  pass,  and  this  is  one  of  the  great- 
est reasons  why  I  know  this  Book  is  the 
work  of  Him  whose  Word  endureth  for- 
ever. 

"Almighty  Lord,  the  sun  shall  fail — 

The  moon  forget  her  nightly  tale; 

The  deepest  silence  hush  on  high 

The  radiant  chorus  of  the  sky. 

"But,  fixed  for  everlasting  years, 
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Unmoved  amid  the  wreck  of  spheres, 
Thy  Word  shall  shine  in  cloudless  day, 
When   heaven   and   earth  have   passed 
away." 

(To  be  continued) 


The  Vision 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

crystallizing  his  decision  to  accept  his 
position.  It  was  in  Riverview  Memorial 
church  that  Douglas  Deland  had  con- 
ducted his  last  evangelistic  campaign. 
This  Rodney  had  learned  in  the  closing 
paragraphs  of  the  letter.  The  famous 
Douglas  Deland  had  sung  in  this  church 
— and  from  the  closing  meeting  there  had 
ridden  in  the  death  car  toward  home — 
toward  his  Eloise  and  little  Rodney  and 
Norda — and  that  night  he  had  gone 
Home!  He  was  still  singing — if  the  Bible 
were  true! 

Blinking  varicolored  lights  in  store 
windows,  blaring,  teasing  signs  above 
theater  entrances,  murky  light  in  smoke- 
stained  beer-joints — light  that  was  not 
light,  but  darkness.  ...  A  careening  auto- 
mobile, hurtling  wildly  through  the  night; 
spattered  blood,  and  crushed  and  splin- 
tered bones.  Broken  glass  slashing  through 
throbbing  arteries.  .  .  . 

Rodney's  quarrel  with  the  world  to- 
night was  due  partly,  he  supposed,  to  a 
neglected  tooth.  Had  he  waited  too  long 
before  going  to  the  dentist?  Tomorrow, 
he  decided  now,  he  would  go,  as  much  as 
he  dreaded  the  ordeal,  and  as  much  as  he 
needed  to  save  every  possible  cent — and 
as  much  as  he  hated  to  spend  another 
penny  of  the  money  Norda  was  sending 
him  from  her  own  too-small  salary. 

He  hated  dental  chairs.  Consequently 
he  had  been  trying  various  household 
remedies,  such  as  rinsing  his  mouth  with 
baking  soda,  applying  clove  oil  and  vari- 
ous drugstore  concoctions. 

The  streetcar  was  overcrowded  tonight 
— every  cane-backed  seat  occupied,  every 
strap  hanging  at  either  end  of  the  car 
clasped  by  somebody's  hand.  The  rear 
platform  was  also  filled.  Women  as  well 
as  men  were  standing,  for  modern  eti- 
quette did  not  encourage  men  to  give 
their  seats  to  ladies — not  in  a  day  of 
woman  suffrage  and  when  women  had 
taken  on  the  habits  of  men. 

Calloused  hands,  grimy  hands  of  work- 
ing men — Rodney  liked  to  study  hands. 
They  revealed  occupations,  dispositions, 
habits  .  .  .  Polished-nailed  hands  of  work- 
ing girls  and  students.   .   .  . 

He  studied  faces  also.  Puffy  faces,  cos- 
metic-clogged faces,  sickly,  sallow  faces, 
stolid  faces,  passive  faces,  ghastly  faces, 
every  face  representing  a  personality, 
every  personality  a  musical  tone  in  the 
great  symphony  of  life. 

What  a  jumble  of  tones  was  this  world 
of  men  and  women!  he  thought.  This 
world   of   war   and   crime   and   lust   and 


greed — and  unbelief!  With  what  grating 
discord  it  dragged  across  the  mind  of 
Rodney  tonight — and  every  night.  Like 
the  pyramidal  projections  of  a  rasp,  abras- 
ing  the  surface  of  an  acetate  disc  record; 
like  a  dull  recording  needle  cutting  cross 
grain   on   an   aluminum   disc. 

In  Rodney's  shark-grained  brief  case 
were  thirty-five  copies  of  the  Christmas 
cantata,  Chimes  of  the  Holy  Night, 
which  he  would  introduce  to  the  choir 
tonight.  He  had  used  this  same  cantata  a 
year  ago  in  his  home  church  in  Rexville. 
.  .  .  The  lettering  on  the  verse  on  the 
gravestone  there  tonight  would  be  hidden 
by  snowdrifts,  the  lettering  that  said, 
"...  washed  us  from  our  sins." 

Holy  night!  Holy  Child.  The  angel 
had  said  to  Mary,  the  soon-to-be-mother, 
"That  Holy  Thing  that  shall  be  born  of 
thee  shall  be  called  the  Son  of  God." 

At  the  end  of  the  car  line  Rodney 
would  be  met  by  the  Reverend  Stephen 
Webber,  Riverview's  dynamic  pastor,  and 
driven  to  the  parsonage  where  he  was 
scheduled  for  dinner  at  six  o'clock.  Choir 
rehearsal  was  to  be  in  the  church  at  seven- 
thirty. 

"Here's  wishing  you  the  best  of  luck," 
Gael  Schillman,  a  classmate,  had  said  to 
Rodney  less  than  an  hour  ago;  and  Gael 
had  added,  using  the  trite  old  adage, 
"Here's  hoping  you  won't  find  the  choir 
to  be  'the  war  department  of  the 
church.'  " 

Gael  and  Rodney  occupied  single  rooms 
at  opposite  ends  of  a  narrow  hall  on  the 
top  floor  of  one  of  Swan's  leased  dormi- 
tories, the  school  having  a  very  heavy  en- 
rollment this  year.  The  only  other  room 
on  that  floor  was  vacant  and  was  used 
for  a  storeroom. 

To  direct  a  chorus  required  both  sym- 
pathy and  patience.  Professor  Kahlp  at 
the  conservatory  had  once  said,  "Make 
the  members  of  the  choir  love  you.  They 
will  love  you  if  you  love  them."  And 
then  the  professor  had  added  slyly,  "But 
love  the  choir  as  a  whole,  and  not  any 
particular  soprano  or  alto." 

For  a  moment  Rodney's  thoughts  toyed 
with  the  idea,  but  they  were  interrupted 
when  the  vision  of  Shera  faded  into  the 
picture.  He  allowed  himself  to  ask  one 
question:  What  if  I  were  actually  about 
to  enter  whole-heartedly  into  a  definite 
soul-winning  work,  like  my  father  before 
me?  What  then? 

The  answer  flashed  immediately  into 
his  mind:  Either  Shera  would  have  to  be 
converted,  or  he  would  have  to  give  her 
up. 

In  the  seat  beside  Rodney  sat  a  spheri- 
cal, red-faced  little  man  who  every  few 
minutes  heaved  a  heavy  sigh  and  settled 
himself  more  comfortably,  thereby  in- 
creasing the  discomfort  of  them  both. 
The  two  of  them  were  like  a  whole  note 
and  a  quarter  note  crowded  into  one 
narrow  measure.  Two  thousand  years  ago, 


on  the  first  Christmas  night,  there  had 
been  no  room  for  Christ  in  the  inn.  That 
was  what  was  wrong  with  Rodney  to- 
night: The  one  small  measure  of  his  heart 
had  been  filled  with  too  many  notes.  Had 
Christ  been  crowded  out? 

The  car  door  at  the  rear  slid  open,  the 
conductor  sang  out  the  street  name,  and 
Rodney's  companion  suddenly  came  wide 
awake,  sat  up  with  a  jerk,  set  both  feet 
out  into  the  aisle,  bounced  upward  and 
made  for  the  exit,  while  at  the  same  mo- 
ment, a  young  woman  pushed  her  way 
forward  into  the  car  from  the  rear  plat- 
form, a  trim,  unusually  attractive  girl.  A 
dozen  pairs  of  masculine  eyes  followed 
her  as  she  moved  quickly  forward  toward 
the  vacant  seat. 

Rodney  found  himself  suddenly  stand- 
ing, facing  her  and  courteously  offering 
her  the  seat  next  to  the  window.  The 
movement  was  entirely  unpremeditated, 
and  a  bit  confusing,  and  in  the  interval 
he  found  himself  appraising  her — placing 
her  on  the  other  side  of  the  scale  from  his 
little  mother,  and,  without  knowing  why, 
deciding  that  here  was  true  gold.  Her 
rufous-brown  hair  was  crested  with  a 
dark  green,  flowered  turban.  She  looked 
out  upon  the  world  and  upon  Rodney 
with  expressive  grey  eyes,  set  in  a  fringe 
of  dark  lashes,  below  straight,  unplucked 
brows.  He  felt  foolish  and  pleased,  and  he 
wondered  if  she  lived  near  Riverview 
church,  and  if  she  attended  there.  Crazily 
— at  least,  without  having  any  particular 
reason  to  do  so, — Rodney  pictured  her  as 
singing  in  the  alto  section  of  his  choir. 
His  thoughts  winged  him  back  to  Rex- 
ville and  to  the  words  his  mother  had 
said,  "Never  lose  the  vision,  Rodney,  of  a 
lost  world  perishing  without  Christ. 
Never  forget  that  His  only  way  of  reach- 
ing and  saving  the  lost  is  through  the 
preaching  of  the  gospel  to  them.  .  .  ." 

He  actually  gasped  aloud  at  _  the 
thought,  or  more  probably,  at  the  cause 
behind  it.  For  at  the  base  of  the  right 
lapel  of  her  fox  collar  was  a  miniature 
green-gold  star  (Mother  had  been  looking 
at  Abram's  stars  when  she  had  said  that 
about  the  vision) ,  and  engraved  on  the 
star  inconspicuously  were  the  words,  HE 
LIVES. 

Whoever  she  is,  Rodney  thought,  she 
has  not  lost  the  vision.  She  is  not  ashamed 
of  Christ.  She  is  trying  to  make  Him 
known. 

Car  wheels  whirred  on,  banged  noisily 
over  intersections;  street  lights  outside 
flashed  past;  moments  dragged  by.  And 
all  the  time,  Rodney  was  thinking  of  the 
star  and  its  declaration;  of  Abram's  stars, 
and  of  the  -words  on  the  marker  in  a 
snow-bound  graveyard,  which  said,  "Still 
singing."  All  the  remaining  distance  he 
kept  the  girl  in  the  balance  on  the  other 
side  of  his  mother.  Afterwards  he  de- 
cided it  must  have  been  her  smile,  and  her 
contralto  "Thank  you,"  which  had  cap- 
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tivated  him,  and  which  had  caused  him  to 
place  her  in  the  alto  section  of  his  choir. 

Fifteen  minutes  later,  the  doors  at  the 
rear  of  the  car  slid  open,  and  the  con- 
ductor's monotone  voice  sang  out,  "Riv- 
erview!  Riverview!" 

Brief  case  in  hand,  Rodney  followed 
the  girl's  green  coat  with  its  silver-dyed 
fox  collar  forward  to  the  exit,  stepped 
down  into  the  sub-zero  weather  of  the 
street. 

Instantly  there  was  a  rush  of  pain  to 
his  jaw.  He  raised  his  hand  to  protect  it 
from  the  cold  wind.  That  tooth  again! 
he  thought.  He  set  his  will  to  think  about 
something  else,  and  to  look  for  Dr.  Ste- 
phen Webber,  who  would  meet  him  here. 
The  ache  would  go  away  as  soon  as  he 
was  inside  the  car,  or  at  least  as  soon  as 
he  was  in  a  warm  building.  Tomorrow 
morning  early  he  would  go  again  to  see 
the  dentist.  Beade  Thorwald's  office  was 
less  than  two  blocks  from  the  conserva- 
tory. 

He  stood  for  a  moment  beside  the  girl 
in  the  fox  collar.  Both  of  them,  evidently, 
were  expecting  someone  to  meet  them. 

A  little  later  they  were  standing  near 
the  magazine  and  book  department  in  the 
corner  drugstore,  as  if  both  were  waiting 
for  the  same  person.  The  sudden  change 
from  sub-zero  to  seventy  above  brought 
another  rush  of  pain  to  his  tooth,  but  he 
set  his  thoughts  upon  other  things. 

His  eyes  swept  across  the  miscellaneous 
display  of  magazines  and  books,  whose 
titles  and  cover  designs  shouted  that  the 
contents  were  of  a  sensational  nature. 
Realism  was  the  flavor  of  most  popular 
novels  today,  an  attempt  of  the  modern 
author  to  word-paint  every  cruel  and 
ugly  and  obscene  thing  in  all  its  cruelty 
and  ugliness  and  obscenity.  This,  the  re- 
viewers said,  was  life. 

This,  Rodney's  wise  little  mother  had 
taught  him  and  Norda,  was  not  life.  This 
was  distorted  life. 

This  is  also  love,  clicked  the  typewriters 
of  a  thousand  authors,  writing  of  uncon- 
trolled passions,  and  promiscuity  and  un- 
faithfulness to  the  marriage  vow. 

And  this,  Eloise  Deland  had  taught  her 
children,  was  not  love,  but  depraved  love; 
and  she  had  quoted  to  them  from  the 
Bible:  "Herein  is  love,  not  that  we  loved 
him,  but  that  he  loved  us,  and  sent  his 
Son  to  be  the  propitiation  for  our  sins." 
And  then  she  had  told  them  of  the  sweet- 
ness of  the  love  that  had  been  their  own 
when  their  father  was  alive,  and  advised 
them,  "Be  very  careful  with  whom  you 
fall  in  love.  Never  allow  yourself  to  love 
one  who  does  not  love  our  Lord  Jesus. 
Remember  you  are  God's  born-again  chil- 
dren, and  He,  as  your  Father,  will  lead 
you  to  the  right  life  companion." 

For  a  brief  moment  Rodney's  thoughts 
modulated  to  Rexville,  and  he  was  again 
on  the  rocky  ledge  overlooking  the  river. 


His  thoughts  were  of  the  stars,  and  on 
each  one  was  engraved  the  words,  HE 
LIVES.  Suddenly,  and  with  an  almost 
overwhelming  surge  of  emotion,  he  felt 
again  the  presence  of  God,  felt  his  own 
faith  and  love  reach  up  to  clasp  Him 
unto  himself.  He  felt  his  faith  to  be  as 
pure  as  that  of  a  little  child.  He  saw  ten 
thousand  stars  transformed  into  as  many 
souls,  and  again  he  was  a  chosen  man,  a 
man  of  destiny  as  he  believed  in  his  boy- 
hood he  would  some  day  be,  set  apart 
from  eternity  as  a  messenger  of  the  cross 
— to  take  his  father's  place. 

And  then  suddenly,  unexpectedly,  he 
turned  and  looked  straight  into  the  silver- 
gray-green  eyes  of  the  girl,  who  had  been 
watching  him   all   this  time. 

He  saw  the  swift  color  flame  into  her 
cheeks  and  neck,  felt  his  own  cheeks 
flame  in  response,  and  he  said,  "I — pardon 
me.    I   didn't  mean   to — " 

"Pardon  me,"  she  was  as  embarrassed  as 
he.  "My  curiosity  sometimes  plays  tricks, 
I — "  In  her  smile  he  saw  two  dimples 
playing,  one  in  either  cheek. 

And  so  they  met,  Rodney  and  the  girl 
who  was  to  play  so  important  a  part  in  his 
life  during  the  weeks  and  months  that 
followed.  He  knew  that  this  would  not  be 
their  last  meeting.  He  would  want  to  see 
her  again  and  again,  until  he  knew  her — 
until  he  discovered  if,  perhaps,  she  might 
be  the  chosen  one  to  drive  from  his  mind 
the  nascent  loVe  of  Shera  Thorwald,  the 
one  to  lead  him  back  to  God. 

A  moment  later,  the  door  opened  and 
Dr.  Stephen  Webber,  pastor  of  Riverview 
Memorial  Church,  came  into  the  store, 
whereupon  the  girl  in  the  fox-collared 
coat  turned  to  greet  him,  exclaiming  gai- 
ly, "Hello,  Daddy!  I  thought  you'd  never 
come!" 

It  was  as  if  a  human  dynamo  had 
entered  the  store,  charging  the  very  air 
with  electricity.  Rodney  saw  Dr.  Web- 
ber's eyes  flash  with  pride  as  he  greeted 
the  girl  who  called  him  "Daddy."  His 
grizzled,  shaggy  brows  overhung  gray 
eyes  like  her  own.  His  apology  for  being 
late  was,  Rodney  thought,  only  an  ex- 
planation, as  he  said, 

"I  was  down  town  late.  I  planned  to 
head  you  off  at  the  office,  but  you  had 
just  left,  so  I  had  a  race  with  the  street 
car." 

"And  you  lost?"  Her  tone  was  playful 
and  intimate,  the  way  a  daughter's  re- 
lationship with  her  father  should  be, 
Rodney  thought,  and  thought  also  of  a 
father  he  had  not  known  except  for 
such  a  little  while. 

"I  lost,"  Stephen  Webber  said,  "because 
I  hurried  over  to  the  conservatory,  think- 
ing I'd  pick  up  our  new  choir  director. 
I  missed  him,  too.  But  here  I  am,  alive 
and   unhurt." 

Rodney  came  forward  quickly,  and 
with    outstretched    hand,    saying,    "And 


here  I  am!" 

Introductions  lasted  only  a  moment, 
during  which  time  Rodney  learned  three 
things:  Dr.  Webber,  as  a  father,  was  very 
much  in  love  with  his  lovely  daughter; 
the  daughter's  expressive  gray  eyes  de- 
clared that  her  Daddy  was  the  finest 
Daddy  in  the  world;  and  Le  Vera  Webber 
herself  was  an  extraordinarily  attractive 
young  woman. 

It  was  with  hope  and  singing  thoughts 
that  he  went  with  them  to  the  car  which 
was  to  carry  them  to  his  dinner  engage- 
ment and  to  his  appointment  as  the  new 
chcir  d  rector  of  Riverview  Memorial 
Church. 

(To  be  continued) 


Cleansed  From  A!l  Sin 

Paskell  Martin   Miller,   Barbourville,   Ky. 

Hesitantly,  Jack  entered  the  law  of- 
fice. After  having  been  a  drinker  for  six 
months  he  had  been  arrested  by  the  city 
police  on  charges  of  drunkeness  and 
gambling.  Why  had  he  been  doing  as  he 
had  been  advised  and  counseled  not  to 
do  so  by  his  gone-but-not-forgotten 
mother?  What  was  to  be  the  outcome  of 
all  of  his  rough  doings  and  violations? 
Let's  see  what  the  lawyer  says  about  it. 

"I'm  sorry,  son,"  began  Mr.  Joe  after 
Jack  had  related  his  story,  "but  your  case 
is  practically  hopeless.  The  best  thing  for 
you  to  do  is  to  plead  guilty  and  ask  for 
mercy   from    the   court." 

Plead  guilty!  What  would  his  sister 
say  when  she  saw  his  name  in  the  crime 
column  of  the  daily  news? 

Just  two  years  previous  he  had  solemn- 
ly promised  God  and  his  dying  mother 
that  he  would  never  drink  nor  gamble, 
and  here  he  was,  all  to  his  misfortune,  re- 
morse and  sorrow,  advised  by  his  attorney 
to  plead  guilty  of  those  very  things  be- 
fore an  audience  of  people. 

Slowly,  ponderingly,  he  walked  down 
the  street  from  Mr.  Joe's  office.  In  his 
heart  was  the  bitter  pain  of  a  backslid- 
den and  degraded  man  who  once  knew 
the  joy  of  salvation.  After  his  arrival  at 
the  boarding  house  and  while  thinking 
the  situation  over,  a  voice  seemed  to  say, 
"Come  unto  me  all  ye  that  labor  and  are 
heavy  laden  and  I  will  give  you  rest."  So 
sudden  and  unexpected  were  these  words 
and  from,  he  knew  not  where,  that  he 
was  all  but  trembling.  Realizing,  how- 
ever, the  certainty  of  this  promise  from 
God,  he,  then  and  there,  yielded  to  the 
workings  of  the  Holy  Spirit.  Joyfully 
he  arose  from  his  knees  and  with  a  heart 
cleansed  from  all  sin  and  full  of  thanks- 
giving he  retired  for  the  night.  He  re- 
ceived perfect  rest,  that  which  only  the 
loving  and  forgiving  Savior  can  give. 

Because  of  his  changed  countenance 
and  actions  the  judge  dismissed  the 
charges,  admonishing  him  to  continue 
living  as  he  seemed  to  be  doing — the 
higher  and  nobler  life. 
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Jack  could  now  face  his  sister  without 
fear  or  condemnation.  What  joy,  content- 
ment and  happiness  were  his,  all  for  his 
asking,  and  he  had  asked. 

The  King's  Business  Requires  Haste 

No  business  is  so  important  as  the 
work  of  the  Lord,  and  as  David  quoted 
in  1  Samuel  21:8b,  "the  king's  business 
required  haste." 

We  wouldn't  think  of  waiting  until 
fall  to  start  preparing  the  ground  and 
planting  for  a  large  crop,  we  would  start 
early  in  the  spring,  so  when  harvest  time 
came,  we  would  have  an  increase.  Neither 
would  we  neglect  our  business  in  the 
social   world,   or   act   unconcerned. 

We  must  work  while  it  is  day  and  the 
time  affords  it,  while  we  have  opportun- 
ities. Time  gone  cannot  be  redeemed,  it 
is  gone  forever.  Our  only  hope  is  to  take 
advantage  of  the  opportunities  and  make 
use  of  the  time  now. 

Today  is  the  day  of  salvation,  not  to- 
morrow. Tomorrow  may  be  too  late. 
What  King  Jesus  asks  us  to  do  today,  He 
does  not  want  us  to  wait  fifty  years  from 

now,  for  His  work  must  go  on,  and  we 
must  carry  it  on,  because  we  are  the  serv- 
ants of  the  King;  therefore,  we  should 
be  obedient. 

We  must  not  be  as  the  servants  in 
Matt.  24:48  and  say,  "My  Lord  delayeth 
his  coming,"  and  be  at  ease,  eating  and 
sleeping. 

Let's  be  up  and  doing  what  our  hands 
find  to  do,  for  "blessed  is  that  servant, 
whom  his  lord  when  he  cometh  shall  find 
so  doing,"  Matt.  24:46. 

There  is  no  greater  business  in  the 
world  than  the  King's  business,  and  what 
thou  doest  thou  must  do  quickly. 

God's  Hand  Supplied 

George  Muller,  the  founder  of  the 
Bristol  orphanage,  was  relating  to  a 
friend  some  of  the  difficulties  with 
which  he  had  to  contend  in  providing 
the  orphans  with  food,  day  by  day,  and 
when  he  had  finished,  his  friend  said  to 
him,  "You  seem  to  live  from  hand  to 
mouth!"  "Yes,"  replied  Muller,  "it  is 
my  mouth,  but  God's  hand." 


Wanted! 

Four  hundred  good  friends  to  buy  my 
book,  "Mountain  Peaks  of  Experience  or 
The  Story  of  My  Life,"  so  I  can  pay  my 
bill  at  the  Publishing  House  for  publish- 
ing the  book.  Surely  out  of  one  hundred 
thousand  readers  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way, I  have  that  many  friends.  The  price 
of  the  book  is  2  5  c.  Order  from  Alda  B. 
Harrison,  2905  Parker  St.,  Cleveland, 
Tenri. 


How  to  Conduct  a  Daily  Vacation 
Bible  School 

You  will  appreciate  our  new  book  for 
your  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School.  It  is 
filled  with  splendid  material. 

This  book  is  good  for  your  Junior  Y. 
P.  E.  and  should  be  in  every  home  where 
there  are  children.  Price  75  c.  Order  from 
the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House, 
Cleveland,  Tenn. 

New  Bound  Lighted   Pathway  Book 

The  new  1941  Bound  Lighted  Pathway 
book  is  ready  for  your  order.  This  book 
has  a  wealth  of  material  for  your  use  in 
Christian  work.  We  also  have  a  number 
of  193  8  and  1940  books  on  hand.  Each 
book  contains  papers  for  one  year. 

Order  from  the  Church  of  God  Pub- 
lishing House,  Cleveland  Tenn.  Price 
$1.00  each. 

State  Y.P.E.  and  Sunday  school  super- 
intendents, please  send  us  a  card  giving 
your  name  and  address  just  as  soon  as 
possible. 

Child  Training  and  Social 
Evangelism 

Another  book  by  Alda  B.  Harrison, 
author  of  Silver  Lining,  Mountain  Peaks 
of  Experience,  Consolation,  and  How  to 
Conduct  a  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School. 

Child  Training  and  Social  Evangelism 
is  the  finest  booklet  of  its  kind  that  I 
have  ever  read.  It  should  be  read  and  re- 
read by  every  member  of  the  Church  of 
God,  both  young  and  old. 

It  is  moderately  priced  at  3  5  cents,  and 
the  first  1,000  copies  will  be  autographed 
by  the  author. 

This  booklet  belongs  to  the  Church  of 
God  Publishing  House.  No  individual 
will  realize  any  profits  except  for  the 
consolation  of  the  great  good  accom- 
plished by  its  circulation. 

Send  all  orders  direct  to  the  Church 
of  God  Publishing  House,  Cleveland, 
Tenn. — E.  L.  Simmons. 

Silver  Lining 

A  book  of  57  beautiful  poems.  An  in 
expensive  gift  for  your  friend.  Price  2  S  >- 
Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905  Park- 
er St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 


HOME  SCENES 
This  is  the  picture  of  two  homes.  One 
young  couple  starts  out  in  life  to  make 
Christ  the  foundation  for  their  home  and 
it  has  a  very  beautiful  ending.  The  other 
couple  builds  on  a  sandy  foundation  and 
the  evening  of  life  is  very  sad.  It  is  a 
sermon  within  itself.  Price  25  cents. 
Order  from 

ALDA  B.  HARRISON 

2905  Parker  St. 
Cleveland,  Tennessee 


PLAYS 


THE  UNBROKEN  CIRCLE 
By  E.  E.  Coleman 


A  SEARCH  IN  VAIN 
By  Verlene  McCay 
Order  from  Lighted  Pathway,  Cleve- 
land, Tenn.   Price  25c  each. 

New  Gideons 

Thora   M.    Whitacre,   Coffeyville,   Kans. 

Roy    Lambert,    N.   Tazewell,   Va. 

Betty    Parker,    Whiteside,    Tenn. 

Eula   Mae   Willis,    Rocky   Mount,  N.  C. 

Mrs.    Luis    Gwilliams,    Marfrance,    W.    Va. 

Mrs.    Estelle    Roof,    Chester,    S.   C. 

Susie  Meppelink,  Lynnville,  Iowa. 

Virginia    Bennington,    Waynesburg,    Pa. 

Dorothy    Ferrell,    Majestic,    Ky. 

Mrs.   Willie  Cathren,   Alma,  Ga. 

Bette    Williams,    Ravenna,    Ky. 

Elaine   Calimes,   Waynesboro,   Pa. 

Mrs.  Ella  Crauswell,  Brewton,  Ala. 

M.  G.  McLuhan,  Consul,  Sask. 

Mary    Fay    Southerland,    Pikeville,    Tenn. 

Mrs.    Ernest    Johnston,    Paris,    Texas. 

Mrs.   Fred  Shaffer,  Boswell,   Pa. 

Miss   Ethel    Howard,    Cartersville,    Ga. 

Mrs.   Nena  Taylor,   Soddy,  Tenn. 

Bennie   Via,   Elk  Garden,  W.   Va. 

Ernisteen  Hansel,  Harlan,  Ky. 

Mrs.   Bessie   McKinney,    Lake   Placid,   Fla. 

Mrs.   Beatrice   Jones,    Morrison,   Tenn. 

Mrs.  L.  O.  Nismith,  Bessemer,  Ala. 

Mrs.    Amos  Barrier,   Jonas   Ridge,   N.   C 

Edith   Reeder,   Ashboro,   N.   C 

Canell  Teachie,  Wilmington,   N.   C 

Dallas  W.   Boren,   Cateechec,   S.   C. 

Mrs.   Grace  Ketner,   Arcadia,   S.  C. 

Mrs.    Jane    Bussell,    Sparta,    Tenn. 

Rev.   O.   I.   Baney,   Chilhowie,   Va. 

Rev.    Wm.    Percell,   Omaha,   Nebr. 

Alice  Chaney,  W.  Palm  Beach,  Fla. 

Viola   Mulhnax,   Rutherfordton,   N.   C. 

Jewel  Taylor,   Schoolfield,   Va. 

Vida    Landress,    Sanford,    Fla. 

Marjone    Weeks,    Naples,    Fla. 

Billie    Mac   Scoggins,    Bogate,   Texas. 

Mildred    Killinger,    Kncxville,    Tenn. 

M.    D.    Alderman,    Bartow,    Fla. 

John    Harris,    Lynch,    Ky. 

Homer   Glover,   Thicket,   Texas. 

Mable   Mitchem,    Rhodell,   W.   Va. 

Mildred  Hendricks,  W.  Monroe,  La. 

Rev.   J.   T.   Pitts,   Vicco,   Ky. 

Ruth    Carmine,    Cockeysville,    Md. 

Jean   Geiselbrecht,  Yakima,  Wash. 


To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  SI. 00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  number  who  is  going  to  put  THE  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?  Read 
the    7th   chapter  of  Judges. 


THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY 

Devoted   to   the  general   welfare  and   spiritual 

uplift  of  our  young  people 

everywhere 

Published   Monthly  at  the 

CHURCH  OF  GOD  PUBLISHING 

HOUSE 

Cleveland,    Tennessee 

ALDA   B.    HARRISON,    Editor 
Cleveland,    Tennessee 

SUBSCRIPTION  RATE 

Single  subscription,  per  year $  1 .00 

Rolls  of    14 fl.OO 

Entered  as  2nd  class  mail  matter  at  Post 
Office,   Cleveland,   Tenn. 
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Panic  Buying 

That  recent  scare-buying  of  silk  stock- 
ings has  spread  into  many  other  lines  in 
department  stores  all  over  the  country, 
centering  on  goods  in  which  a  scarcity 
was  expected.  Buyers  are  stocking  up 
largely  on  dry  goods,  or  white  goods, 
lingerie,  linen,  blankets,  furniture  and 
many  luxury  items.  Sales  volumes  in 
August  rose  to  as  much  as  46  per  cent 
more  than  for  the  same  period  of  last 
year.  Wholesalers  who  thought  they  were 
stocked  up  for  the  year  rushed  back  to 
the  market.  At  Chicago's  three-week  fall 
market  orders  for  apparel  and  general 
merchandise  mounted  to  $30,000,000 — 
a  5  0  per  cent  increase  over  last  year. 
Makers  of  men's  wear  prepared  for  the 
biggest  boom  in  a  decade,  despite  price  in- 
creases of  10  per  cent  or  more. 

With  the  application  of  curbs  to  in- 
stallment buying  on  Sept.  1  it  was  be- 
lieved department-store  trade  would  level 
off  to  about  a  general  20  per  cent  in- 
crease. Stores  welcomed  the  Government 
sales  restrictions,  plus  the  Federal  Re- 
serve Board's  advice  to  "get  out  of 
debt."  Merchants  were  reluctant  to  raise 
prices,  while  manufacturers  are  closely 
watched    by    OPACS.— The    Pathfinder. 

A  Good  Day's  Work 

The  United  Automobile  Workers,  one 
of  the  strongest  of  the  C.  I.  O.  unions, 
in  its  national  convention  at  Buffalo, 
voted  overwhelmingly  on  August  15  to 
bar  from  all  elective  or  appointive  offices 
within  the  union  any  person  who  is  "a 
member  of  or  subservient  to  any  political 
organization  such  as  the  Communist, 
Fascist  or  Nazi  organization  which  owes 
its  allegiance  to  any  foreign  government 
directly  or  indirectly."  In  so  doing  the 
U.  A.  W.  has  taken  a  long  step  forward 
toward  rehabilitating  itself  in  public 
confidence.  We  believe  it  has  rendered  a 
great  service  to  organized  labor  by  its 
action  and  that  it  is  paving  the  way  for 
industrial  peace  by  which  all  parties  will 
profit. — The    Christian    Advocate. 

Yet  We  Complain 

Most  reports  coming  out  of  Europe  are 
subject  to  some  suspicion,  but  enough 
reliable  information  is  available  to  fur- 
nish the  general  outlines  of  the  misery  of 
the  conquered  peoples.  Some  500,000 
German  civilians  are  said  to  have  been 
moved  into  Belgium  and  quartered  on  a 
land  which  is  almost  bereft  of  food  sup- 
plies. All  butter,  eggs,  and  meat  in  stor- 
age in  Norway,  Holland,  and  Denmark 
have  been  taken  out  of  occupied  France. 
Greece  and  Serbia  are  being  systemati- 
cally  looted   of   food,      machinery,     and 


livestock. 

Two  million  war  prisoners  and  forced 
civilian  laborers  are  toiling  in  Germany 
at  reconstruction  of  roads,  at  clearing  up 
debris  in  bombed  cities  and  on  German 
farms.  Hundreds  of  thousands  of  la- 
borers have  been  drawn  from  the  con- 
quered territories  and  paid  in  worthless 
paper  money. — The  Christian   Advocate. 

Jerusalem  Today 

For  the  first  time  since  the  days  of 
the  Romans,  Jerusalem  has  become  a 
Jewish  city.  Some  sixty-five  per  cent  of 
100,000  population  are  Jews,  states 
Prophetic  News.  All  of  these  do  not  live 
inside  the  walls  of  the  "Bible  City," 
where  is  the  Temple  Area,  the  Pool  of 
Bethesda,  the  Via  Dolorosa,  the  Church 
of  the  Holy  Sepulchre  and  other  sacred 
sites.  Many  live  in  Greater  Jerusalem, 
the  new  and  modern  city  which  has 
sprung  up  on  all  sides  of  the  old  city  ex- 
cept the  east.  The  present  growth  of  Je- 
rusalem involves  a  remarkable  fulfill- 
ment of  Bible  prophecy.  The  city  has 
been  built  within  the  very  boundaries 
outlined  so  definitely  in  Jeremiah  31:38- 
40,  even  though  the  builders  have  not 
conscientiously  followed  this  pattern. — 
The  Pentecostal  Evangel. 

Schools:   Defense   Note 

The  type  of  teacher  who  continued  to 
teach  that  the  world  was  flat  because 
that  was  the  way  it  always  had  been 
done  is  fast  disappearing.  Grade  schools, 
high  schools  and  colleges  lining  up  for 
the  new  school  year  are  keenly  aware 
that  the  country's  first  interest  now  is  de- 
fense, and  they  are  prepared  to  do  some- 
thing about  it. 

It  is  the  boast  of  John  W.  Studebak- 
er,  U.  S.  Commissioner  of  Education, 
that  colleges  and  schools  last  year  trained 
more  than  a  million  persons  in  prepara- 
tion for  skilled  work  in  defense  indus- 
tries. He  said  they  are  adapting  their 
programs  to  go  forward  in  the  same  line 
this  year. 

Examples  are  many.  But  something 
new,  big  and  direct  is  the  selection  of  27 
colleges  to  receive  270  freshmen,  each 
to  take  a  basic  course  in  naval  science 
and  tactics.  Those  desiring  to  continue 
the  advanced  course  of  two  more  years 
will  receive  a  subsistence  allowance  of 
$7.50  a  month. 

Recalling  President  Roosevelt's  advice 
to  young  people  to  continue  their  normal 
course  of  education,  Dr.  W.  H.  Kilpatric, 
of  Northwestern  University,  advised 
them  in  view  of  the  extension  of  military 
service,  to  get  in  all  the  preparation  they 
can  before  draft   age.   "Educated  people 


are  in  great  demand  today,"  he  said,  "in 
all  kinds  of  technical  work  essential  to 
defense." — The   Pathfinder. 


Dr.  A.  N.  Donaldson,  in  his  article 
"What  Drink  Does  to  You,"  says:  "It  is 
estimated  that  there  are  5  6,000  new  cases 
of  chronic  alcoholism  developed  each  year 
in  the  United  States.  Reliable  statistical 
observation  furthermore  advises  that  the 
total  number  of  chronic  alcoholics  in  this 
country  of  ours  runs  upward  to  900,000 
souls,  and  is  climbing.  Evidently  a  lot  of 
folks  who  think  they  can  control  their 
drinking  habits  are  fooled,  and  too  late 
find  themselves  the  victim  of  a  force 
from  which  there  is  no  human  escape, 
tens  of  thousands  of  them  entering  the 
swelling  ranks  of  incurable  alcoholics  ev- 
ery year." — The  Dry  Legion. 

Dried  Eggs 

John  Bull,  cut  off  from  European 
markets  temporarily,  needs  a  lot  of  food, 
and  Uncle  Sam  is  feeding  him  the  best 
he  can.  The  main  problem  is  not  a  lack 
of  food  but  want  of  space  in  the  ships, 
which  are  busy  carrying  tanks,  shells 
and  other  hardware.  Naturally,  no  water- 
melons  or   pumpkins   are    going    over. 

Dried  eggs!  Much  food  in  small  bulk. 
That  is  the  call  from  across  the  At- 
lantic. No  less  than  100,000,000  pounds 
are  wanted,  it  was  announced.  As  the 
United  States  produces  only  some  12,- 
000,000  pounds  of  dried  eggs  a  year — 
principally  in  Texas,  Oklahoma  and  Mis- 
souri— the  goal  is  pretty  far  away.  And 
it  takes  32  pounds  of  fresh  eggs  to  make 
a  pound  of  dried.  But  American  farmers 
never  fail  to  deliver.  They  usually  exceed 
the  mark.  Plans  are  now  under  way  for 
private  capital  to  build  about  40  new 
drying  plants,  at  a  cost  between  $50,000 
and  $100,000  each,  distributed  through- 
out the  Mid-West.  There  are  now  three 
per  cent  more  eggs  produced  than  last 
year,  and  they  will  be  dried  fast.  Com- 
ing up,  John. — The  Pathfinder. 

Churches  in  Chungking,  China,  which 
are  bombed  and  destroyed,  are  said  to  be 
rebuilt  as  fast  as  they  are  destroyed,  and 
the  bombed  missions  carry  on  in  the  tem- 
porary buildings.  At  one  of  the  bombed 
churches,  rebuilt  just  outside  of  Chung- 
king, it  is  reported  that  several  Chinese 
officials  are  regular  Sunday  morning  wor- 
shipers. Although  Chungking  is  described 
as  being  "one  of  the  most  bombed  cities 
on  earth,"  it  seems  that  neither  the  spirit 
nor  the  faith  of  the  people  have  been  de- 
stroyed.— New  Orleans  Christian  Advo- 
cate. 
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Mrs.  Felicia  Dorothea  Hemans 


The  breaking  waves  clashed  high 

On  a  stern  and  rock-bound  coast; 
And  the  woods  against  a  stormy  sky, 

Their  giant  branches  tossed; 
And  the  heavy  night  hung  dark 

The  hills  and  waters  o'er — 
When  a  band  of  exiles  moored  their  bark 

On  a  wild  New  England  shore. 


Amidst  the  storm  they  sang, 

And  the  stars  heard,  and  the  sea! 
And  the  sounding  aisles  of  the  dim  woods  rang 

To  the  anthem  of  the  free; 
The  ocean  eagle  soared 

From  his  nest  by  the  white  waves'  foam, 
And  the  rocking  pines  of  the  forest  roared: — 

This  was  their  welcome  home! 


Not  as  the  conqueror  comes, 

They,  the  true-hearted,  came; — 
Not  with  the  roll  of  the  stirring  drums, 

And  the  trumpet  that  sings  of  fame; — 
Not  as  the  flying  come, 

In  silence  and  in  fear; 
They  shook  the  depths  of  the  desert's  gloom 

With  their  hymns  of  lofty  cheer. 


There  were  men  with  hoary  hair 

Amidst  that  pilgrim  band; 
Why  had  they  come  to  wither  there, 

Away  from  their  childhood's  land? 
There  was  woman's  fearless  eye, 

Lit  by  her  deep  love's  truth; 
There  was  manhood's  brow  serenely  high, 

And  the  fiery  heart  of  youth. 


What  sought  they  thus  afar? 

Bright  jewels  of  the  mine? 
The  wealth  of  seas?  the  spoils  of  war? 

They  sought  a  faith's  pure  shine! 
Aye,  call   it  holy  ground, 

The  soil  where  first  they  trod! 
They   left  unstained  what  there  they  found 

Freedom  to  worship  God! 
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"Now  when  Jesus  ivas  born  in  Bethlehem  of  Judea  in  the  days  of  Herod 
the  king,  behold,  there  came  wise  men  from  the  east  to  Jerusalem." 
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TAR   Boys   and    Girls:    God    bless 
you. 
Once    more    the    Christmas    season 
brings  joy  to  many  hearts  and  we  re- 
peat  over  and  over  again.  "Behold,   I 
bring  you   good   tidings  of  gre?t  joy, 
which  shall   be  to  all  people."  Christ- 
mas is  a  time  of  joy  and  we  are  pray- 
ing  that  every   reader  of   the   Lighted 
Pathway  may  have  his  portion  of  that 
joy  that  the  angels  sang  about  so  long 
J  ago- 
Many    things    shall    happen    which 
will    bring   joy    to   the   hearts   of    men 

and  women,  boys  and  girls,  at  this  Christmas  time.  There  will  others  by  appreciative  friends,  or  perchance  for  other  reasons, 

be  loved  ones  coming  home,  from  whom  you  have  been  sepa-  in  which  the  element  of  sincerity  is  greatly  lacking.  A   little 

mted  perhaps  for  months  or  even  years.  Some  will  be  looking  girl,  poorly  clad,  was  noticed  walking  by  the  door  of  the  office 

for   their   birdlings   to   fly   home   to   rebuild    the   family   circle  of  the  governor.  She  had  for  a  long  time  indulged  herself  in 

which  has  been  broken,  or  the  son  or  daughter  who  lives  in  a  this  unusual  exercise  until  it  had  attracted  the  attention  of  a 

distant  state  has  sent  for  father  and  mother  to  join  his  family  number  of  people  who  were  attentive  watchers  of  the  strange 

circle,  and  there  is  joy  in   the  hearts  as  they  fly  away  to  jo'n  conduct  of  the  little  girl. 

them  in  the  Christmas  merriment.  The  little  ones  in  the  home  The  doorkeeper  had  been  moved  with  compassion  toward 
are  joyful  because  grandmother  and  grandfather  are  coming.  the  strange  but  interesting  visitor  who  had  walked  past  the 
Oh,  what  joy.  Everything  in  that  home  is  being  planned  for  door  so  many  times,  evidently  trying  to  see  someone  whom 
them.  Self  is  forgotten  and  from  the  youngest  to  the  oldest  she  had  not  seen  as  yet.  Finally,  the  curious  doorkeeper  in- 
every  effort  is  being  made  to  bring  joy  to  their  expected  formed  the  governor,  who  was  in  his  private  office,  of  the 
guests,  and  did  you  know  that  the  way  to  have  real  joy  is  to  transpirings  outside  the  main  office  of  the  governor, 
forget  self  and  th'nk  of  bringing  joy  to  someone  else?  The  attitude  of  the  governor  toward  the  child  was  that  of 
Where  does  all  this  joy  come  from?  This  was  the  mission  of  pity  and  compassion,  and  he  instructed  the  doorkeeper  to  in- 
Jesus.  He  came  to  bring  joy.  quire  of  the  child  the  purpose  of  her  visit.  When  asked  what 
His  ministering  acts  of  compassion  brought  great  joy  to  her  mission  was  she  said,  "I  want  to  see  the  governor,  Sir,  if 
those  He  helped.  There  was  joy  when  the  widow's  son  was  you  please."  Along  with  her  appearance,  her  polite  and  lady- 
raised  to  life.  Joy  took  the  place  of  weep  ng  in  the  home  cf  like  reply  more  deeply  impressed  the  doorkeeper  with  the  sin- 
Jairus  when  his  young  daughter  was  given  back  in  the  full  cerity  of  her  mission,  and  he  made  her  desire  known  to  the 
vigor  of  youth.  Three  words  at  the  grave  of  a  loved  one,  governor,  who  instructed  the  doorkeeper  to  bring  her  into  his 
"Lazarus,  come  forth,"  brought  joy  unbounded  to  the  sorrow-  private  office  at  once.  Past  others  waiting  to  see  the  governor, 
ing  sisters.  Jesus,  by  His  resurrection,  brought  joy  to  Mary  she  was  escorted  into  the  presence  of  the  man  she  desired  to  see. 
who  sought  Him  at  the  empty  tomb.  He  brought  joy  to  the  "Did  you  want  to  see  me,  and  what  is  your  mission,  little 
lame,  the  bind,  and  all  the  affl  cted  whom  He  healed.  The  girl?"  asked  the  great  man  kindly.  "Yes,  Sir,"  said  the  pale, 
power  He  delegated  to  His  disciples  made  the  seventy  return  ill-clad  visitor,  "I  have  not  come  to  ask  of  you  a  present.  We 
from  their  mission  with  joy.  do  not  want  any  presents  this  Christmas,  and  do  not  expect 
We  read  the  other  day  the  story  of  a  little  child  who  brought  any»  for  we  nave  no  money  to  buy  and  do  not  expect  others 
great  happiness  to  her  home  at  Christmas  time.  to  remember  us.  You  know,  governor,  my  father  is  in  prison 
It  was  just   before   Christmas,   when   gifts  are   bestowed  on  (Continued  on  page  24) 
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O  Christmas,  merry  Christmas, 

Is  it  really  come  again, 
With  its   memories  and  greetings, 

With  its  joy  and  with  its  pain! 
There's  a  minor  in  the  carol 

And  a  shadoiv  in  the  light, 
And  a  spray  of  cypress  twining 

With  the  holly  wreath  tonight. 
And   the   hush   is   never   broken 

By  laughter  light  and  low, 
As  we  listen  in  the  starlight 

To  the  "bells  across  the  snoiv." 


Bells  Across  the  Snow 

O  Christmas,  merry  Clnistmas, 

'Tis  not  so  i' cry  long 
Since  other  voices  blended 

With  the  carol  and  the  song! 
If  wc  could  but  hear  them  singing 

As  they  are  singing  now, 
If  ive  could  but  see  the  radiance 

Of  the  crown  on  each  dear  brow, 
There  would  be  no  sigh   to  smother, 

No  hidden   tear   to  flow, 
As  we  listen  in  the  starlight 

To  the  "bells  across  the  snow." 


O  Christmas,  merry  Christmas, 

This  never  more  can  be; 
We  cannot  bring  again  the  days 

Of  our  unshadowed  glee, 
But   Christmas,   happy   Christmas, 

Siveet  herald  of  good  will, 
With  holy  songs  of  glory 

Brings  holy  gladness  still. 
For  peace  and  hope  may  brighten, 

And  patient  love  may  glow, 
As  we  listen  in  the  starlight 

To  the  "bells  across  the  snow." 

FRANCES  RIDLEY  HAVERGAL 


'Xbhe  'Vision 


By  Paul  Hutchens 

(Used  by  permission  of  the  Eerdmans 
"Publishing  Co.) 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 
The  ride  to  the  Webber  residence  lasted 
only  a  few  moments,  it  seemed,  yet  it 
was  for  Rodney  a  climactic  hour.  During 
the  interval  there  were  questions  and  an- 
swers and  general  desultory  talk.  Alone 
in  the  back  seat,  with  Dr.  Webber  at  the 
steering  wheel  and  his  attractive  daughter 
beside  him,  Rodney's  thoughts  dodged 
their  way  through  the  traffic  of  the  past, 
the  present  and  the  future.  He  learned 
among  other  things  that  the  new  pastor 
of  Riverview  Memorial  Church  had  been 
an  evangelist  for  many  years,  travelbng 
and  preaching  in  many  foreign  countries 
and  in  nearly  every  large  city  in  America. 
Beginning  tomorrow  night,  he  was  con- 
ducting a  four-day  Bible  conference  in 
the  old  city  hall  of  Fayette,  a  neighboring 
city  some  seventy  miles  distant. 

Riverview  Memorial  Church  had  been 
newly  decorated  under  the  supervision  of 
the  famous  architect  and  interior  decorat- 
or, John  Nystrom.  No  other  church  audi- 
torium in  America  was  more  beautiful, 
or  more  conducive  to  the  spirit  of  wor- 
ship, yet  it  was  unlike  that  of  any  other 
church.  "We  hope  to  make  it  a  mighty 
evangelistic  center,  where  in  the  provi- 
dence of  God  thousands  will  be  saved. 
As  soon  as  possible  there  will  be  a  daily 
radio  broadcast.  We  hope  to  train  and 
send  out  many  young  people  as  mission- 
aries and  pastors  and  singers.  ..." 

Dr.  Webber  startled  Rodney  by  saying, 
"I  knew  your  father  many  years  ago.  He 
was  with  me  in  a  number  of  evangelistic 
campaigns.  I  remember  how  proud  he 
was  of  you,  and  how  he  used  to  look  for- 
ward to  the  day  when  you  would  be  with 
him  in  the  work. 

"If  ever  there  was  an  evangelistic  sing- 
er sent  from  God,  it  was  Douglas  De- 
land.  ..." 

The  time  had  come  now  for  the  mantle 
of  the  father  to  fall  upon  the  son,  and  for 
the  son  in  the  spirit  and  power  of  Elijah 
to  carry  on.  .  .  . 

Rodney  had  known  from  earliest  boy- 
hood that  some  day  he  would  sing  before 
thousands.  He  had  known  also  that  he 
was  to  be  a  man  of  destiny,  different 
from  all  others,  branded  by  his  unusual 
singing  voice  to  indicate  that  the  God  of 
the  universe  had  set  him  apart  for  a 
special  work. 

It  was  when  he  was  a  little  boy  playing 
in  the  great  out-of-doors  along  the  river 
that  skirted  his  father's  farm,  that  the 
great  fact  of  himself  had  become  a  thing 
almost  overmastering.  With  the  old  stone 
bench   for  his   stage,   and   the   trees   and 


vines,  and  the  birds  and  squirrels  and 
frogs  for  his  audience,  he  would  sing  and 
sing  and  dream  of  the  greatness  that 
would  some  day  be  his.  Then  it  was  that 
he  knew.  Some  day  he  would  become  a 
famous  singer  like  his  father,  and  he 
would  sing  and  sing  and  sing,  and  men 
would  be  converted  and  wouldn't  sell 
liquor  any  more,  or  drink  it;  and  his 
Daddy  up  in  heaven  would  look  down 
and  be  proud  of  him.  .  . 

His  high  soprano  voice  would  quaver 
out  across  the  fields,  over  the  somber 
little  river  and  be  lost  in  the  wild  reaches 
of  the  prairie.  The  elms  and  maples  and 
willows  that  hugged  the  river's  banks 
transformed  themselves  into  a  dense  forest 
of  people,  all  listening  to  him — to  him! 
In  those  moments  he  was  supremely  hap- 
py, under  the  spell  of  an  emotion  that  was 
warm  and  beautiful,  that  somehow  in  his 
thinking  became  entangled  with  his  con- 
ception of  God  and  goodness  and  every- 
thing in  the  world  that  was  right  and 
great  and  holy.  Some  time  he  might  even 
convert  the  whole  world  to  Jesus,  and 
then  there  wouldn't  be  any  more  people 
to  sell  and  drink  whiskey  or  any  drinks 
with  alcohol  in  them,  and  people  wouldn't 
get  killed.  .  .  . 

The  emotion  trembled  and  cried  within 
him  like  a  winged  prisoner  beating  its 
pinions  against  the  bars  that  jailed  it. 
Sometimes  the  prisoner  was  his  own  voice, 
his  talent;  the  restraining  bars  were  him- 
self, his  boyhood.  Would  he  never  become 
a  man? 

Again,  he  himself  was  the  prisoner,  and 
in  proud  defiance  he  would  lift  his  head 
and  voice  and  sing.  He  would  feel  the  tone 
vibrations  throbbing  against  the  roof  of 
his  mouth,  pouring  forth  in  delicious 
golden  waves,  like  ripe  wheat  waving  in 
the  harvest  winds,  out  and  out,  over  the 
trees  and  the  fields  of  tasselled  corn, 
filling  the  woods  and  the  whole  world. 
Sometimes  he  himself  would  ride  upon 
those  waves,  like  his  toy  boat  curtsying 
on  the  waves  of  the  river;  and  in  his 
thoughts  he  would  drift  into  a  world  that 
was  all  music  and  beauty,  and  in  which 
he  himself  was  the  center  from  which 
everything  good  and  beautiful  emanated. 

Once  during  flood  season,  the  pull  of 
the  current  had  snapped  the  string  that 
had  moored  the  boat  to  his  clinging  hand. 
The  boat  had  drifted  away  and  he  had 
never  found  it  again.  Maybe  it  had  drifted 
away  and  away,  all  the  way  to  the  place 
where  the  sky  came  down  to  the  earth, 
and  maybe  it  had  gone  up  to  where  Dad- 
dy was.  .  .  . 

How  long  must  he  wait?  How  long  be 


held  back?  He  himself  was  that  little 
boat,  feeling  the  pull  of  destiny,  tugging, 
tugging  at  his  moorings.  Oh,  that  he 
might  know  the  real  purpose  for  which 
he  had  been  born!  The  cord  that  was 
holding  him  was  another  Rodney,  a  bad 
little  boy  within  him,  and  that  was  the 
reason  why  he  too  must  be  saved,  his 
mother  had  taught  him — and  he  had  be- 
lieved. 

Came  teen  age,  and  new  and  revolu- 
tionary emotions  awoke  within  him,  and 
were  explained  by  a  wise  mother,  and  in 
the  books  she  gave  him  to  read.  Rodney 
became  a  man  overnight,  knew  that  he 
was  a  man,  knew  also  that  he  was  not. 

In  these  formative  years,  the  knowl- 
edge that  he  would  some  day  be  great 
was  lost  and  found — and  lost  again.  It 
sighed  within  him  like  a  sleeping  giant, 
sighed  and  slept  and  waited  until  the  boy 
— the   man — should    awaken   once   more. 

Early  teens,  late  teens;  high  school, 
college. 

Bewildering  emotions;  tottering  dream 
worlds.  Life  was  not  at  all  beautiful,  and 
could  never  be  made  so.  All  things  beau- 
tiful did  not  emanate  from  Rodney  De- 
land.  The  gay  idealism  of  his  boyhood 
gave  place  to  a  dissonant  realism  that 
blared  in  his  mind  like  the  jungle  jazz  of 
a  cheap  and  out-of-tune  orchestra.  Two 
things  Rodney  came  to  hate  with  bitter 
hatred:  jazz,  popularly  called  "swing;" 
and  alcoholic  drinks.  To  him  they  were 
the  epitome  of  evil. 

Two  people  he  loved  with  all  the  love 
of  his  heart:  his  beautiful,  Christian,  un- 
derstanding mother,  and  dark-haired, 
dark-eyed,  vivacious  Norda.  .  .  . 

Tonight,  in  the  car  that  was  taking 
him  to  the  Webbers  and  to  a  new  ex- 
perience, the  prisoner  awoke  again,  beat 
his  pinions  against  the  bars — new  and 
stronger  bars  now.  .  .  . 

The  figure  changed  and  he  felt  the 
tug  and  pull  of  the  current.  But  the  little 
boy  who  held  the  rope — it  was  a  rope 
now — was  no  longer  a  little  boy,  no  long- 
er himself,  but  a  giant  with  a  mocking 
sneer  upon  his  lips.  And  the  giant's  name 
— the  giant  himself,  was  UNBELIEF! 

Strange  people,  the  Webbers.  Yet  very, 
very  human.  At  the  dinner  table  there 
was  badinage,  courtesy,  spirituality.  Rod- 
ney liked  them  all:  Mrs.  Webber,  refined, 
motherly,  patient,  regal;  nine-year-old 
Jerry  who  sat  directly  across  the  table 
and  chattered  garrulously  of  school  activ- 
ities; fourteen-year-old  Maybelle  with  her 
laughing  blue  eyes,  her  semi-sophisticated 
air,  who  was  especially  elated  because  her 
father  said  she  might,  if  the  new  director 
agreed,  sing  in  the  Christmas  cantata; 
the  pastor  himself,  from  whose  grave 
demeanor  there  tumbled  forth  at  inter- 
vals clever  bits  of  wholesome  humor, 
interspersed  with  casual  spiritual  remarks 
(Continued  on  page  29) 
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Children's  Story  Page 

C^ne  Cflfi  of  the  Sonc/ 

A   Christmas   Legend 

Vanna  and  Helgar  sat  on  the  door 
stone  thinking  over  a  problem.  For  the 
first  time  the  country  of  Revault  was 
going  to  keep  Christmas.  The  girls  and 
boys  had  been  hearing  much  about  the 
celebrations,  and  especially  about 
Christmas  gifts.  How  could  they  give 
gifts? 

"I  have  a  silver  penny  that  I  earned 
last  summer,"  said  Helgar. 

"A  penny  isn't  enough,"  objected 
Vanna.  "There  are  Mother,  Grand- 
mother and  the  baby  and  then  a  gift 
for  the  prince." 

"I  can  carve  out  a  doll  for  the  baby, 
and  you  can  dress  it.  We  can  make 
something  for  Mother  and  Grand- 
mother." 

"Yes,  but  we  can't  make  anything 
for  the  prince." 

"Then  I'm  afraid  we  can't  go  to  the 
feast.  Everyone  is  taking  gifts." 

"I  hope  we'll  not  have  to  miss  the  feast.  There  are  going  to 
be  surprises,  the  prince's  servants  say." 

"Let's  go  to  see  the  wise  man.  He  knows  everything.  Perhaps 
he  can  tell  us  what  to  do." 

The  wise  man  of  Revault  lived  at  the  edge  of  town.  He  knew 
so  much  that  in  a  darker  land  he  would  be  called  a  wizard.  In 
Revault  he  was  called  a  wise  man,  and  people  came  to  him  with 
their  problems.  Vanna  and  Helgar  walked  down  the  long  street 
until  they  came  to  his  door.  He  opened  to  their  knock. 

They  sat  by  the  fire,  while  Helgar,  being  the  older,  told  their 
difficulty. 

"Sir,  you  have  heard  that  Revault  is  going  to  keep  the  Lord's 
birthday  with  feasts  and  gifts  and  gaiety.  The  prince  is  having 
a  feast  in  the  palace,  and  all  the  town  is  invited.  We  have  heard 
that  many  of  the  townsfolk  are  taking  gifts  for  the  prince,  to 
show  their  loyal  tv  and  love.  Yes,  and  besides  that  some  people 
are  making  gifts  for  all  whom  they  love.  You  know  that  is 
because  of  the  gifts  that  the  wise  men  brought  to  the  little 
Christ.  We  wish  to  give  gifts  in  His  name,  but  we  have  nothing 
to  give.  We  have  only  a  penny  between  us,  and  that  will  not 
buy  much  at  the  market  stalls.  We  do  not  want  to  seem  the 
only  ungrateful  ones  of  all  the  prince's  subjects.  Can  you  think 
of  any  way  we  can  make  a  gift?"  The  wise  man  pondered. 

"It  is  true  that  the  sincerely  grateful  heart  need  never  lack 
a  gift.  You  know  our  proverb:  'God  will  send  the  beggar  a 
jewel  to  give,'  and  something  comes  to  my  mind.  Do  you  know 
others  who  may  lack  money  to  buy  gifts?" 

"Yes,"  they  said,  "Lydia,  Cyril,  John,  Martius,  Myra  and 
Cara." 

"Long  ago  I  was  in  a  far  country  at  Christmas  time,"  said 
the  wise  man.  "And  I  heard  with  joy  the  singing  of  the  waits. 
They  were  bands  of  girls  and  bands  and  youths,  too,  who  went 
about  on  Christmas  Eve,  and  again  on  Christmas  day  singing 
sweet  carols  about  the  Lord's  birth.  They  went  to  cottage  and 
castle  alike,  singing  under  the  windows.  Their  songs  were  of 
the  angels  over  Bethlehem,  of  the  little  Christ  in  the  manger, 
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of  the  peace  He  brought  to  men.  In  the  castle  where  I  stayed 
people  awaited  their  coming  with  eagerness. 

"One  would  say,  'Are  they  not  come  yet?'  Another  would 
exclaim,  'Hark!  Methinks  I  hear  their  voices.  They  are  near.' 
When  the  song  arose,  we  could  indeed  have  thought  angels  had 
come  to  sing  outside  the  windows.  And  the  lord  of  the  castle 
made  haste  to  bid  them  enter.  They  came  in,  a  dozen  boys  and 
girls  about  the  size  of  you  two,  and  sang  their  songs.  They  were 
given  gifts  of  sweets,  and  afterward  went  on  to  sing  under 
another  window.  Could  you  not  find  boys  and  girls  to  learn 
the  Christmas  carols  with  you?" 

"I  know  the  boys  and  girls  would  like  that,"  said  Vanna. 

"But  would  a  song  be  really  a  gift?"  asked  Helgar. 

"Yes,  my  son,  a  precious  gift.  We  do  not  carry  all  gifts  away 
in  our  hands.  Those  we  carry  in  our  hearts  are  worth  more." 

Each  day  for  the  next  week  a  group  of  girls  and  boys  came 
to  the  wise  man's  house  to  practice  the  Christmas  carols.  On 
Christmas  Eve  they  were  ready  with  three  sweet  carols. 

In  the  smith's  house  was  quarreling,  although  it  was  the 
blessed  Eve.  Annice  had  been  given  a  task,  and  she  was  angry 
because  Berta  would  not  help  her.  Suddenly  sweet  voices  seemed 
to  fill  the  air.  "Peace  on  earth,  and  love  to  all  mankind." 

"What's  that?"  asked  Berta,  "Oh,  Annice,  what  if  it's  God's 
angels  singing,  and  they  have  heard  our  unkind  words?" 

"I  remember  that  last  Sunday  the  pastor  told  us  that  God 
is  ever  present.  We  ought  to  say  no  words  we  would  not  use 
before  His  holy  presence.  I'm  sorry  I  said  horrid  things  to  you." 

"Oh,  sister!  I'm  sorry,  too.  I  will  help  you.  I  do  love  you." 

With  their  arms  around  each  other  the  sisters  listened  to 
the  songs.  They  called  out  the  window,  "Thank  you,  angel 
singers."  They  did  not  know  who  the  people  in  the  dark  cloaks 
might  be. 

In  another  house  sat  an  old  woman  whose  heart  was  bitter 
because  she  said  people  no  longer  loved  her.  Her  family  was 
grown  and  away,  and  the  neighbors  came  in  seldom  because 
from  her  bitter  heart  flowed  unkind  words. 

"We  must  stop  here,"  whispered  Vanna,  "because  no  one  else 
will     give      her      a 
Christmas    gift." 

"God's  love  came 
down  to  all  man- 
kind," was  the  sweet 
song  that  came  into 
Dame  Heron's  win- 
dow. 

"Perhaps  it's  the 
angels  singing  to  re- 
mind me  that  I  have 
the  best  love  of  all," 
said  the  dame.  "How 
blind  I  have  been  not 
to  see  that  God's  love 
is  all  about  me."  She 
peeped  out  and  saw 
the  singers. 

"Bless  their  hearts! 
They  have  enough 
love  to  come  and 
sing  for  me.  I  can 
love  others  without 
waiting  for  them  to 
love  me.  Perhaps  I 
can  make  friends  of 
these  young  folks." 
She  opened  her  win- 
dow wide. 

"Come  in,  my 
dears.  I  want  to  give 
you  each  a  silver 
(Cont.  on  page  29) 
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but  she  is  apt  to  consider  herself  superior 
to  her  sister  Margaret,  who  is  of  a  more 
dreamy  disposition,  who  loves  to  read  and 
think.  The  danger  with  their  training  is 
that  Margaret  will  develop  habits  of  lazi- 
ness and  be  too  dreamy  and  idealistic  to 
accomplish  as  much  as  she  would,  while 
Edith  needs  to  have  the  finer  qualities  of 
mind  cultivated  a  little  more  and  to  be 
trained  not  to  place  too  much  stress  on 
being  able  to  do  more  work  of  a  practical 
nature. 

"Margaret  is  sensitive  and  shy,"  she 
added.  "She  needs  to  be  encouraged  and 

Memory-Making     Days 

3y   Grace    Noll    Crowell 

i    must   move   softly,   i    must   keep 
A  watch  upon  my  words  and  ways, 

My  children   are  so  small,  but  these 
Are  the  dear  memory-making  days — 

The  days  when  their  young  minds  will  take 
A  clear-cut  picture  of  my  face; 

Some  little  word   I   say  will   make 
An   imprint  time  will   not   erase. 

My  hands,  swift-moving  through  the  hours; 

My  feet  that  tread   their  daily   round; 
My  thoughts    (God  help  me)    in  their  hearts 

Through    after   years   will   still    be   found. 

I  must  walk  softly,  I  must  keep 
A  watch  on  all  I  do  or  say. 

Perhaps,  thus  guarded,  I   shall  make 
Some  lovely  memory  today. 

stimulated  and  brought  forward  to  ex- 
press her  best  qualities.  Edith  needs  no 
stimulation  of  that  sort,  rather,  she 
should  be  held  back  and  not  allowed  to 
think  herself  of  too  much  importance  be- 
cause she  is  quick  and  bright  and  capable 
of  achievement." 

So  the  home  training  must  be  fitted  to 
each  individual  child.  To  accomplish  this 
the  mother  must  study  the  children.  She 


Home,  Sweet  Home 
HOME  TRAINING 

Anne  Guilbert  Mahon 

There  are  probably  as  many  different 
ideas  of  what  home  training  should  be  as 
there  are  different  people  in  the  world. 
Each  parent  has  his  or  her  own  theory 
as  to  what  is  the  best  home  training. 
Each  individual  child  needs  a  different 
kind  of  training  from  any  other  child. 
One  cannot  prescribe  a  definite  rule  for 
all. 

"Just  one  reproachful  word  is  enough 
-to  break  James'  heart,"  said  a  mother 
whose  eldest  son  was  a  delicate,  sensi- 
tive, affectionate  boy.  "The  fact  that 
he  has  done  wrong  and  that  he  has  disap- 
pointed or  grieved  me  is  punishment 
enough  for  him  and  he  is  overwhelmed 
with  remorse  and  a  desire  to  do  better." 

"But,"  she  went  on,  "Frank  is  entirely 
different.  I  might  look  sorry  and  say  the 
most  reproachful  thing  I  could  to  Frank 
and  it  would  roll  like  water  off  a  duck's 
back.  He  would  go  on  in  his  own 
headstrong  way  until  he  was  made  to  un- 
derstand that  he  would  have  to  behave 
differently.  Stern,  firm  methods  are  the 
only  ones  to  use  to  make  him  know  that 
he  must  obey  and  do  what  is  right.  They 
are  both  good  boys.  Both  love  me,  I 
know;  but  they  are  entirely  different  in 
their  make-up,  and  they  need  different 
training." 

"It  is  so  with  my  girls,  too,"  she  went 
on.  "Edith  is  the  practical  type.  She  goes 
straight    ahead   and   accomplishes   things; 


must  read  the  best  books  she  can  obtain 
on  child  training — and  there  are  many 
in  every  public  library  which  will  be  a 
liberal  education  to  her. 

The  children  should  be  encouraged  to 
express  themselves,  their  thoughts,  their 
opinions,  so  only  can  the  parent  under- 
stand them  and  guide  them  in  the  right 
direction,  and  so  only  will  they  be  of 
value  to  the  world — as  each  and  every 
one  has  his  or  her  mission  in  life,  his  or 
her  own  particular  life  to  live  and  work 
to  do.  Only  as  they  are  themselves  can 
they  do  their  best  and  fill  the  place  for 
which  they  were  intended;  but  it  is  the 
parents'  privilege  and  duty  to  guide  and 
lead  the  children  in  the  right  paths  and 
to  teach  them  how  to  make  the  best  of 
themselves. 

Certain  qualities  need  to  be  cultivated 
in  every  child.  Some  will  possess  them  to 
a  greater  or  less  degree.  Some  will  have 
one  quality,  another  will  have  others. 
Unselfishness  and  consideration  for  others 
should  be  the  basis  of  home  training,  for 
from  love  and  unselfishness  spring  all  the 
other  virtues.  Strength  and  courage, 
truth  and  honesty,  high  ideals,  nobility 
of  character,  then  industry,  helpfulness, 
not  forgetting  the  important  quality  of 
happiness,  good  cheer,  seeing  the  bright 
side  of  every  dark  cloud,  are  all  impor- 
tant qualities  to  be  cultivated  and  en- 
couraged in  the  children.  Understanding, 
encouragement,  the  right  suggestions  and 
judicious  praise  have  much  more  to  do 
in  inculcating  these  qualities  in  the  chil- 
dren than  any  amount  of  blame,  censure, 
criticism,    and    harshness. 

Only  a  little  while  have  the  mother 
and  father  the  privilege  of  training  the 
children  in  the  home,  then  they  must  go 
out  to  meet  life's  battles  with  the  equip- 
ment that  has  been  given  them;  so  that 
home  training  is  a  failure  which  does  not 
instill  into  the  children  a  spirit  strong  to 
meet  life's  hardships,  and  a  character 
which  makes  it  of  use  and  blessing  to 
the  world. 

What  Is  a  Christian  Home? 

In  order  to  answer  correctly  and  com- 
pletely this  question,  let  us  visit  two 
so-called  "homes." 

(Continued  on  page  29) 
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^Helps  for  tempted  and  ^ried 


SELF-ENCOURAGEMENT 

Rev.  Amos  M.  Jackson 

VyTE  read  in  1  Sam.  30:6,  "But  David 
**  encouraged  himself  in  the  Lord  his 
God."  Of  all  the  benefactors  that  we 
meet  in  the  world  there  are  few  that  ren- 
der so  great  a  service  as  the  courage 
bringer.  There  is  no  finer  art  than  that 
of  putting  heart  into  people  who  are  in 
despair.  A  Christian  doctor  one  Sunday 
morning  felt  that  he  should  go  out  into 
the  great  city  and  see  if  he  couldn't  help 
someone  in  a  spiritual  way.  He  saw  some 
boys  in  an  alley.  He  stopped  his  car  and 
talked  to  them,  but  soon  saw  that  he 
could  do  them  no  good.  As 
he  drove  on  farther  into  the  : 

heart  of  the  city,  he  saw  a 
man  walking  along  the  side- 
walk, shabbily  dressed  and 
with  his  head  down.  The 
Spirit  spoke  to  the  doctor, 
"There  is  your  man."  The 
doctor  got  out  of  his  car, 
walked  across  the  street  and 
began  to  talk  to  the  man. 
The  doctor  soon  learned  that 
the  man  was  in  despair.  He 
had  at  one  time  been  rich, 
but  had  lost  all.  He  had  no 
friends  and  no  job.  At  that 
moment  he  was  on  his  way 
to  the  river  bridge  where  he 
expected  to  end  it  all.  The 
doctor  persuaded  the  man  to 
go  with  him  to  church.  That 
morning  he  went  forward 
for  prayer  and  was  con- 
verted. The  man  had  not 
been  well,  so  the  doctor  sent 
him  to  the  hospital  for  a 
few  days,  got  him  a  respect- 
able job  and  the  man  went  on 
happy  in  life. 


courage  when  we  ourselves  are  discour- 
aged. We  can't  convince  the  other  fel- 
low of  victory  when  we  are  a  slave  to 
fear  of  defeat. 

The  text  says,  "David  encouraged  him- 
self." It  is  a  great  privilege  to  be  encour- 
aged by  another.  It  is  wonderful  to  have 
a  friend  put  hope  into  us,  but  sometimes 
we  seem  to  be  forgotten.  There  are  many 
battles  that  must  be  fought  alone.  Hap- 
py is  the  man  who  has  in  some  measure 
become  independent  of  others,  and  who 
can  encourage  himself.  David  was  such 
a  man.  He  had  no  friend  to  encourage 
him,  but  he  encouraged  himself. 

How    did    David    encourage    himself? 


David,  the  man  of  the 
text,  is  a  great  encourager. 
We  are  profoundly  interested 
in  him;  he  puts  heart  in  us. 
He  makes  us  believe  in  the 
dawn  of  tomorrow.  He 
makes  us  forget  our  failures 
and  defeats,  and  throw  away 
our  fears,  and  lay  hold  upon 
hope  and  the  expectation  of 
victory.  The  text  does  not 
say  that  David  encouraged 
others,  "for  David  encour- 
aged himself" — but  that  is 
essential  to  real  encourage- 
ment to  others.  It  is  impossi- 
ble  to  inspire  others  to  take 


THERE'S  A  GUIDING  HAND 


As  I  travel  on  my  journey  t'ward  the  setting  of  the 

sun, 
Whether  sunshine  or  in  shadows,  night  or  day; 
Jesus  stays  so  close  beside  me,  helps  me  through 

the  race  I   run, 
There's  a  hand  that's  safely  guiding  all   the  way, 

Oh  hallelujah! 

There's  a  hand  that's  always  guiding, 
Over  life's  rough  weary  way, 
By  this  hand   I'm  safely  hiding 
From  the  tempter  day  by  day; 
When  the  storms  around  are  beating, 
It  will  make  the  sun  to  shine, 
Oh  what  joy  it  is  in  meeting, 
With   the  hand  of  love  divine. 


He  did  not  do  it  by  denying  or  ignoring 
the  difficult  situation  in  which  he  found 
himself.  He  did  not  try  to  make  him- 
self think  he  wasn't  in  the  midst  of 
trouble.  He  saw  the  dark  side  of  the  sit- 
uation, but  he  also  saw  the  bright  side. 
So  many  people  see  only  the  dark  side 
of  life.  They  are  like  Elisha's  servant  at 
Dothan.  When  he  and  Elisha  were  so 
completely  surrounded  by  the  enemy,  he 
cried,  "Alas,  my  master!  how  shall  we 
do?"  But  Elisha  had  the  spirit  of  David 
and  said,  "Fear  not:  for  they  that  be 
with  us  are  more  than  they  that  be  with 
them." 
Nor  did  David  encourage  himself  with 
the  prospect  of  throwing 
~  down  his  task  and  running 
away.  Many  try  to  encourage 
themselves  in  this  way,  in- 
stead of  making  up  their 
minds  to  put  more  energy  and 
effort  into  it  and  go  ahead. 
Don't  be  a  quitter!  A  quitter 
never  wins  and  a  winner  nev- 
er quits.  If  you  fail,  try 
again.  If  you  stumble  and 
fall,  get  up,  brush  off  the 
dust,  put  a  little  oil  on  the 
bruise  and  go  at  it  again. 
The  individual  who  encour- 
ages himself  to  quit  is  a  cow- 
ard. 

How  did  David  encourage 
himself?  "He  encouraged 
himself  in  the  Lord  his  God." 
He  brought  his  difficulties, 
his  sorrows,  his  failures,  his 
perplexities  to  the  Lord.  He 
put  his  case  in  the  hands  of 
Him  of  whom  it  is  written, 
"He  shall  not  fail  nor  be  dis- 
couraged." He  was  the  one 
sure  help  for  David  and  He  is 
the  one  sure  help  for  us. 

Let  us  notice,  briefly,  the 
circumstances  in  the  midst  of 
which  David  encouraged 
himself.  He  was  face  to  face 
with  a  great  failure.  He  was 
living  in  the  land  of  the 
Philistines  and  they  had  giv- 
en him  charge  of  the  city  of 
Ziklag  where  he  and  his  peo- 
ple resided.  But  the  enemy 
had  come  and  raided  the  city, 
captured  and  destroyed  it. 
This  failure  was  hard  to  bear. 
Yet  in  the  midst  of  it  he  en- 
couraged himself.  Any  fail- 
ure  is   hard   to  face   but   we 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 
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Hymn  Stories 


*****jm.***.**********************************************-** 
OUR  CHRISTMAS  CAROLS 

Lois  Snelling 


Carols!  What  a  beautiful  feature  of 
Christmas  time  is  the  singing  of  these  old 
loved  songs!  We  appreciate  them  on 
church  programs,  over  the  radio,  in  any 
group  singing,  but  most  of  all  we  appre- 
ciate them  beneath  the  windows  of  our 
homes  on  a  frosty  night.  Christmas  carols 
sung  by  young  "waits"  in  the  open  night 
air  have  an  appeal  possessed  by  no  other 
form  of  singing — an  appeal  that  has  lasted 
through  the  centuries.  When  you  see  a 
picture  depicting  carol  singers,  those  sing- 
ers, in  all  probability,  will  be  rosy- 
cheeked,  hearty  youngsters  garbed  in  cos- 
tumes of  the  Middle  Ages.  Carols  were 
sung  before  the  Middle  Ages,  and  they 
have  been  sung  since,  but  it  was  at  that 
period  of  history  that  they  reached  the 
height  of  their  popularity  in  Europe.  And 
that,  perhaps,  is  the  reason  why  Middle 
Ages  fashions  have  become  so  closely  as- 
sociated with  carollers. 

The  Christmas  carols  are  inseparably 
mixed  up  with  old  English  traditions. 
They  were  thriving  during  the  reign  of 
the  Tudor  rulers,  and  in  1525  when 
Henry  VIII  lay  dangerously  ill,  a  strict 
prohibition  was  made  against  "carols, 
bells  and  merry-making."  In  15  62  Eliza- 
beth permitted  a  license  to  be  issued  to 
Thomas  Tyndale  to  print  "certayne  good- 
ly Carowles  to  be  songe  to  the  glory  of 
God."  But  the  singing  of  "Carowles,"  no 
matter  how  "goodly,"  was  not  the  Puri- 
tans' idea  of  the  proper  way  to  glorify 
God.  Making  a  general  attack  on  the 
prevalent  manner  of  observing  the  Lord's 
birthday,  they  sought  to  banish  carols, 
along  with  the  pagan-bequeathed  holly 
and  mistletoe.  However,  1661  found 
Charles  Stuart  back  on  the  throne,  and  a 
brand  new  book  off  the  press.  The  title 
of  this  book  was  "The  New  Carols  for  the 
Merry  Time  of  Christmas,  to  Sundry 
Pleasant  Tunes." 

There  are  many,  many  carols,  some  of 
them  dating  far  back  into  the  early  cen- 
turies of  Christianity.  That  ancient  fa- 
vorite, "Adeste  Fidelis,"  has  never  been 
traced  to  its  definite  origin,  but  it  is 
thought  to  have  been  composed  by  the 
thirteenth  century  Franciscan  monk,  St. 


Bonaventura.  Martin  Luther  had  a  great 
influence  upon  our  hymnology.  Prior  to 
his  acts  of  reformation,  church  singing 
had  been  done  only  by  the  priests  and 
specially  selected  choirs.  In  the  infant 
Protestant  Church  in  Germany,  Luther 
introduced  congregational  singing.  It  met 
with  instant  popularity,  and  the  people 
were  thus  given  an  opportunity  to  offer 
their  praise  through  the  medium  of  song. 
Luther  himself  was  an  excellent  singer, 
as  well  as  being  gifted  on  the  flute  and 
the  lute. 

In  1703  Nahum  Tate  wrote,  "While 
Shepherds  Watched  Their  Flocks  by 
Night,"  and  in  1818  the  world  was 
blessed  with  the  acquisition  of  that 
matchless  hymn,  "Silent  Night,  Holy 
Night."  "Silent  Night"  was  first  written 
and  sung  in  Germany,  but  neither  its 
author  nor  its  musical  composer  was  Ger- 
man. Josef  Mohr,  author  of  the  poem,  and 
Franz  Guber,  who  composed  the  melody, 
were  natives  of  Austria.  The  words  and 
musical  setting  were  written  on  Christ- 
mas Eve  of  1818  and  the  song  was  sung 
that  night  at  the  St.  Nicholas  parish 
church  in  the  Alpine  village  of  Obern- 
dorf,  in  Austria. 

The  nineteenth  century  produced  many 
other  beautiful  Christmas  songs.  Dinah 
Maria  Mulock,  the  English  writer,  gave  us 
that  great  favorite,  "God  Rest  Ye,  Merry 
Gentlemen,"  and  from  Cristina  G.  Ros- 
etti,  another  English  woman,  came  the 
lovely  lines: 

"Before  the  paling  of  the  stars, 
Before  the  ^vinter  morn, 

Before  the  earliest  cockcrow , 
Jesus  Christ  was  born." 

It  was  an  American,  Josiah  Gilbert 
Holland,  who  sang: 

"There's  a  song  in  the  air! 
There's  a  star  in  the  sky! 

There's  a  Mother's  deep  prayer 
And  the  Baby's  low  cry!" 

And  how  we  love  Phillips  Brooks'  "O, 
Little  Town  of  Bethlehem!"  Written  in 
1868,  the  song  was  born  of  its  author's 
memories  of  the  "little  town."  Three  years 
before,  the  young  rector  of  the  Church  of 
the  Holy  Trinity  in  Philadelphia  had 
visited  Palestine.  In  writing  home  about 
Bethlehem,  he  said,  "We  rode  out  of  town 


to  the  field  where  they  say  the  shepherds 
saw  the  star.  As  we  passed,  the  shepherds 
were  still  keeping  watch  over  their  flocks, 
or  leading  them  to  the  fold,  just  as  they 
had  done  so  many,  many  years  before 
when  they  came  to  tell  of  the  birth  of  the 
Christ  child."  That  night  Brooks  attended 
a  midnight  Christmas  service  in  the 
Church  of  the  Nativity,  which  is  built  on 
the  spot  supposed  to  be  the  site  of  the 
manger  where  Jesus  was  born.  His  Christ- 
mas visit  to  these  holy  places  inspired  him 
to  write  the  poem,  "O,  Little  Town  of 
Bethlehem."  Three  years  later  he  found 
himself  in  need  of  a  Christmas  song  for 
the  children  of  his  Sunday  school,  and  he 
called  "O,  Little  Town"  into  service,  the 
music  being  composed  by  Lewis  H.  Red- 
ner. 

Our  Christmas  carols  are  a  lovely  phase 
of  the  holy  season,  and  we  can  feel  no 
sorrow  for  the  expurgating  Puritans  in 
their  failure  to  hush  their  melody.  Old 
and  new,  they  are  beautiful!  But  what 
one  of  them  has  ever  reached  the  grandeur 
of  that  oldest  of  them  all — that  carol 
sung  so  majestically  by  the  angels  of 
glory  on  the  first  Christmas  night?  As 
recorded  by  St.  Luke,  they  sang  as  their 
chorus: 

"Glory  to  God  in  the  highest, 
And  on  earth  peace, 
Good  will  towards  men." 


The  Christmas  Guest 

Once  upon  a  time  a  mother  was  sit- 
ting with  her  children  at  the  table.  It 
was  Christmas  Day,  and  the  home  was 
poor  and  the  meal  frugal,  with  hardly 
enough  for  each  and  nothing  over  for 
the  stranger.  While  the  mother  was  di- 
viding their  portions  to  the  children,  sad 
at  heart  because  there  was  so  little  to 
give,  a  child  came  to  the  door,  cold  and 
hungry,  and  begged  for  food  and  shelter. 
The  child's  face  won  his  appeal  and  every 
one  at  the  table  gave  a  little  to  the  guest. 
And  then  the  family  closed  their  eyes 
and  bowed  their  heads  to  thank  God  for 
His  mercy,  when  a  voice,  tender  and 
beautiful  beyond  all  words,  blessed  the 
mother  and  her  children.  They  opened 
their  eyes  and  looked,  and  behold!  the 
stranger  had  departed.  Then  they  knew 
that  the  Christ  Child  had  come  to  them, 
as  He  cometh  at  Christmas  tide  to  every 
one  who  is  of  a  simple  and  kindly  heart. 
— Selected. 
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WHY  I  KNOW  THE  BIBLE  IS  THE 
WORD  OF  GOD 


(Continued  from   last  issue) 


The  Testimony  of  the  Human 
Heart 

One  day  a  skeptic  asked  a  highly  edu- 
cated and  cultured  Christian  woman 
how  she  could  prove  the  Bible  was  the 
Word  of  God,  and  she  said  to  him,  "How 
can  you  prove  there  is  a  sun  in  the  sky?" 

"Why,"  he  replied,  "because  it  warms 
me  and  I  can  see  its  light." 

"And  so  it  is  with  me,"  she  said,  "the 
proof  of  this  Book  being  the  Word  of 
God  is  that  it  warms  my  soul  and  gives 
it  light." 

We  have  now  considered  eight  reasons 
for  believing  this  Book  to  be  the  verita- 
ble Word  of  God,  and  here  is  a  ninth, 
the  testimony  of  the  human  heart. 

If  you  want  to  know  in  a  single  sent- 
ence what  that  means  I  can  tell  you 
best  in  the  words  of  one  of  the  great 
English  poets. 

"I  know  the  Bible  is  inspired  because 
it  inspires  me." 

And  if  you  would  further  seek  to 
know  what  that  means  I  could  have 
asked  you  until  a  few  years  ago  to  come 
with  me  to  a  little  town  in  western  In- 
diana. You  could  have  seen  there  a  liv- 
ing picture  which  has  stamped  itself  in 
my  memory  more  indelibly  than  if  grav- 
en in  plates  of  steel.  It  is  after  nine 
o'clock  at  night  and  in  a  quiet,  hum- 
ble home  sits  an  old  gray-haired  man, 
bending  down  in  rapt  attention  and  con- 
suming interest  over  the  pages  of  an  old 
and  well-worn  Book,  which  seems  to 
shine  upon  his  face  with  a  glorified  light. 
It  is  the  Bible.  Year  after  year  and  night 
after  night  the  years  through  he  has 
been  sitting  there.  Let  us  go  in  and  for 
your  satisfaction  I  will  put  the  ques- 
tion, "Father,  how  do  you  know  this 
Book  is  the  Word  of  God?  You  are  not 
in  any  sense  a  learned  man;  you  have 
never  been  to  the  university;  you  have 
never  read  Butler's  Analogy,  nor  Janet's 
Final  Cause;  you  are  not  in  any  sense 
acquainted  with  the  learned  disquisitions 
of  an  Augustine,  an  Erasmus  or  a  Paley. 
How  is  it  that  you  have  come  to  believe 
that  this  Book  is  the  very  Word  of  Him- 
self?" 

And  you  would  hear  him  say:  "Believe 
it  to  be  the  Word  of  God!  Yes,  I  know 
it  is — my  heart,  my  soul,  my  whole  being 


tells  me  it  is  so.  This  Book — what  a  Book 
it  is!  It  has  revealed  to  me  things  no  man 
could  ever  tell  me;  it  has  given  me  a 
peace  that  passes  understanding  and  a 
joy  I  never  knew  before;  it  has  given  me 
wisdom  when  I  have  been  perplexed  and 
changed  my  sorrow  into  a  song!  It  has 
quieted  my  fears  and  quenched  my 
bleeding  wounds;  it  has  kept  the  graves 
of  my  loved  ones  green  and  kindled  in 
my  soul  the  hope  of  a  coming  resurrec- 
tion; it  has  changed  death,  which  for 
me  is  not  far  away,  from  a  dark  mes- 
senger of  dread  into  an  angel  of  glad 
tidings.  The  Book  of  God?  I  am  as  sure  of 
it  as  I  am  that  i  am  sitting  here  a  liv- 
ing,   breathing   man." 

This  is  what  I  mean  by  the  testimony 
of  the  human  heart.  I  mean  what  Robert 
Browning  wrote,  "My  idle  reasonings 
sometimes  make  me  a  little  skeptical, 
but    the   necessities   of    my   heart    always 


The  Bible 

When  I  am  tired,  the  Bible  is  my  bed; 

Or  in  the  dark,  the  Bible  is  my  light; 
When  I  am  hungry,  it  is  vital  bread; 

Or  fearful,  it  is  armor  for  the  fight; 
When  I  am   sick,   'tis   healing  medicine; 

Or  lonely,  thronging  friends  I  find 
therein. 

If  I  would  work,  the  Bible  is  my  tool; 

Or  play,  it  is  a  harp  of  happy  sound. 
If  I  am  ignorant,  it  is  my  school; 

If  I  am  sinking,  it  is  solid  ground. 
If  I  am   cold,   the   Bible  is  my  fire; 

And  wings,   if  boldly   I  aspire. 

Should  I  be  lost,  the  Bible  is  my  guide; 
Or  naked,  it  is  raiment,  rich  and  warm. 
Am  I  imprisoned,  it  is  ranges  wide; 
Or  tempest-tossed,  a  shelter  from  the 
storm. 
Would  I  adventure,  'tis  a  gallant  sea; 
Or  would  I  rest,  it  is  a  flowery  lea. 
— Author  Unknown. 


give  the  lie  to  cold  philosophizings." 

I  mean  what  Daniel  Webster  had 
chiseled  on  his  gravestone,  "Philosophical 
argument  has  sometimes  shaken  my  rea- 
son for  the  faith  that  was  in  me,  but 
my  heart  has  always  assured  me  that  the 
Gospel  of  Jesus  Christ  must  be  a  reality." 
1  mean  what  Coleridge  said,  "I  know 
that  the  Bible  is  the  Word  of  God  be- 
cause it  finds  me  in  the  deep  places  of 
my  being." 

"In  the  deep  places  of  my  being." 
That  is  where  the  Word  of  God  takes 
bold  with  its  quickening,  energizing  and 
transforming  power.  That  is  where  the 
actual   man  really  is. 

I  do  not  wonder  that  the  ingenious 
gentleman  of  analytical  notoriety,  who 
undertook  to  find  out  just  what  is  in  a 
man,  came  to  the  conclusion  that  the 
Bible  is  right  when  it  says  that  man  is 
"fearfully  and  wonderfully  made."  He 
discovered  that  the  average  man  contains 
the  constituents  found  in  1200  eggs. 
There  is  enough  gas  in  him  to  fill  a  gaso- 
meter of  3649  cubic  feet.  The  iron  in 
him  will  make  four  ten  penny  nails.  His 
phosphate  contents  will  make  8,064  boxes 
of  matches.  There  is  enough  hydrogen  in 
him,  in  combination,  to  fill  a  balloon  and 
carry  him  above  the  clouds.  And  out  of 
the  remaining  constituents  you  can  make 
seventy-five  candles,  a  good-sized  cake 
of  soap,  six  teaspoonsful  of  salt,  a  bowl 
of   sugar   and   ten   gallons   of   water. 

Now  some  people  may  think  that  a 
very  delicate  and  wonderful  analytical 
dissection.  We  don't;  and  when  it  is  all 
over,  we  feel  like  asking,  Is  that  all  there 
is  in  a  man? 

No,  that  is  not  all.  The  biggest  part 
of  man  the  analysist  has  overlooked;  for 
there  is  something  in  the  deep  places  of 
a  man's  being  that  does  not  discover  it- 
self to  the  critical  eye  of  the  chemist, 
nor  yield  itself  to  the  mortar  and  the 
pestle.  The  real  man  is  not  the  outward 
man  that  responds  to  scalpel  and  mi- 
croscope, but  the  inward  man  of  con- 
science and  soul  and  heart  that  responds 
to  the  Word  of  the  Spirit  of  God  who 
called   it   into   being. 

"It  finds  me,"  said  Coleridge,  "in  the 
deep  places  of  my  being."  And  so  it  finds 
me,  and  it  finds  you  and  it  finds  every 
man  who  has  ever  come  to  it  humbly 
and  honestly  seeking  to  know  the  truth. 
Intellectual  pride,  of  course,  it  cannot 
brook. 

Have  you  ever  read  those  remarkable 
words  of  Heinrich  Heine,  the  Jewish  poet 
and  cynic,  who,  after  having  found 
Christ,  became  once  more  involved  in 
doubt,  and  later  seems  to  have  returned 
to  Christ  when  night  and  death  were 
falling?   He  said: 

"Astonishing!  That  after  I  have 
(Continued   on   page   32) 
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A   Man   Who  Moved   Mountains 

Frances   Fitzpatrick   Wright 

Nearly  a  century  and  a  half  ago,  in  the 
village  of  Paulersbury,  Northamptonshire, 
a  cobbler  sat  one  day  at  his  bench,  mend- 
ing a  shoe.  Against  the  wall,  over  the 
bench,  was  tacked  a  map  of  the  world. 
Now  and  then  the  cobbler  stopped  driv- 
ing pegs  into  the  shoe  on  the  last,  and 
raised  his  eyes  to  the  map,  remarkable 
eyes  they  were,  lighted  with  a  fine  intelli- 
gence. 

Gazing  at  the  map,  the  cobbler's  face 
was  touched  with  an  expression  that  was 
like  physical  hunger.  Instead  of  irregular 
spots  of  color,  printed  on  a  piece  of  paper, 
he  could  see  as  if  it  were  before  his  eyes, 
the  country  of  India,  crowded  with  men 
and  women.  He  knew  that  their  eyes  had 
not  seen  the  light  of  the  world,  their  ears 
had  not  heard  the  Good  Shepherd's  voice. 

The  cobbler's  name  was  William  Carey. 
He  had  made  up  his  mind  to  go  to  India, 
and  to  make  known  to  India's  hordes  of 
people  the  words  of  Jesus  of  Nazareth. 
It  seemed  to  ordinary  people  like  the 
dream  of  a  madman.  What  chance  was 
there  for  a  poor  English  cobbler,  with  a 
wife  half -insane,  and  a  family  of  children, 
to  go  to  India  as  a  missionary?  Ah,  but 
to  William  Carey  it  seemed  possible,  be- 
cause his  mind  did  not  dwell  on  the  ob- 
stacles that  lay  in  his  path,  but  on  the 
goal  he  wanted  to  reach.  It  was  our  Lord 
who  said  that  if  one  has  even  a  little  faith, 
no  bigger  than  a  grain  of  mustard  seed, 
he  can  move  mountains. 

Between  cobbling  shoes  and  preaching, 
Carey  studied  languages.  In  1794  he  set 
sail  for  India,  and  founded  at  Serampore, 
near  Calcutta,  the  first  Baptist  mission. 
In  the  forty  remaining  years  of  his  life, 
Carey  continued  to  move  mountains.  He 
became  one  of  the  world's  best-known 
scholars  of  oriental  languages,  and  be- 
came a  professor  of  languages  at  Fort 
William  College,  in  Calcutta.  But  the 
purpose  of  his  scholarship  in  languages 
was  to  make  the  Bible,  particularly  the 
words  of  Jesus,  available  to  as  many  dif- 
ferent people  as  possible.  He,  therefore, 
established  a  publishing  house,  and  in  less 
than  thirty-five  years  he  issued  more  than 
two  hundred  thousand  Bibles,  or  portions 
of  the  Bible,  in  forty  different  oriental 
languages.  His  life  is  an  extraordinary 
demonstration  of  the  truth  of  Jesus' 
words  when  He  said,  "All  things  are  pos- 
sible to  him  that  believeth." — The  Am- 
bassador. 


Try  Him  Once  More 

Some  years  ago  in  a  manufacturing 
town  of  Scotland,  a  young  lady  applied 
to  the  superintendent  of  a  Sunday  school 
for  a  class.  At  his  suggestion  she  gathered 
a  class  of  poor  boys.  The  superintendent 
told  them  to  come  to  his  house  during  the 
week,  and  he  would  get  them  each  a  new 
suit  of  clothes.  They  came  and  were  nice- 
ly fitted  out. 

The  worst  and  most  unpromising  boy 
in  the  class  was  a  lad  named  Bob.  After 
two  or  three  Sundays  he  was  missing,  and 
the  teacher  went  to  hunt  him  up.  She 
found  that  his  new  clothes  were  torn  and 
dirty,  but  she  invited  him  back  to  the 
school,  and  he  came. 

The  superintendent  gave  him  a  new 
second  suit,  but,  after  attending  once  or 
twice,  Robert  again  absented  himself. 
Once  more  she  sought  him  out,  only  to 
find  that  the  second  suit  had  gone  the  way 
of  the  first. 

"I  am  utterly  discouraged  about  Bob," 
she  said,  when  she  reported  the  case  to 
the  superintendent,  "and  must  give  him 
up." 

"Please  don't  do  that,"  the  superin- 
tendent answered,  "I  cannot  but  hope 
there  is  something  good  in  Bob.  Try  him 
once  more.  I'll  give  him  a  third  suit  if 
he'll  promise  to  attend  regularly." 

Bob  did  promise  and  received  his  third 
new  suit.  He  attended  regularly  after 
that,  and  got  interested  in  the  school.  He 
became  an  earnest  and  persevering  seeker 
after  Jesus.  He  found  Him.  He  joined  the 
church.  He  was  made  a  teacher.  He 
studied  for  the  ministry. 

The  end  of  the  account  is  that  that 
discouraging  boy — that  forlorn,  ragged, 
runaway  Bob — became  the  Rev.  Robert 
Morrison,  the  great  missionary  to  China, 
who  translated  the  Bible  into  the  Chinese 
language,  and  by  so  doing  opened  the 
Kingdom  of  Heaven  to  the  teeming  mil- 
lions of  that  vast  country. — Church  of 
Scotland's  Children's  Review. 

Don't  Snub 

Don't  snub  a  boy  because  he  wears 
shabby  clothes.  When  Edison,  the  invent- 
or of  the  telephone,  first  entered  Boston, 
he  wore  a  pair  of  yellow  linen  breeches, 
although  it  was  in  the  depth  of  winter. 

Don't  snub  a  boy  because  his  home  is 
plain  and  unpretending.  Abraham  Lin- 
coln's early  home  was  a  log  cabin. 

Don't  snub  a  boy  because  of  the  ig- 
norance of  his  parents.  Shakespeare  was 
the  son  of  a  man  who  was  unable  to  write 


his  own  name. 

Don't  snub  a  boy  because  he  chooses  a 
humble  trade.  The  author  of  Pilgrim's 
Progress  was  a  tinker. 

Don't  snub  anyone:  not  alone  because 
some  day  he  might  outstrip  you  in  the 
race  of  life,  but  because  it  is  neither  kind, 
nor  right,   nor  Christian. — Sel. 

Starving   In  the  Midst  of  Plenty 

We  read  of  a  very  rich  man,  worth 
millions  of  dollars,  who  was  said  to  have 
literally  starved  to  death.  For  many 
months  before  he  died  he  was  unable  to 
digest  any  solid  food.  He  gave  great  ban- 
quets, but  he  could  not  partake  of  the 
delicacies  he  provided  for  others.  Al- 
though he  took  some  pleasure  in  enter- 
taining foreign  princes  and  important 
personages,  he  himself  slowly  wasted 
away. 

Opulence  and  luxury  are  not  life,  nor 
can  the  splendors  of  this  world  become  an 
adequate  substitute  for  real  living.  While 
we  know  this,  how  pitiful  is  the  knowl- 
edge that  in  the  realm  of  spiritual  and 
eternal  things  there  are  souls  that  seem 
to  be  withering  away.  We  must  have  the 
spiritual  appetites  within  ourselves  if  we 
are  not  to  become  so  debauched  that  we 
have  little  or  no  capacity  for  faith  and 
hope  and  love.  Jesus  never  said  anything 
more  clearly  true  than  this:  "Blessed  are 
they  which  do  hunger  and  thirst  after 
righteousness:  for  they  shall  be  filled." — 
The  Watchman-Examiner. 

Her  Practicing 

A  young  girl  was  asked,  "Whose 
preaching  brought  you  to  Christ?"  "It 
wasn't  anybody's  preaching;  it  was  Aunt 
Mary's  practicing,"  she  replied.  We  can't 
all  stand  in  pulpits  and  preach,  but  we 
can  all  live  our  lives  in  such  a  way  that 
they  will  cause  others  to  want  to  come  to 
Jesus.  Our  actions  sometimes  count  for 
far  more  than  any  word  we  might  say. 
Being  patient,  giving  a  soft  answer,  doing 
everything  as  unto  the  Lord  Himself,  will 
oftentimes  win  a  soul  where  preaching 
would  not.  If  others  see  that  the  Lord 
really  has  the  power  to  keep  you,  they 
will  want  Him  too. 

One  cannot  be  false  at  home  and  really 
true  anywhere  else. — Our  Pentecostal 
Boys  and  Girls. 

A   Recipe  for  Courtesy 

Lucy   E.   Keeler 

"Aunty,"  said  a  gentleman  who  had 
just  learned  that  the  youngest  son  of  his 
Negro  cook  had  been  appointed  steno- 
grapher to  a  large  manufacturer,  "tell  me 
how  you  have  brought  up  your  children 
so  that  each  one  of  them  has  become  so 
good  and  useful  a  man." 

"Oh,  honey,"  was  the  reply,  "that's 
nothing.  I  hadn't  no  education  and  I 
could  only  teach  them  three  things — just 
the  three  things  I  taught  'em:  their 
prayers  and  their  manners  and  to  work." 
— J/  J  Were  a  Boy. 
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Cjaaa  Jnatteson  s  (yhristmas  Cfifts 

Nellie  L.  Harrington 

"I  must  begin  to  think  about 
Christmas,"  said  little  Mrs.  Adda 
Matteson  to  herself.  "When 
Thanksgiving  is  past  the  days  fair- 
ly fly  and  Christmas  is  here  before 
you  know  it.  Let  me  see.  There 
must  be  something  for  Mother  and 
Daddy,  and  June  and  Carl.  And 
Bob's  mother  and  father  and  his 
sister,  Leora,  and  her  family,  and 
his  young  brother,  Tom,  and  his 
sisters,  Martha  and  Susanne. 
There!  That's  the  relatives.  Now 
for  the  friends!  I  think  I  had  bet- 
ter balance  them  pretty  evenly, 
Bob's  and  mine.  His  chum,  J.  T. 
Halloway,  and  mine,  Helen  Nel- 
son. Dick  Charmers  sent  us  a  gor- 
geous wedding  present,  and  so  did 
Clara  Dinsmore,"  and  so  she  went 
happily  on  writing  down  name 
after  name  of  persons  who,  for 
some  reason — or  none — had  a 
claim  on  their  generosity  this 
Christmastide. 

To  her  dismay  she  counted 
forty-nine  names!  "Mercy!"  she  exclaimed,  "we  can  never  buy 
for  all  of  those  people!  I'll  have  to  cut  that  down  a  bit.  What 
would  Bob  say  to  a  list  like  that?  Oh,  dear,  it's  hard  to  have 
to  count  the  pennies,"  and  she  thought,  wistfully,  of  the  salary 
check  she  had  relinquished  last  June  in  exchange  for  the  name 
of  "Matteson,"  and  the  young  man  that  went  with  it. 

She  had  already  learned  that  her  husband's  thirty-five  dollars 
a  week  was  strictly  limited.  It  covered  rent,  of  course,  and  the 
necessaries  of  life,  but  there  was  little  left  for  extras.  And  there 
were  so  many  "extras"  that  seemed  necessary  to  her.  Why  was 
it,  she  wondered. 

Of  course,  Bob  was  good  to  her,  she  told  herself,  loyally.  If 
only  they  didn't  have  to  give  all  that  money  to  the  church 
every  week,  she  thought,  half -guiltily. 

Her  husband  had  been  taught  from  childhood  that  the  tenth 
belonged  to  the  Lord.  The  church  had  the  "storehouse  plan," 
and  each  week  his  tithe  was  put  into  the  envelope  and  they 
lived  on  the  rest. 

The  plan  was  ideal  if  both  young  people  cooperated,  but  while 
Adda  openly  acquiesced,  yet  in  her  heart  she  thought  it  a  waste 
of  perfectly  good  money  which  they  themselves  could  have 
used  to  much  better  advantage.  She  had  tried  to  say  this  to 
Bob  one  time.  He  was  usually  considered  a  very  clever  young 
man,  but  on  this  point  she  found  him  exasperatingly  obtuse. 

"If  I  had  a  house  for  rent,  would  it  be  unfair  to  demand 
payment  of  the  tenant?"  he  had  asked.  "When  God  gives  me 
life  and  the  means  to  sustain  it,  and  asks  only  a  tithe  of 
whatever  income  I  may  earn,  have  I  the  moral  right  to  withhold 
it?  I  think  not."  And  he  had  said  it  with  such  finality  that 
she  had  no  answering  argument.  But  nevertheless  the  thought 
rankled. 

So  now,  when  she  made  up  her  Christmas  list  she  thought, 
longingly,  of  all  those  dollars  that  had  gone  into  the  church 
treasury.  With  her  pencil  she  made  some  calculations.  She  gasped 
to  discover  that  the  amount  was  nearly  ninety  dollars!  What 
wouldn't  that  buy!  Why  she  could  get  a  two-dollar  present 
for  the  most  of  the  people  on  her  list. 

But — with  a  sigh  she  realized  that  there  were  no  ninety 
dollars.  It  had  already  been  poured  into  the  church  funds.  By 


this  time  most  likely,  the  preachers  and  mission  workers,  and 
the  others — vaguely — had  already  spent  their  portion  in  having 
a  good  time!  No.  She  would  take  that  back.  Christian  workers, 
so  far  as  she  could  see,  did  not  spend  the  Lord's  money 
frivolously.  If  she  could  believe  the  stories  she  heard  at  mission- 
ary meetings,  and  she  had  no  reason  to  doubt  them,  there  were 
never  enough  dollars  to  do  all  that  the  missionaries  wanted  or 
needed   to  have  done. 

Oh,  well,  she'd  better  get  Bob's  dinner  or  he  would  go  on  a 
starvation  diet  and  then  she  never  would  get  any  money.  A 
bright  idea  occurred  to  her.  Let  him  suggest  the  revision  of 
the  list! 

Her  few  months  of  married  life  had  taught  her  that  a 
husband  is  no  exception  to  the  rule  that  the  masculine  animal 
is  amiable  when  well-fed.  So  she  prepared  some  of  Bob's 
favorite  dishes. 

But  "it  is  a  poor  rule  that  will  not  work  both  ways."  Her 
husband's  suspicions  were  aroused  by  the  very  tempting  meal 
placed  before  him.  He  thought  of  a  number  of  delicious  dinners 
that  had  been  preludes  to  raids  on  his  pocketbook.  So  while 
he  enjoyed  the  viands  he  tried  to  stiffen  his  guard  that  he  might 
not  be  taken  unawares. 

It  took  close  figuring  to  meet  all  of  the  bills  as  they  came 
due  each  month  and  put  by  a  bit  in  the  savings  account.  And 
he  must  do  that.  He  knew  that  his  wife's  salary  had  equalled 
his  own.  And  he  knew,  too,  that  she  had  spent  it  entirely  on 
herself.  But  they  had  agreed,  with  the  sublime  optimism  of 
ignorance — that  "two  can  live  as  cheaply  as  one,"  but,  never- 
theless, the  process  had  cost  some  headaches.  As  head  of  the 
household  they  naturally  fell  to  his  lot. 

He  was  not  disposed  to  shirk  any  responsibilities,  but  he  did 
wish  Adda  would  realize  that  it  was  her  share  of  the  partnership 
to  keep  the  household  expenses  within  the  limits  they  had  set. 
She  could  find  one  excuse  or  another  for  breaking  over — and 
each  time  it  made  serious  inroads  on  that  savings  fund!  So,  now, 
he  recognized  the  symptoms  of  another  demand.  Sure  enough, 
over  the  empty  dessert  plates  it  came. 

"Bob,  how  much  can  we  afford  to  spend  for  Christmas  this 
year?" 

"Christmas!  Oh,  that's  right.  It  will  soon  be  here,  won't  it?" 
he  tried  to  say  carelessly.  So  that  was  it,  he  told  himself,  and 
his  heart  sank.  The  birth  of  our  Lord  Jesus  in  a  lowly  manger, 
nineteen  hundred  years  ago,  could  be  made  the  occasion  of 
wildest   extravagance  in   this   twentieth   century! 

"Yes,"  she  said  enthusiastically,  "Christmas  comes  so  soon 
after  Thanksgiving.  The  stores  are  filled  already  with  ,the 
loveliest  things." 

"Well,  what  about  it?  Do  you  want  me  to  get  you  a  diamond 
tiara  to  wear  to  the  missionary  meeting?"  he  tried  to  tease. 

She  ignored  it.  She  would  not  allow  herself  to  show  anger, 
although  he  knew  well  enough  what  she  meant.  Nevertheless 
she  explained  patiently,  "There  are  a  good  many  people  that 
we  certainly  should  send  gifts  to." 

"Gifts!  Who?  Why?"  he  demanded. 

"Yes,  gifts.  Here  is  the  list  I  made  out  today,"  and  her  lips 
were  tight.  Why  must  she  be  dependent  on  the  whim  of  a 
man!  Oh,  if  she  only  had  her  old  salary! 

Robert  Matteson  took  the  list  and  mechanically  counted  the 
names.  Forty-nine!  And  for  some  of  them  he  saw  that  even  a 
dollar  gift  would  be  inexpressibly  cheap.  He  kept  his  eyes  glued 
to  the  paper  long  after  every  name  on  it  was  etched  on  his 
brain.  He  did  not  dare  trust  his  lips  to  speak.  He  might  say 
unkind  words  that  he  would  long  regret. 

His  wife  began  to  have  a  ray  of  hope  from  his  long  study 
of  her  list,  but  when  he  spoke  in  level,  guarded  tones,  she  knew 
that  it  had  been  a  fight  for  self-control.  "Why  did  you  think  it 
necessary  to  send  presents  to  all  of  these  people?" 

"Well,  most  of  them  gave  us  wedding  presents,"  she  said, 
defensively. 

(Continued  on  page  33) 
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Christmas  in  Many  Lands 


By  Eugenie  du   Maurier 


the 


IN  many  localities  there  exists  the  beau- 
tiful thought  that  the  gates  of  Heaven 
stand  open  on  Christmas  Eve,  and  that 
he  whose  soul  takes  flight  during  that 
hallowed  time  arrives  straightway  at  the 
Throne  of  Grace. 

In  the  southern  part  of  England  the 
peasantry  assert  that  oxen  kneel  in  prayer 
in  their  stalls  at  midnight  on  the  anni- 
versary of  the  Nativity.  In  other  locali- 
ties bees  are  said  to  sing  in  their  hives  at 
the  same  hour  and  subterranean  bells  to 
ring  a  merry  peal. 

According  to  legends  of  ancient  Brit- 
ain, cocks  crow  lustily  at  night  on  De- 
cember 24th,  to  frighten  away  the 
witches  and  evil  spirits. 

In  Bavaria  some  of  the  farmers  make 
frequent  and  apparently  aimless  trips  to 
cause  the  hemp  to  grow  thick  and  tall. 
On  Christmas  Eve  in  Venezuela  there 
is  very  little  sleep.  This  night  is  called 
La  Noche  Buena,  the  good  night.  There 
is  plenty  of  festivity.  It  is  a  family 
feast.  Friends  go  to  see  friends.  When 
calls  cannot  be  made  cards  are  sent,  both 
on  Christmas  Day  and  on  New  Year's 
Day,  a  custom  not  unlike  that 
United  States.  On  Christmas 
Eve  all  the  children  hang  up 
their  stockings,  which  are  filled 
with  presents,  a  custom  intro- 
duced from  Germany.  They 
also  have  Christmas  trees  and 
decorate  them  with  bonbons, 
fruits  and   lighted  candles. 

In  Norway  the  peasants 
have  a  pretty  custom  of  fas- 
tening a  sheaf  of  wheat  to  a 
long  pole  on  the  housetops  for 
the  wild  birds  to  feast  on  in 
the  early   morning. 

In  Holland  the  young  men 
bear  a  large  silver  star  through 
the  streets,  collecting  alms 
from  the  bystanders  for  the 
sick  and  needy. 

Pines  or  firs  not  being  ob- 
tainable in  the  tropical  islands 
of  the  Pacific  Ocean,  the  in- 
habitants sometimes  cut  down 
a  fruit  tree,  such  as  the  orange 
or  guava,  or  sometimes  actual- 
ly manufacture  a  tree  from 
wood,  covering  the  bare,  stiff 
branches  with  clinging  vines 
and   evergreens. 

In  Ireland  every  door  is  left 
open,  and  a  lighted  candle  put 
in  the  window  so  that  should 
St.  Joseph  and  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin come  to  them,  every  home 
will  be  ready  to  receive  them. 
In    Germany   the   Christmas 


season  begins  six  weeks  before  Christ- 
mas. Everyone  remains  at  home  Christ- 
mas Eve.  Those  who  have  no  home  or  live 
alone  are  invited  to  spend  the  day  with 
some  friend  or  neighbor,  so  that  no  one 
may  be  lonely.  Every  house  has  a  Christ- 
mas tree.  Even  the  hotels  and  restaurants 
and  the  hospitals  and  all  institutions 
have  them. 


At  Christmas  Dawn 


Just  sitting  awhile  in  the  kitchen  while  mother's  preparing  the 

meal; 
It's   time   when    memory   somehow   will   back   to   an   old    heart 

steal — - 
Say  tolerably  early  of  mornings  when   the    stock    have     been 

given  their  hay 
And  the  coffee  is  simmering  softly  and  the  roosters  are  crowing 

for  day, 
And  you  see  through  the  little  gauze  curtains  the  moon   like 

a  breast  pin  of  gold 
Fastened   on  the   bosom   of  darkness  by  the   Lord   before  time 

was  so  old. 


In  Switzerland  "Chris  Kringle"  visits 
every  home  carrying  the  Christ  Child. 
He  gives  presents  to  the  little  boys  and 

girls. 

A  pretty  custom  in  the  northern 
towns  of  Italy,  where  a  great  many 
Swiss  people  live,  is  to  build  a  manger  in 
every  house.  On  Christmas  Eve  the  priest 
comes  and  blesses  the  Holy  Child.  In 
Southern  Italy  the  little  children  go  to 
church  dressed  in  their  prettiest  clothes 
and  present  gifts  to  the  Holy  Child.  The 
love  of  the  Italian  people  for  the  Holy 
Child  and  His  mother  is  one  of  the  beau- 
tiful things  one  sees  in  Italy. 

The  people  who  live  in  the  Austrian 
Alps  go  down  into  the  valley  to  the 
homes  of  the  wealthy  on  Christmas  Eve 
and  ask  for  gifts.  Then  they  go  back  to 
their  mountain  homes  and  have  a  feast. 
In  Naples  the  country  people  go  into  the 
cities  carrying  musical  instruments,  and 
go  from  house  to  house  playing  and  sing- 
ing. They  are  given  money  or  some  pres- 
ent when  leaving. 

In   the   Holy   Land   many   persons   on 
Christmas  Eve  join  in  a  procession  and  go 
to   the   Church   of   the   Holy   Sepulchre, 
passing  through  the  Via  Dolorosa    (Way 
of  the  Cross)  and  passing  out  by  St.  Ste- 
phen's gate,  they  cross  the  plain  to  Beth- 
lehem. All  the  pilgrims  meet  at  the  gate 
of    Bethlehem,      coming    from    different 
directions,    and      go    to      the 
church,     which   is  said   to  be 
built  over  the  holy  cave. 

The  Christian  Chinese  cele- 
brate Christmas  much  the 
same  as  does  the  United  States. 
They  have  learned  the  customs 
from  the  missionaries  from  the 
United   States  and  England. 

In  Russia  and  Mexico  the 
wealthy  people  prepare  din- 
ners for  the  poor.  And  every- 
one receives  a  present. 


A  silence  come  settling  around  you  so  deep  it  is  very  near  seen 

Till  you  and  the  past  come  together  with  scarcely  a  minute 
between. 

And  you  feel  unusually  tender  in  a  sad  and  yet  glad  sort  of 
way — 

Just  sitting  around  and  a-dreaming  at  the  dawning  of  Christ- 
mas Dcy. 

A  person  don't  ever,  I  reckon,  forget  the  old  folks  at  home, 
No  matter  how  much  he  has  prospered,  no  matter  much  where 

he  may  roam; 
So  they  show  pretty  plain  at  such  moments  as  they  were  in  the 

days  gone  by. 
And   you    push   your   chair   in   the   shadows   to   hide   the   warm 

mist  in  your  eye. 
While  you  see  yourself  again   a  wee  toddler  a-rompin'  about 

the  hearth   there 
And   hear   an   old   voice   with   the  music  with   which   little  else 

will  compare. 


Then   your  thoughts  travel  onward   and   onward   as  you   think 

of  your  own  boy,  too. 
And  wonder,   wherever   he's   roaming,   if   he's  thinking   in   this 

way  of  you. 
And   you   then   look   yearningly      forward   to   the      region   that 

shines  far  away. 
Where  the  family  will  be  reunited  as  it  used  to  be  Christmas 

Day. — New  York  Christian  Advocate. 


Angela's  Christmas   Angel 

By  Etta  W.  Schlichter 

There  was  the  prettiest 
spruce  tree  in  the  school  room. 

"Christmas  tree,  Christmas 
tree!"  cried  the  children  as 
they  came  trooping  in. 

The  tree  was  fresh  and  green 
and  beautiful,  but  it  had  not 
a  single  thing  on  it. 

"It's  not  a  Christmas  tree 
till  it's  all  full  of  lovely 
things,"   said   Sophie. 

"Why  isn't  it  all  full  of 
balls  and  'lectric  lights,  Miss 
Margot?"   asked   Jimmy. 

"Now,  children,"  said  Miss 
Margot,  when  t.'.iey  were  all 
seated,  "tomorrow  we  are  go- 
ing to  trim  the  tree  for  Christ- 
( Continued   on   page   25) 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 


I  think  the  Lighted  Pathway  is  the 
greatest  paper  I  have  ever  read.  I  live  all 
alone  and  I  can't  tell  you  how  much 
comfort  it  is  to  me.  I  have  read  about 
five  different  issues  after  someone  else 
had  read  it,  so  I  want  to  subscribe  for 
myself.  Please  send  me  this  month's  pa- 
per. I  miss  it  so  much.  I  will  be  looking 
for  it  each  day  until  it  comes. — Mrs. 
Emma  Richardson,   Salisbury,  Md. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  certainly  appreciate  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  It  is  truly  a  grand  paper  and  I 
think  your  writings  should  inspire  any 
young  (and  old)  person  to  go  forward 
for  God. 

Please  pray  for  us  here  and  pray  for 
the  healing  of  my  eyes.  I'm  glad  the 
Word  says  for  us  to  pray  one  for  another. 
I  am  truly  glad  for  the  Word  of  God  this 
morning.  It  is  a  never  failing  light  that 
leads  us  from  earth  to  glory.  Praise  the 
Lord  for  His  Word. — Mrs.  Geo.  Farris, 
Olla,  La. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

How  are  you  this  beautiful  morning? 
I  hope  you  are  feeling  fine.  Your  edi- 
torials are  always  good.  The  new  con- 
tinued story  will  be  a  help  to  the  boys. 
The  story,  "How  Firm  a  Foundation," 
surely  was  wonderful. 

May  the  Lord  bless  you  is  my  prayer. 
Please  pray  for  us  at  Marietta,  Ohio. — 
Mary  Henderson. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  certainly  do  appreciate  reading  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  It  is  food  to  my  soul. 
I  enjoy  reading  the  exchange  page,  espe- 
cially. 

I  am  glad  that  God  saw  fit  six  years 
ago  to  save,  sanctify  and  fill  me  with  the 
Holy  Ghost.  I  am  seventeen  years  old.  I 
have  been  a  member  of  the  Church  of 
God  five  years.  My  sister  and  all  my 
brothers  belong  to  the  Church  of  God. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  think  you  are  doing  a 
great  deed  for  the  Lord.  May  God  con- 
tinue to  bless  and  help  you  to  carry  this 
work  on. 

Please  pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  to  grow 
and  that  we  might  do  more  for  God. 
— Miss  Zela  Barnett,  Pfieffer,  Ark. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  speak  a  few  words  in  honor 
to  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  think  it  is 
the  best  paper  for  young  people  to  read 
that  is  published.  I  am  a  regular  reader 
of  it  and  enjoy  reading  it  more  than  any 
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other  paper  I  have  ever  read.  Just  hope 
that  the  Lord  will  bless  you  with  good 
health  and  long  life  that  you  may  be 
able  to  continue  to  publish  such  a  good 
paper  right  on. — Mamie  Tyre,  Lake  City, 
Fla. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  appreciate  the  Lighted  Pathway  more 
than  I  can  tell.  It  is  certainly  a  wonder- 
ful little  magazine  and  I  enjoy  reading 
it  more  than  any  other  paper. 

I  praise  God  that  I  have  His  blessings 
in  my  life  and  belong  to  the  Church  of 
God. 

I  am  proud  of  our  Young  People's  En- 
deavor here  in  Cramerton,  N.  C.  There 
are  some  as  fine  young  people  here  as 
you  will  find  anywhere.  Most  of  them 
desire  to  do  their  best  for  the  Lord. 
Many  have  been  inspired  to  do  greater 
things  for  the  Lord.  Cramerton  is  going 
over  the  top  for  the  Lord.  Pray  for  us. 
— Eunice   Smith,    Cramerton,    N.    C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  young  girl,  eighteen  years  of 
age  and  know  God.  My  two  sisters  are 
also  Christians.  Sometimes  it  seems  that 
we  three  sisters  have  to  go  alone  but  God 
always  undertakes   for   His   children. 

I  thank  the  Lord  for  the  Lighted 
Pathway;  it  always  comes  just  in  time. 
When  we  are  discouraged  and  it  seems 
we  can  go  no  farther,  it  gives  us  a  spirit- 
ual blessing  for  our  soul.  I  know  it  is  the 
best  church  paper  ever  published.  —  Lela 
Murray,  Springville,  Ala. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  praise  and  thank  the  Lord  for  what 
He  means  to  me  now,  and  not  only  at 
the  present  but  for  all  times.  I  thank  the 
Lord  for  making  it  possible  for  the 
Lighted  Pathway  to  come  into  our  home 
each  month. 

I  thoroughly  enjoy  reading  the  paper 
through  and  enjoy  everything  in  it,  but  I 
especially  like  the  Editor's  message  and 
Sally  Jo.  Next  to  reading  my  Bible  I  like 
to  read  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  seems  to 
contain  just  the  encouragement  young 
people,  who  are  serving  the  Lord,  need. 
Not  only  does  it  help  the  Christians,  but 
also  the  sinners. 

I  pray  that  the  Lord  may  strengthen 
you  and  help  you  to  keep  giving  the  soul 
inspiration  we,  young  and  old  of  today, 
need  through  the  Lighted  Pathway. — 
Elizabeth   Hazellief,    Okeechobee,    Fla. 


I  just  couldn't  begin  to  tell  you  how 
much  I  appreciate  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
About  two  years  and  a  half  ago,  I  was 
converted.  I  am  now  sanctified  and  the 
Holy  Ghost  is  abiding  in  my  soul.  I  do 
thank  the  good  Lord  for  the  wonderful 
experience  He  has  given  me  in  salvation. 
Nothing  has  ever  been  so  sweet  in  my 
life  as  Jesus.  I  am  a  member  of  the 
Church  of  God  in  Dillon,  S.  C.  I  do  love 
the   Church   of  God   with  all  my  heart. 

May  God  bless  you  and  your  work. 
Pray  for  me. — Dessie  E.  Clarke. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  tell  you  how  much  I  appre- 
ciate your  work.  The  Lighted  Pathway 
has  meant  more  to  me  than  I  can  begin 
to  tell.  I  am  always  anxious  for  the 
Lighted  Pathway  to  come.  I  read  every 
word  in  it  and  many  times  shed  tears 
for  it  is  so  good.  I  would  like  to  sell  them 
but  the  war  makes  the  exchange  so  high. 
One  dollar  here  will  cost  a  dollar  and 
seventy-five  cents.  I  know  if  I  could  sell 
them  it  would  be  a  great  blessing  to  ev- 
ery one  who  would  read  it.  I  know  your 
message  is  just  what  young  people  need. 

Pray  for  us. — Martha  E.  Frith,  Nas- 
sau N.  P.,  East  St.,  Bah. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  wanting  to  write  to  you 
for  a  long  time  to  tell  you  I  enjoy  the 
Lighted  Pathway  more  each  time  I  read 
one.  Each  page  has  something  encourag- 
ing for  the  child  of  God. 

I  especially  enjoyed  reading  the  Sep- 
tember edition  and  as  I  read  how  God 
helped  the  young  woman,  "Golden 
Good,"  win  lost  souls,  I  was  burdened  to 
do  something  for  the  people  at  this  place. 

This  is  a  camp  of  several  hundred  peo- 
ple— here  to  work  on  a  big  army  camp — 
most  of  them  are  from  other  states  and 
are  strangers  among  strangers.  As  I 
prayed  for  God  to  help  me  reach  them 
for  Him  I  was  impressed  to  give  out  old 
Evangels  and  Lighted  Pathways.  I  have 
been  passing  some  on  that  I  had  but  I 
do  not  have  many.  Will  those  who  feel 
they  want  to  help  spread  the  good  news 
in  this  way  please  send  me  old  papers? 
I  am  sure  God  will  bless  each  one  and  do 
pray  for  me  and  my  family. 

I  am  a  member  of  the  Church  of  God 
at  Donna,  Tex.  Brother  R.  O.  Woodruff 
was  our  pastor  when  I  left  there. 

I  do  not  know  of  another  Church  of 
God  member  in  this  place  and  have  not 
been  to  services  for  two  months  or  more, 
but  I  feel  that  I  must  be  found  doing 
what  I  can  for  my  Master  and  my  Lord. 
Please,  each  child  of  God,  pray  for  me  to 
please  God. — Mrs.  Eudora  Pearson,  202 
E.  Ocean  Ave.,  Lampoc,  Calif. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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DID  you  say  I  would  have  a  son?  How 
can  this  be?" 

Mary  had  always  exercised  herself  in 
spiritual  matters;  she  had  always  be- 
lieved in  angels,  but  to  have  one  come 
into  her  presence  and  talk  thus  with  her 
was  more  than  she  had  expected.  But  the 
angel  was  speaking. 

"It's  just  like  this,  Mary,  the  Holy 
Ghost  shall  come  upon  thee,  and  the  pow- 
er of  the  Highest  shall  overshadow  thee; 
therefore  also  that  holy  thing  which  shall 
be  born  of  thee  shall  be  called  the  Son 
of  God.  Also,  you  remember  how  your 
cousin  Elisabeth  has  longed  for  a  son — - 
this  is  the  sixth  month  with  her  who  was 
called  barren.  For  remember  this,  Mary, 
with  God  nothing  shall  be  impossible," 
(Luke   1:35). 

Mary's  heart  was  filled  with  awe  and 
wonder  and  she  hardly  knew  just  what 
to  say.  She  had  often  read  Isaiah's  proph- 
ecy, how  a  virgin  should  conceive  and 
bear  a  son.  She  had  even  dared  to  wish 
that  she  might  be  that  virgin.  Slowly  and 
deliberately  her  words  were  uttered, 

"Be  it  unto  me  according  to  thy 
word."  Immediately   the  angel   vanished. 

Elisabeth 

"Elisabeth!  Well,  I  must  see  Elisa- 
beth!" she  exclaimed  half  aloud. 

A  few  days  later  Mary  neared 
the  end  of  her  long  journey  out 
of  Galilee,  into  the  hill  country 
of  Judea.  Her  heart  beat  high 
with  expectation  as  she  drew  near 
the  house  of  Zacharias.  How  sur- 
prised Elisabeth  will  be.  What 
wonderful  subjects  they  will  have 
for   conversation. 

She  drew  up  to  the  house  and 
stopped.  Yes,  Elisabeth  was  at 
home,  she  could  hear  her  singing. 
Quietly  Mary  slipped  off  her  lit- 
tle beast  and  ran  to  the  door. 

"Peace  to   thee,   Elisabeth." 

"Oh!"  cried  Elisabeth,  "Blessed 
art  thou  among  women  and 
whence  is  this  to  me,  that  the 
mother  of  my  Lord  should  come 
to  me?  For,  lo,  as  soon  as  the 
voice  of  thy  salutation  sounded 
in  mine  ears,  the  babe  leaped 
in  my  womb  for  joy"  (Luke  1: 
43). 

Far  into  the  night  the  Judean 
moon  beamed  in  at  the  window 
and  lit  up  the  face  of  a  young 
Jewish  maiden  as  she  lay,  quietly 
pondering  these  things  in  her 
heart   (Luke  2:19). 

Had  not  the  angel  said  that  her 
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Child  would  be  called  the  Son  of  the 
Highest?  And  then,  Elisabeth  had  called 
her  the  mother  of  her  Lord.  And  Elisa- 
beth's babe  had  even  recognized  her 
voice.  There  was  Zacharias  also,  going 
about  the  house  as  usual,  only  he  was 
speechless. 

Zacharias 

Elisabeth  had  told  her  of  his  wonderful 
experience.  He  was  burning  incense  at  the 
altar  when  the  angel  Gabriel  appeared  to 
him. 

"Zacharias,  thy  prayer  is  heard." 

Zacharias  was  puzzled.  He  had  prayed 
hundreds  of  times  in  the  past  fifty  years. 
Finally  he  stammered, 

"Which   prayer?" 

"Don't  you  remember,"  continued  the 
angel,  "how,  when  you  were  young  you 
prayed  so  earnestly  for  a  child?  That 
prayer  is  answered  and  Elisabeth  shall 
bear  a  son." 

It  was  almost  more  than  Zacharias 
could  believe  and  the  angel  had  said  that 
he  would  be  speechless  until  the  birth  of 
the  child. 

"What  wonderful  things  are  these," 
cried  the  virgin  softly.  "Surely,  from 
henceforth  all  generations  shall  call  me 
blessed." 

Time  passed   and   she   must   return   to 
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SHINE  ON,  BRIGHT  STAR 

Daniel  Nuhn 

Oh,  may  we  lay  our  burdens  down, 

And,  watching  from  afar, 
Once  more  behold  the  glittering  beams 

Of  Bethlehem's  bright  Star. 

Shine  on,  fair  Star  of  Bethlehem, 

Shine  in  the  hearts  of  men; 
Turn  back  our  hearts  from  carnage  blind 

To  paths  of  peace  again. 

Oh,  may  we  now  incline  our  ear 

To  hear  the  angels  sing, 
"Peace  on  earth,  to  men  good  will," 

The  message  now  they  bring. 

In  every  nation,  race,  or  creed, 

In  lands  both  near  and  far, 
May  peace  enshrine  each  noble  heart, 

Shine  on,  shine  on,  bright  Star! 


her  home  in  Galilee.  Naturally  she  kept 
close  at  home  but  one  day  neighbor  Sa- 
rah came  in  to  borrow  a  cup  of  flour. 
There  was  no  dinner  for  Sarah's  house- 
hold that  day.  She  hurried  over  to  talk 
with  neighbor  Rachel.  There  was  much 
subdued  conversation  and  Mary's  name 
was  mentioned.  Soon  the  whole  neigh- 
borhood was  aware — Mary  was  "found 
with  child"  (Matt.  1:18),  she  could  no 
longer  keep  her  secret.  Even  in  later 
years  after  Jesus  had  grown  to  manhood, 
the  Jews  delighted  to  throw  the  old 
charge  into  His  face;  they  said:  "We  be 
not  born  of  fornication,"  the  implication 
being  that  He  was  thus  born  (John  8: 
41). 

Joseph 

Joseph  heard  and  paid  her  a  visit.  In 
vain  she  tried  to  explain.  "But,  Mary, 
things  just  don't  happen  that  way,"  re- 
buked Joseph  with  righteous  indignation 
burning  in  his  eyes. 

"But  listen,  Joseph,"  Mary's  voice  was 
pleading.  "The  angel  said — "  "Mary!  I 
will  not  listen  to  such  nonsense,"  and 
Joseph  stalked  sadly  away. 

Fir  into  the  night  Mary  tossed  on  her 

cot  and  wept.  What  could  she  do?  Why 

was  she  made  to  suffer  thus?  But  hark? 

There   are   footsteps!    Are    they   not   like 

Joseph's? 

An  hour  later  Mary  again  lay 
down  on  her  humble  cot.  Her 
heart  beat  high  with  joy.  God  had 
sent  an  angel  to  Joseph  and  he  too 
understood  —  she  was  vindicated 
— what  joy!  What  was  it  the  an- 
gel had  told  him?  Oh,  yes,  the 
Babe  would  be  named  Jesus,  for 
He  shall  save  His  people  from 
their  sins.  A  shadow  fell  across 
her  sensitive  soul:  "It  is  the  blood 
that  maketh  an  atonement."  She 
remembered  the  countless  lambs 
at  the  temple;  the  ceaseless  flow 
of  blood  at  the  altar — can  it  be? 
But  the  angel  had  told  her  that 
He  would  reign  over  the  house 
of  Jacob  forever.  It  quieted  her 
fears  and  she  fell  asleep. 
Bethlehem 
Weeks  later  a  weary  little  don- 
key plodded  up  to  the  Bethlehem 
inn  and  stopped.  Anxiously,  Jos- 
eph hurried  past  the  boisterous 
group  at  the  entrance.  Soon  his 
fears  were  realized — there  was  no 
room  in  the  inn.  In  vain  he  en- 
treated and  urged  the  group  about 
the  door  but  no  one  would  spare 
(Continued   on   page   26) 
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c^T  Simple  ^ruth 

Rev.  Walter  E.  Isenhour 


I  saw  a  motto  the  other  day  that  said, 
"Winners  never  quit;  quitters  never 
win."  There  is  great  truth  in  this.  Mul- 
titudes have  won  in  life  because  they 
wouldn't  quit;  but  multitudes  have 
failed  because  they  quit. 

Many  years  ago  I  read  a  sketch  of  the 
life  of  James  Whitcomb  Riley,  and  I  re- 
member the  writer  stated  that  Riley 
wrote  poetry  for  twenty  years  to  one 
magazine  before  they  ever  accepted  the 
first  poem  for  publication.  Perhaps  not 
one  man  in  a  thousand  would  have  kept 
on  that  long  without  becoming  discour- 
aged and  giving  up,  but  not  so  with  this 
poet.  He  had  patience,  perseverance,  de- 
termination and  "stickability."  To  hold 
on  and  hold  out,  to  stick  and  refuse  to 
quit  meant  his  success  as  a  poet.  Mr. 
Riley  became  one  of  America's  most  not- 
ed, outstanding  and  famous  poets. 

No  doubt  many  a  man  with  great 
ability,  fine  opportunities,  a  good  educa- 
tion, high  aims  and  sublime  purposes  has 
failed  to  make  a  success  in  life  simply 
because  he  quit  trying.  He  gave  up  too 
soon.  He  let  opposition,  difficulties,  hin- 
drances, handicaps  and  obstacles  that 
confronted  him,  which  seemed  insur- 
mountable, discourage  and  defeat  him. 
If  only  he  had  kept  on  the  world  would 
have  heard  of  him.  He  would  have  made 
a  glorious  success,  and  the  world  would 
have  been  uplifted  and  enriched  by  his 
life. 

Then  we  do  not  doubt  but  that  many 
a  man  has  made  a  great  success  in  life 
who  had  little  learning,  poor  opportuni- 
ties, small  ability  and  lots  of  opposition, 
but  he  refused  to  be  discouraged  and 
quit.  While  he  had  serious  handicaps  in 
learning,  ability,  opportunities  and  op- 
position, yet  he  was  possessed  with  a 
tremendous  amount  of  perseverance  and 
"stickability."  He  didn't  start  out  to 
quit.  He  started  out  to  win.  That  was 
his  aim,  his  plan,  his  sincere  desire,  his 
aspiration,  his  mighty  purpose.  When 
others  quit  he  kept   on. 

If  a  man  is  right,  and  will  stick,  it  is 
marvelous  what  he  can  accomplish  in 
life.  He  may  make  a  hundred  failures, 
and  it  may  seem  to  others  that  there 
is  nothing  for  him  but  failure,  but  if 
he  will  hold  right  on,  keep  steady,  plod 
upward,  refuse  to  listen  to  dissenting, 
discouraging,  opposing  voices,  and  will 
keep  his  eyes  on  the  goal  he  will  reach  it 
some  day.  "Winners  never  quit;  quit- 
ters never  win." 

Someone  has  said,  "No  man  is  defeated 
until  he  gives  up."  Then  if  we  are  right, 
it  doesn't  pay  to  give  up.  If  we  start  in 
the   right   direction    and   for    the      right 


purpose,  and  will  absolutely  refuse  to 
stop,  we  shall  succeed,  we  shall  win. 
Victory  is  ahead;  it  shall  be  ours.  Fail- 
ures come  by  giving  up.  If  one  will  aim 
high  and  climb  steady  he  will  reach  the 
goal  and  obtain  the  prize. 

So  many  people  are  defeated  by  their 
thinking.  They  think  they  can't  climb, 
and  they  can't.  They  think  they  can't 
succeed,  and  they  can't.  They  think  they 
are  down,  and  they  are.  They  think  they 
must  fail,  and  they  do.  They  think  they 
have  to  be  overpowered  by  opposing 
forces  and  they  are.  They  think  they 
must  take  the  way  of  least  resistence, 
and  they  do.  They  think  they  must  hold 
on  to  bad  habits,  and  they  do.  They  tbmk 
too  low.  They  are  mastered  by  the 
wrong  thinking.  Some  writer  has  said, 
"You  can't  think  on  a  low  level  and  live 
on  a  high  plane."  Better  watch  your 
thinking.  If  a  man  thinks  on  dishonest 
things  he  becomes  dishonest.  If  he  thinks 
on  drunkenness  he  becomes  a  drunkard. 


Thinking 

If    you   think   you   are   beaten,   you   are; 

If  you  think  you  dare  not,  you  don't. 
If  you'd  like  to  win  but  you  think  you 
can't, 

It's  almost  a  cinch  you  won't. 

If  you  think  you'll  lose,  you're  lost. 

For  out  of  the  world  we  find 
Success  begins  with  a  fellow's  will — 

It's  all  in  the  state  of  mind. 

If  you  think  you're  outclassed,  you  are; 

You've  got  to  think  high  to  rise; 
You've  got  to  be  sure  of  yourself  before 

You  can  ever  win  a  prize. 

Life's  battle  don't  always  go 
To  the  stronger  or  faster  man; 

But  soon  or  late  the  man  who  wins, 
Is  the  one  who  thinks  he  can. 

— Walter   D.    Wintle. 


If  he  thinks  on  gambling  he  becomes  a 
gambler.  If  he  thinks  on  murder  he  be- 
comes a  murderer.  He  is  defeated  by  the 
wrong  thinking. 

If  a  man  thinks  nobly  he  will  live 
nobly.  Our  minds  direct  our  actions, 
deeds  and  conduct.  When  we  think  on 
the  grand  good  things  of  life  and  go  forth 
with  high  aims,  sublime  purposes  and  dy- 
namic desires  to  live  for  God,  do  His 
will,  bless  mankind  and  leave  our  mark 
in  the  world,  what  can  defeat  us?  God 
is  for  us,  and  He  will  lead  us  on  to  vic- 
tory.  The  little  we  possess,   when  given 


wholly  unto  God,  can  become  great  and 
mighty.  Jesus  took  a  few  loaves  and  fishes 
and  fed  multitudes.  He  can  take  our 
few  little  talents,  traits,  principles  and 
characteristics  of  life  and  multiply  them 
into  great  and  wonderful  achievements 
and  accomplishments.  If  we  won't  quit 
Him  in  trying  to  live  nobly  and  make 
of  life  a  great  success  He  won't  quit  us. 
Never.  He  will  lead  us  onward  and  up- 
ward.— Hiddenite,  N.  C.  —  From  the 
Wcslcyan    Methodist. 

The  Juniper  Tree  Attitude 

Did  you  ever  hear,  "We  can't!"  Did 
you  ever  see  a  crowd  run  for  the  juniper 
tree? 

Gibraltar  is  16,000  feet  high  and  three 
miles  long,  and  everyone  said:  "It  can't 
be  taken!"  But  England  and  the  Dutch 
took  it. 

If  we  lay  down  on  the  job  and  say,  "We 
can't,"  then,  of  course,  the  chances  are, 
"we  can't." 

If  we  are  thus  minded,  let  us  go  with 
the  old  Prophet  Elijah  to  Horeb  and  hear 
the  still  small  voice.  Either  do  that  or  do 
like  the  Amorites,  400  strong,  when 
David  got  after  them — take  off  for  the 
wilderness  on  camels,  on  foot,  or  both! 

Of  all  the  small  piping  things  that  a 
church  or  congregation  can  do  is  to  put 
a  chunk  of  iron  in  the  church  machinery 
and  then  scream,  "You  can't!" 

With  all  that  Jeremiah  had  to  contend, 
tears,  enemies,  hypocrites,  and  false 
trusts,  he  was  nevertheless  a  real  opti- 
mist. He  believed  in  God,  prayed,  and 
trusted  Jehovah.  He  saw  a  bright  future 
for  repentant  Israel. 

Unless  some  of  us  can  get  back  to  God 
and  get  a  vision  like  Jeremiah  had,  our 
future  doesn't  look  any  too  good. — 
Xeeta,  in  the  Southern  Farmer. 

A    Prayer 

Clara  Baxley 

Dear   God,   in  heaven,   bless  me 
In  my  work  and  play, 
Help  me  to  be  more  humble 
In  thy  precious  way. 

Some  choose  to  go  the  wrong  way 

And  never  think  of  Thee; 

But   bless   them,   dear  Father, 

And  show  them  what  they  ought  to  be. 

Tell  them  of  the  Savior, 

Who  is  willing  their  sorrows  to  share, 

If  they  will  turn  from  evil, 

They  can  have  a  home  up  there. 

And  as  I  close  my  eyes  in  slumber 
Guide  me  gently  until  I  wake, 
But  if  I  should  sleep  forever, 
Dear  God,  my  soul  please  take. 

Mullins,  S.  C. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 
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Just  Pray 

When  you  are  feeling  sad  and  blue 
Call  on  Jesus,  He'll  always  help  you. 
Jesus  will  come  to  your  rescue,  you'll  see, 
Whatever    your   sorrows,    worries    might 
be. 

When  things  look  dark  as  they  some- 
times will, 

When  you  seem  to  be  climbing  a  rugged 
hill, 

When  the  way  is  long  and  rough  and  steep 

Then  you'll  feel  you're  just  a  lonely 
sheep. 

When  you  feel  you  are  nearing  the  end 

of  the  road 
Just  a  few  more  days  till  you  lay  down 

life's  load, 
When   nothing   goes    right      the   livelong 

day 
That's  just  the  time  to  kneel  and  pray. 

There  are  not  many  more  battles  or  vic- 
tories to  win, 

For  we  soon  will  leave  this  old  world  of 
sin. 

— Myralay  Colvin,  Jasper,  Ala. 


Living   Just   Once 

Mrs.  Flora  Scalf 

Do  you  ever  stop  and  ponder 
That  we  live  here  only  once? 

Life  is  merely  a  short  voyage, 

So,  why  not  make  the  best  of  choice? 

Have  you  sought  help  from  the  Master, 
And  asked  Him  to  guide  the  way? 

He  is  standing  ever  ready 

Listening  to  each  word  you  pray. 

We  should  do  our  best  for  Jesus 
As  through  life  we  pass  along, 

Speak  a  word  of  love  or  comfort 
Sing  someone   a   cheerful  song. 

Many  people  are  discouraged, 
Knowing  not  which  way  to  go; 

You  may  be  a  light  for  Jesus, 
Cause  them  to  see  the  way  a-glow. 

Let's  give  to  God  our  time  and  talent, 

At  His  service  ever  be; 
Fruits  of  labor,   love,   and   kindness 

We  will  share  in  eternity. 

We  will  soon  pass  from  the  stage  of  ac- 
tion, 

Others  there'll  be  to  take  our  place, 
Let's  leave  with  them  a  spirit  of  courage 

And  memories  of  a  smiling  face. 

— Gainesville,  Fla. 
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A  Beautiful  Home 

Mrs.  Hattie  V.  Stiefel 

We  read  in  the  Bible  of  a  beautiful  home 
That  is  built  on  the  far  away  strand. 

The  walls  are  of  jasper, 
The  streets  of  pure  gold 

And  Jesus  is  king  in  that  land. 

Sin  cannot  enter  that  beautiful  home 
'Tis  built  for  the  redeemed  ones  of 
God 
Who  have  followed  Him  here, 

And  are  kept  by  His  grace, 
And  in  His  dear  footprints  have  trod. 

—Fyffe,  Ala. 


My  Testimony 

Mrs.  Ben  Kelley 

I  want  to  praise  the  Lord  above 

For  His  great  grace,  peace  and  love, 

No  mortal  heart  on  earth  can  hold 

The  love  He  has  for  my  soul. 

And  when   this  life  on   earth  shall  end, 

On  Him  I  know  I  can  depend 

For  when  I  cross  Jordan's  tide 

He   will   guide  me   safely      to  the   other 

side. 
Forever  in  His  bosom  rest 
For  that  I'll  live  and  do  my   best. 


Gift  Supreme 

(To  Jewel) 

If  I  could  give  the  finest  gift 
In  all  the  world  to  you, 
The  very  best  is  what  I'd  give, 
With  all  my  heart,  that's  true. 

It  wouldn't  be  a  swell  new  car 
Or  mansion  big  and  fine; 
Nor  lovely  clothes  and  jewels  fair, 
Nor  food  for  you  to  dine. 

Oh,  yes!  those  things  are  very  nice, 
But  they  simply  will  not  last; 
The  gift  that  I  would  rather  give 
From  you  would  never  pass. 

The  gift?  It's  life  eternal — 

Joy  without  an  end; 

And    when    you've    lived    ten    thousand 

years 
Then,  life  would  just  begin. 

This   priceless  gift   I   cannot  give, 
It  isn't  in  my  power; 
But  I've  a  Friend  who  offers  you 
The  gift  this  very  hour. 

—Lois   White,  Warrior,  Alt. 


The  Lord  Is  Our  Shepherd 

Geneva  Rhodes 

The  Lord  is  our  shepherd, 

He  watches  over  His  sheep, 

He  guides  us  in  our  work  by  day, 

And  guards  us  while  we  sleep. 

The  Lord  is  our  shepherd, 

He  knows  when  we  have  done  our  best, 

And  when  we  are  ready  to  go 

Home  with  Him  to  rest. 

The  Lord  is  our  shepherd, 
He  tells  just  what  to  do. 
He  saves  us  from  all  sin 
If  we  will  let  Him  in. 

The  Lord  is  our  shepherd, 
Fie  helps  us  through   the  day, 
He  watches  over  the  little  ones 
In  their  sleep  or  play. 

The  Lord  is  our  shepherd, 
Let's  always  go  to  Him  in  prayer, 
And  when  we  die  He  will  take  us, 
To  dwell  with  Him  up  there. 

Jesus  and  the  Cross 

Nelson  Whitlow 

Jesus  fell  down  under  the  cross  on  the 

way, 
As  He  was  carrying  it  on  that  awful  day; 
While  Jesus  was  killed,  Pilate  did  ride 
But  in  the  coming  world  he  will  be  on 

the  other  side. 

— Sesser,  III- 


My  Bible  Favorite 

Olha  Mae  Brock 

I  love  to  go  to  Y.  P.  E. 

To  hear  the  youngsters  sing, 

And  then  I  love  to  hear  them  talk 

From  subjects  that  they  bring. 

The  leader  gave  a  part  to  me 
To  do  one  meeting  night, 
The  subject  that  he  gave  to  me 
"My  Bible  Favorite." 

Now  this  indeed  was  hard  for  me, 
I  couldn't  seem  to  choose, 
There's    Abraham,    Isaac,    Noah,    Job; 
Nor  interest  could  I  lose, 

Of  Moses,  Jonah,  Joshua, 
David,   Daniel,   Sampson,   then 
There  was  good  old  John  the  Baptist, 
Who  preached  repentance  from  all  sin. 

Then  there  was  Paul  the  missionary, 
Evangelists  Peter,  James,  and  John, 
And  oh  so  very  many 
They  just  go  on  and  on. 

And  so  there  seemed  no  way  to  choose 
Until  there  came  to  me, 
"Rose  of  Sharon"  is  the  one 
Who  is  favorite  with  me. 

(Continued  on  page  20) 
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tures  in  "Life  of  Jesus"  for  tiny  hands 
to  color,  price  3  5  c. 

Mr.  Noah's  ABC  Zoo,  by  Isabel  D. 


Christmas   Plays 

The  book,  "Four  Plays  For  Our  Y.  P. 
E.",  contains  two  beautiful  Christmas 
plays.  One,  "The  Mysterious  Envelope;" 
the  other,  "The  Birth  of  Christ."  It  also 
has  a  New  Year's  play  and  "A  Search  in 
Vain."  You  can  get  these  four  plays  for 
25c. 

"Home  Scenes"  is  a  play  of  two  home 
scenes.  One  a  Christian  home  and  the 
other  a  worldly  home.  Each  scene  has  a 
Christmas  closing.  This  will  make  a 
beautiful  play  for  your  Christmas  pro- 
gram. Price  2  5c.  Let  us  have  your  order 
at  an  early  date. 

Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905 
Parker   St.,    Cleveland,   Tenn. 

Birthday  Cards 

A  box  of  twelve  beautiful  cards  with 
Scripture  text.  Assortment  No.  B  20, 
price  50c. 

Christmas  Program   Books 

Telling  the  Christinas  Story  (A  com- 
plete program  in  two  parts.)    Price  25c. 

Two  Paramount  Christmas  Selections 
(A  Christmas  play  and  a  Christmas 
pageant.)   Price  2  5c. 

Paramount  Plays  and  Pageants  for 
Christmas  (Three  plays  and  three  pa- 
geants.)   Price  2  5  c. 

Ye  Who  Sit  by  the  Fire  (A  Christmas 
play  in  one  act.)   Price  2  5c. 

The  Angels'  Court  (A  Christmas  play 
in  three  acts.)    Price  25c. 

The  Search  for  the  Christ  Child  (A 
Christmas  play  wherein  a  little  child 
keeps  faith  in  spite  of  all  obstacles,  and 
thus  brings  others  to  believe.)   Price  2  5c. 

As  With  Gladness  Men  of  Old  (A 
Christmas  play  with  carols.)    Price  25c. 

Order  from  Church  of  God  Publishing 
House,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Recommended  Books  For  Your 
Library 

For  Children 

Bible  Picture  ABC  Book,  price  $1.00. 

Tiny  Tots  in  Story  Town,  price  25c. 

The  Illuminated  Bible  Story  Book, 
price  50c. 

Friends  of  God,  by  J.  E.  Potzger  and 
H.  A.  Mertz,  price  25  c. 

Light  on  the  Child's  Path,  by  fm, 
A.  Bixler,  price  50c. 

Kindergarten  outline  pictures,    52   pic- 


Byrum,   price   2  5c. 

A    Picture    Life    of    Jesus,    a    paintless 
paint  book,  price   10c. 

The  Adventures  of  Jack  and  Joyce,  by 
Grace  Phelps  Lumm,  price  25c. 

Picture  Story  Life  of  Christ,  by  Elsie 
E.    Egermeier,   price    $2.00. 
Fiction 

Rachel,    by    Agnes    Scott    Kent,    price 


"This   little    Book   I'd   rather   own, 

Than   all    the   gold   and   gems 
That  e'er  in   monarchs'   coffers  shone. 

Than    all    their    diadems." 

Bible  Readings  for  December 

Dec.    1          Hosea      3-4  2   Pet.   3 

Dec.   2          Hosea      5-6  1   John   1 

Dec.   3          Hosea     7-8  1   John  2 

Dec.  4          Hosea     9-10  1  John   3 

Dec.    5          Hosea    11-12  1   John  4 

Dec.   6          Hosea   13-14  1   John   5 
Dec.   7              Joel      1-3        2  John,  3  John 

Dec.   8           Amos      1-2  Jude 

Dec.  9          Amos     3-4  Rev.   1 

Dec.    10        Amos      5-6  Rev.   2 

Dec.   11        Amos     7-8  Rev.   3 

Dec.    12        Amos     9  Rev.  4 

Dec.    13        Obad.,  Jon.  1-4  Rev.    5 

Dec.    14       Micah      1-3  Rev.   6 

Dec.    15        Micah     4-5  Rev.   7 

Dec.    16        Micah     6-7  Rev.   8 

Dec.   17  Nahum      1-3  Rev.   9 

Dec.    18         Hab.      1-2  Rev.    10 

Dec.    19         Hab.      3  Rev.   11 

Dec.  20        Zeph.      1-2  Rev.    12 

Dec.   21        Zeph.      3  Rev.    13 

Dec.   22  Haggai      1-2  Rev.    14 

Dec.   23         Zech.      1-2  Rev.    15 

Dec.   24        Zech.      3-4  Rev.    16 

Dec.   2  5         Isaiah     9  Luke  2 

Dec.  26        Zech.      5-6  Rev.    17 

Dec.  27        Zech.      7-8  Rev.    18 

Dec.  28        Zech.     9-10  Rev.   19 

Dec.  29        Zech.    11-12  Rev.   20 

Dec.   30        Zech.   13-14  Rev.  21 

Dec.   31           Mai.      1-4  Rev.   22 


$1.00. 

Windows  for  Sermons,  by  Louis  Al- 
bert Banks,  price  $1.00. 

Though  He  Slay  Me,  by  Ella  M.  Noller, 
price   $1.00. 

The  Prince  of  the  House  of  David,  by 
Rev.  J.  H.  Ingraham,  price  3  5c. 

At  the  Crossroads,  by  Minnie  E.  Lud- 
wig,  price   $1.00. 

The  Girl  Who  Found  Herself,  by  Jack 
Lynn,  price  50c. 

The  Pilot's  Voice,  by  Isabel  Byrum, 
price  75c. 

Together  for  Good,  by  Ann  Harvey, 
price   $1.00. 

Sally  Jo,  by  Zenobia  Bird,  price  $1.00. 

Blaze  Star,  by  Paul  Hutchens,  price 
$1.00. 

The  Return  of  the  Tide,  by  Zenobia 
Bird,  price  $1.5  0. 

One  More  Year,  by  Bertha  B.  Moore, 
price   $1.00. 

For  Christian  Workers 

Personal  Soul  Winning,  by  Evans, 
price   $1.2  5. 

Truth  for  Sower  and  Seeker,  by  Har- 
old F.  Sayles,  price  2  5c. 

B.ble  Quotations,  by  Mildred  Olive 
Honors,  price   5  0c. 

Scripture  Memorizing,  by  Oscar  Low- 
ry,  price   $1.00. 

Taking  Hold  of  God,  by  Samuel  M. 
Zwemer,  D.  D.,  price,  cloth,  $1.50;  pa- 
per,  $1.00. 

The  Art  of  Listening  to  God,  by  Sam- 
uel M.  Zwemer,  price  $1.5  0. 

More  Bible  Quizzers,  Mildred  Olive 
Honors,  price  5  0c. 

Silver  Lining 

A  book  of  57  beautiful  poems.  An  in- 
expensive gift  for  your  friend.  Price  2  5c. 
Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905  Park- 
er St.,   Cleveland,  Tenn. 

How  to  Conduct  a  Daily  Vacation 
Bible  School 

You  will  appreciate  our  new  book  for 
your  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School.  It  is 
filled  with  splendid  material. 

This  book  is  good  for  your  Junior  Y. 
P.  E.  and  should  be  in  every  home  where 
there  are  children.  Price  75c.  Order  from 
the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House, 
Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Order    a    Bound    Lighted    Pathway 

Book   for   Your   Boy   or  Girt 

This  Christmas 

The  new  1941  Bound  Lighted  Pathway 
book  is  ready  for  your  order.  This  book 
has  a  wealth  of  material  for  your  use  in 
Christian  work.  We  also  have  a  number 
of  1938  and  1940  books  on  hand.  Each 
book  contains  papers  for  one  year. 

Order  from  the  Church  of  God  Pub- 
lishing House,  Cleveland  Tenn.  Price 
$1.00  each. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 
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YOUTH  AND  THE  LIQUOR 
QUESTION 

Rev.  George  H.  Allred 
Central   College,   Central,   S.    C. 

"Let  no  man  despise  thy  youth;  but 
be  thou  an  exam  pie***  in  purity,"  1  Tim. 
4:12. 

As  I  enter  into  the  discussion  of  this 
very  vital  question,  I  am  forcefully  faced 
with  the  familiar  fact  that  youth  is  not 
the  only  sacrifice  slain  upon  the  blood- 
bespattered  altar  of  strong  drink.  How- 
ever, in  these  days  of  loose  morals,  caused 
in  no  small  degree  by  the  laxness  of  home 
life,  we  are  confronted  with  a  shallow 
generation  of  young  people  who  know 
nothing  about  the  cardinal  doctrines  of 
our  Church,  who  know  nothing  of  eter- 
nal realities,  because  they  have  never  met 
the  Master  face  to  face.  And  having 
never  met  Him,  who  alone  can  give  joy 
above  earth's  pleasures,  they  vainly  go 
the  ways  of  sinful  folly  and  lustful  grat- 
ification. 

Whiskey  and  low  morals  go  hand  in 
hand.  They  are  the  "Siamese  twins"  of 
ruin.  Liquor  leads  on  to  drastic  deeds, 
some  of  which  are:  adultery,  murder, 
gambling,  and  such  like.  The  nation 
leading  in  whiskey  sales  leads  in  whis- 
key soaks,  and  the  nation  leading  in 
whiskey  soaks  leads  in  lowest  morals.  No 
nation  can  flood  its  borders  with  "li- 
quid fire"  and  not  be  badly  burned. 
Prosperity  cannot  come  upon  a  tidal  wave 
of  liquor  sales.  In  most  sections  of  our 
country  today  federal  revenue  is  of  more 
importance  than  is  heavenly  revival.  This 
is  a  false  measuring  of  merits.  Salvation 
of  the  souls  and  the  bodies  of  our  youth 
should  be  the  prime  concern  of  our  el- 
ders. This,  I  regretfully  say,  however,  is 
far  from  the  truth  of  the  matter,  as  a 
rule.  Rather,  we  find  age — experienced 
age,  mind  you — leading  youth  by  the 
hand  into  the  dismal  pits  of  poverty 
and  degradation  from  drunkenness. 
"Blind,  leaders  of  the  blind." 

While  walking  down  the  main  street 
of  a  friendly  southern  city  recently,  I 
chanced  to  glimpse  a  poster  upon  the  dis- 
play window  of  a  liquor  store.  I  stopped 
and  looked,  partly  out  of  curiosity  but 
mostly  because  the  poster  was  attractive. 
In  large,  bold,  gaily-colored  letters,  un- 
derneath the  Stars  and  Stripes,  our  "Old 
Glory,"  was  written:  "God  Bless  Amer- 
ica!" I  was  filled  with  indignation 
at  the  sight  before  me!  How  deeply 
tragic  the  implication!  How  deplorable, 
how  pitiable  this!  A  prayer  for  divine 
guidance,  while  directly  behind,  in  grand 


and  glorious  patterns,  were  arranged  the 
bottles  of  "Hell's  Heat"  to  blight  the 
muscled  might  of  mighty  men,  to  ruin 
and  crush  the  hopes  and  homes  of  saint- 
ly women,  to  cloud  the  innocent  faces 
of  children,  and  in  the  end  to  doom  the 
souls  of  thousands  who  thought  at  some 
time  to  spend  eternity  with  the  Master 
of  Galilee.  I  pause  in  the  midst  of  the 
bedlam  to  inquire,  Where  have  we  been? 
Where  are  we  now?  Toward  what  are  we 
headed?  Answer  these  questions  yourself, 
gentle  reader,  I  cannot  overburden  the 
printers,  though  I  would  like  to  venture 
some  answers.  Ah,  is  it  not  the  height 
of  inconsistency  to  implore  omnipotence 
to  bless  us  more — for  America  is  and  has 
been  blessed — when  we  seem  smugly 
content  to  travel  opposite  to  Him?  I  see 
as  never  before  that,  as  with  the  indi- 
vidual, so  with  the  nation.  We  must 
first  be  done  with  sin  before  we  can  ad- 
mit into  our  hearts  the  Savior.  Our 
prayer — and  earnestly,  too — should  be, 
"God  Save  America!"  It  is  then  only 
that   we   will   be   truly   blessed. 

We  love  our  flag.  Not  merely  do  we 
adore  the  enchanting  beauty  of  its  colors, 
but  we  firmly  believe  in  those  princi- 
ples of  our  democratic  way  of  life  of 
which  the  flag  is  a  symbol — "One  na- 
tion indivisible,  with  liberty  and  justice 
for  all." 

"The  Star-Spangled  Banner 

Oh,  long  may  it  wave 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free 

And  the  home  of  the  brave!" 

Shall  it  shelter  gambling.  Shall  it  pro- 
tect the  saloon.  Shall  it  symbolize  cor- 
ruption. Shall  it  compromise  with  crime. 
Shall  it  protect  obscenity.  Shall  it  trans- 
port   indecency?    Or — 

Shall  it  preserve  the  Sabbath?  Shall  it 
discourage  divorce?  Shall  it  stand  for 
brotherhood?  Shall  it  become  the  em- 
blem of  peace  on  earth,  good  will  toward 
men? 

I  sometimes  think  our  flag,  if  it  were 
permitted    to    voice    an    opinion,    would 
say: 
"For  the  sake  of  the  lips  that  are  silent 

and  dumb, 
Bid  me  blazon  no  longer  the   traffic  in 

rum." 

Liquor  is  a  destroyer  of  the  noble  and 
good  and  a  restorer  of  that  which  is  bad 
and  evil.  It  is  an  open  chiseler  at  the 
foundations  of  home  life,  and  the  cor- 
rupter of  school  and  civic  life.  Break 
down  the  home  and  the  fabric  of  free 
government    goes    with    it.    There    is    no 


fountain  of  influence  so  pure  as  that 
of  the  Christian  home.  Corrupt  that  with 
the  deadly  virus  of  liquor  and  every 
artery  of  national  life  will  be  tainted: 
for  out  of  the  home  flows  the  issues  of 
education  and  government.  There  is  no 
teacher  of  public  morals  so  potential 
as  the  Christian  mother.  Weaken  her  in- 
fluence, and  by  so  much  you  imperil  the 
integrity  of  the  nation.  There  is  no 
school  of  political  morality  compared  to 
the  Christian  home.  Lure  the  youthful 
pupils  from  the  schoolroom  and  you  are 
recruiting  the  ranks  of  the  enemy.  For 
its  own  safety  this  government  must 
build  around  its  home  all  possible  safe- 
guards, and  by  every  means  in  its  power 
protect  these  nurseries  of  her  future 
statesmen   and  rulers. 

Let  me  make  a  superlative  declaration. 
The  only  hope  for  drunken,  debauched 
youth  is  God.  Our  hopes  must  be  pinned, 
not  to  a  star,  but  to  the  creator  of  the 
stars.  Our  hopes  are  not  in  a  "New 
Deal,"  or  in  any  other  political  power, 
but  in  God.  Yes,  it  is  going  the  rounds 
today,  someone  told  me,  that  these  days 
God  is  discarded,  relegated  to  the  brush 
heap  by  a  lot  of  "would  be  intellectuals," 
a  numerous  aggregation  of  fools  who  rush 
in  where  angels  fear  to  tread.  But,  all 
hail  to  our  Christ;  their  disbelief  in  Him 
makes  Him  no  less  real,  and  He  can  and 
will  rescue  drowning  men  and  women 
who  struggle  vainly  in  a  deep  sea  of  le- 
galized  (or  otherwise)   whiskey. 

It  should  be  remembered  by  every 
youth  that  "sobriety  is  essential  to  effi- 
ciency." Why  is  it  that  leading  industries 
do  not  permit  their  employees  to  indulge 
in  drink  of  spiritous  nature?  The  answer 
is  simple.  Liquor  and  industry  do  not 
mix.  They  are  sworn  foes,  and  invariably 
in  a  contest  liquor  is  the  winner. 

Our  nation,  since  its  birth  in  1776, 
has  engaged  in  six  major  wars.  These 
wars  have  extended  over  a  period  of  fif- 
teen years.  The  sum  of  American  sol- 
diers who  were  killed  in  action,  or  who 
died  of  wounds  during  these  fifteen  years 
of  war  was  244,357.  Now  look  at  our 
fifteen  years'  peace-time  record  of  death 
on  the  highways.  From  1923  to  1937 
the  grand  total  was  441,912.  Think  of 
it!  And  wherever  and  whenever  scientific 
tests  are  made  liquor  is  revealed  as  one 
major  contributing  factor  in  traffic  ac- 
cidents. I  often  hear  a  temperance  pro- 
gram from  the  "Lone  Star  State,"  Texas, 
and  the  program's  theme  song  is,  "Alco- 
hol is  worse  than  it  used  to  be,  mixed 
with  gasoline."  The  most  lethel  and  dead- 
ly concoction  ever  mixed  in  Satan's  lab- 
oratory is  gasoline  and  whiskey.  A  fam- 
ous radio  star  said  in  one  of  his  coast-to- 
coast  programs  some  time  ago  that  alco- 
hol was  made  to  be  poured  into  the  radi- 
ators of  autos,  and  not  into  the  linings 
(Continued  on  page  19) 
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Contributions  by  Young  Writers 


What  Would  God  Hove  Me  Do? 

Mrs.  E.  E.  Coleman 

In  considering  this  wonderful  ques- 
tion, I  have  a  vision  of  the  many  people 
we  meet  on  the  streets  and  in  the  by- 
ways: the  poor,  the  rich,  the  friendly,  the 
snobbish,  and  all  that  go  to  make  up  the 
population  of  our  land;  many  who  have 
never  known  anything  about  Jesus.  And 
as  I  think  of  them  in  my  heart,  this  ques- 
tion arises:  "What  would  God  have  me  do 
to  help  them  to  know  the  risen  Savior?" 
There  seems  to  be  so  few  things  that  I 
can  do. 

I'm  sure  there  are  many  of  God's  serv- 
ants (and  surely  every  child  of  God 
should  consider  himself  a  servant)  who 
feel  this  way  about  themselves.  Yet  there 
is  something  for  each  of  us  to  do.  We 
can't  expect  to  sit  down,  and  let  people 
all  around  us  go  on  to  hell,  without  try- 
ing to  do  something  about  it.  I  have  seen 
people  who  had  some  wonderful  talent 
and  could  be  a  blessing  in  God's  work, 
who  had  lost  the  vision  and  the  fire  and 
zeal  they  had  when  God  gave  them  the 
Holy  Ghost.  O  sleeping  Christian,  wake 
up!  We  have  such  a  short  time  to  gather 
precious  sheaves  to  lay  at  the  feet  of  the 
Lord  of  the  harvest. 

Let  us  all  consecrate  our  lives  to  God, 
and  pray  till  the  answer  comes.  Can  you 
sing  or  make  music?  Then  do  you  think 
God  would  say,  "Oh,  that  isn't  important 
to  win  souls  to  God"?  No!  a  thousand 
times,  no!  many  a  soul  has  been  brought 
to  God  through  songs.  But  you  say,  "I 
can't  sing  specials,  and  the  choir  is  about 
filled  up  and  I'm  a  little  tired  anyway." 
Remember,  the  Lord  said,  "Because  you 
have  been  faithful  over  a  few  things,  I 
will  make  you  ruler  over  many." 

When  the  invitation  is  being  given, 
do  you  look  back  and  see  some  mother's 
boy  or  girl  seeming  to  turn  a  deaf  ear  to 
the  Spirit  of  God?  Maybe  just  a  word 
from  you  to  encourage  them  would  send 
them  running  to  the  altar.  What  if  they 
seem  stubborn  and  proud?  If  you  will 
pray  enough  during  the  day  and  during 
the  service,  God  can  and  will  break  up 
that  stony  heart. 

Saints  of  God,  there  are  so  many  dif- 
ferent types  and  classes  of  people  to  work 
with,  and  we  need  to  be  wise  as  serpents 
and  harmless  as  doves. 

Some  folks  seem  to  think  that  just  be- 
cause God  gave  them  salvation,  they 
must  get  out  and  preach.  But  there  are 
many  more  ways  to  work  for  God.  Maybe 
you  don't  know  how  to  take  the  Word  of 
God  and  prune  God's  trees;  but  you  can 


take  the  plow  of  prayer  and  dig  up  some 
of  the  wild  trees  and  place  them  in  the 
vineyard  where  they  can  be  cultivated 
and  bring  forth  abundant  fruit  for  the 
husbandman.  If  you  can't  preach,  you  can 
pray  for  the  man  who  has  been  called  of 
God  to  preach,  that  God  will  anoint  him 
and  bless  his  efforts.  But  some  may  say, 
"Oh,  I'm  undecided,  and  it  seems  there  is 
nothing  I  can  do."  God  can  understand 
our  most  unintelligent  sentences  when 
we  are  talking  to  Him,  and  He  is  able 
to  help  us  to  improve  upon  our  educa- 
tion if  we  will  prayerfully  study. 

Then  I  hear  some  say,  "I'm  too  old 
to  work  for  God."  If  you  could  only 
have  been  with  us  a  year  or  so  ago  when 
we  visited  the  home  of  an  old  warrior  of 
God,  and  could  have  heard  the  testimony, 
you  would  have  felt  differently.  He  was 
unable  to  attend  the  services,  but  he  said 
he  wanted  to  be  in  one  more  Church  of 
God  service  before  he  died.  So  we  visited 
his  home  and  had  prayer  meeting.  He  tes- 
tified in  a  strong  voice,  and  praised  God 
for  keeping  him  through  all  the  years 
and  expressed  his  desire  to  go  on  and  be 
with  his  Redeemer.  I'm  sure  there  wasn't 
a  consecrated  Christian  at  his  funeral 
a  week  or  so  later,  who  would  not  gladly 
have  traded  places  with  him.  And  I  feel 
sure  that  he  is  now  looking  down  from 
the  portals  of  glory  and  beckoning  us 
to  come.  Nothing  for  the  old  to  do? 
Why,  brother,  a  life  and  a  testimony  like 
that  is  enough  to  make  any  discouraged 
Christian  get  hold  of  God  anew,  and  to 
cause  sinners  to  want  this  good  blessing. 

On  the  other  hand,  so  many  boys  and 
girls  are  inclined  to  feel  that  they  are 
too  young  to  work  for  God.  But,  boys 
and  girls,  you  can  lift  up  the  Savior  in 
school  or  wherever  you  are,  and  you  can 
sell  Lighted  Pathways  and  distribute 
Evangels  and  tracts  and  other  good  lit- 
erature. Many  people  have  been  saved  by 
reading  some  good  religious  material. 

Some  may  say,  "Oh,  I  can  do  none  of 
that;  I  don't  have  a  talent  to  do  any  of 
those  things,  and  besides  I  have  to  work." 
Well,  friend,  do  you  have  any  money 
to  put  to  work  for  God?  When  you  put 
your  all  on  the  altar,  and  under  the  blood 
of  the  Lamb  of  calvary,  did  you  get 
your  pocket  book  under  too?  So  many 
people  feel  that  when  they  have  paid 
their  tithes  and  their  dollar  and  ten 
cents  for  missions  and  aged  ministers 
that  that  is  all  God  requires  of  them. 
I'm  sure  there  are  many  people  of  whom 
God  would  not  require  more,  but  there 
are  many  people  who  God  would  require 


to  give  much  more.  If  we  don't  make  a 
sacrifice  of  giving,  I'm  afraid  we  won't 
get  much  reward. 

The  widow  received  much  more  com- 
mendation from  the  Savior,  even  though 
she  gave  but  a  mite,  than  did  the  rich 
men  who  gave  much,  because  she  made 
her  gift  a  sacrifice.  Brothers  and  sisters, 
if  you  could  only  see  the  millions  of  souls 
who  are  dying  and  going  to  hell,  you 
would  do  whatever  you  could,  I'm  sure, 
to  reach  out  and  save  them. 

You  who  haven't  been  called  to  go  out 
and  leave  all  that  is  dear  to  you,  and  the 
comforts  of  life,  don't  know  what 
what  a  blessed  privilege  you  have.  I'm 
sure  if  you  realized  the  tremendous  re- 
sponsibility upon  the  God-called  minis- 
ters you  would  thank  God  for  the  privi- 
lege of  staying  at  home,  and  you  would 
gladly  consecrate  your  all  to  God,  in- 
cluding your  pocket  book. 

I  have  had  people  to  say  to  me,  "Do 
pray  for  my  loved  ones  to  be  saved," 
and  the  one  who  made  that  request  would 
live  such  a  careless,  unconcerned  life, 
failing  to  lift  up  Jesus  to  those  lost  loved 
ones. 

Dear  ones,  many  of  us  have  signed 
pledge  cards  to  further  evangelism,  and  so 
let  us  keep  that  pledge  and  work  wrhile 
it  is  day,  for  the  night  cometh  when  no 
man  can  work.  There  is  something  for 
every  child  of  God  to  do.  Let  us  all  ask 
ourselves  this  question,  "What  would  God 
have  me  do?"  and  then  do  it  whatever  it 
is,  no  matter  what  the  sacrifice. 

State  Y.P.E.  and  Sunday  school  super- 
intendents, please  send  us  a  card  giving 
your  name  and  address  just  as  soon  as 
possible. 


Those  who  keep  the  peace  of  God  in 
their  souls  will  have  to  war  against 
Satan  and  sin  and  every  evil  work. 

Child  Training  and  Social 
Evangelism 

Another  book  by  Alda  B.  Harrison, 
author  of  Silver  Lining,  Mountain  Peaks 
of  Experience,  Consolation,  and  How  to 
Conduct  a  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School. 

Child  Training  and  Social  Evangelism 
is  the  finest  booklet  of  its  kind  that  I 
have  ever  read.  It  should  be  read  and  re- 
read by  every  member  of  the  Church  of 
God,  both  young  and  old. 

It  is  moderately  priced  at  3  5  cents,  and 
the  first  1,000  copies  will  be  autographed 
by  the  author. 

This  booklet  belongs  to  the  Church  of 
God  Publishing  House.  No  individual 
will  realize  any  profits  except  for  the 
consolation  of  the  great  good  accom- 
plished by  its  circulation. 

Send  all  orders  direct  to  the  Church 
of  God  Publishing  House,  Cleveland, 
Tenn. — E.  L.  Simmons. 
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Know  Me? 


Sylvia  Sue  Case,  little  daughter  of  Rev. 
and  Mrs.  Hoyle  Case,  missionaries  to 
South  India.  Her  grandparents  are  the 
Rev.  and  Mrs.  T.  F.  Blackwell,  of  Sesscr, 
111.,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  R.  Case,  Green- 
ville, S.  C. 

We're  Shorts 


These  are  the  children  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  George  Short.  Their  names  are: 
George  Eldridge  Short,  Jr.,  and  little 
Carolyn  Ruth  Short.  Their  mother  is  a 
Church  of  God  preacher  and  was  Rose 
Lucia  before  marriage.  Address:  Box  486, 
Fairchance,  Pa. 

Temperance  Page 

(Continued  from  page  17) 
of  human  stomachs.  Over  a  network, 
that  is  strong  language  and  a  courag- 
eous statement,  but  it  caused  my  admira- 
tion to  rise  in  commendation  to  him  for 
his  stand.  May  his  tribe  increase! 

December,  1941 


Winner 


HERMAN  CLARK,  JR. 
Woodruff,  S.  C. 

First  prize  winner  in  B.  T.  S.  contest  for 
subscriptions    to   the    Lighted    Pathway. 

To  the  good  people  of  Whitmire  and 
Woodruff,  South  Carolina,  I  wish  to  ex- 
press my  sincere  appreciation  for  your 
kind  cooperation  and  support  in  helping 
me  to  win  the  first  prize  in  the  Lighted 
Pathway  contest. 

By  the  help  of  the  Lord,  I  expect  to 
give  my  best  for  the  salvation  of  lost 
souls.  I  earnestly  covet  your  prayers  as  I 
continue  to  do  His  good  will. — Herman 
Clark,  Jr. 

Let    me    address    these   few    words    to 
those  just  "turned  twenty-one."  We  can, 
young    men   and    women,    vote   out    this 
evil,  infernal  fiend  from  the  legal  status. 
And   some    day,    oh,    thrice    blessed    day! 
we  can   be   "bone  dry"   in   these  United 
States,  and  we  can  take  that  six-billion- 
dollar  liquor  bill  for  last  year  and  spend 
it  for  peaceful  enjoyment  in  our  blessed 
Lord.  What  will  your  "first  vote"  be?  It 
so  happens  that   I'll  have  my  first   vote 
along  with  yours.  What  will  ours  be?  A 
youth  writes: 
"I   am   twenty-one   today! 
Adolescent  ways 
And   my   youthful   days 
At  last 
Are  past. 

An  adult  citizen  I  stand 
A  voting  ballot  in  my  hand — 
And  free  to  vote  today — my  way! 
Shall  beverage  alcohol  stay? 


Shall   the   drink   traffic   still  hold   sway? 

Or  shall  it  go? — I  now  can  say. 

Is  it  yea —  Or  is  it  nay? 

(This   new   citizenship   duty 

Means  new  responsibility) 

But  if  I  mark  my  ballot  well 

I'll  never  be  ashamed   to  tell 

My  first  vote  went  to  stop 

The  trade  of  hell." 

In  these  days  with  temptation  on  ev- 
ery hand,  it  is  hard,  we  know,  to  grow 
good  citizens,  but  God  grant  that,  as  far 
as  within  us  lies,  that  we  may  not  shirk 
our  duty. 
"Rouse  up  and  be  stirring;  there's  plenty 

to  do; 
There's  work  for  the  weakest,   and  rec- 
ompense, too. 
For  what  were  you  made,  think  you,  but 

to  give 
Your  heart  and  your  hand  for  the  land 

where  you  live? 
Too  short   is   that   life    to  be   wasted  in 

dreams; 
Too   real   to  be   spent   in   pleasure's   gay 

streams. 
Rouse  up  and  be  stirring;  there's  no  time 

to  lose. 
Your    life    was    not    given    yourself    to 

amuse. 
That  life's  but  a  span,  and  soon  will  be 

o'er 
Whether  wasted  or  used  to  return  never- 
more; 
And  soon  will  your  Judge  and  your  Mak- 
er appear, 
Demanding  account  of  the  life  lent  you 

here." 

Thus,  we  are  sure  that  not  only  is 
youth  faced  with  a  challenge,  but  the 
entire  Christian  world  is  included  in  this 
threat.  The  liquor  question,  as  an  evil 
omen  of  destruction,  is  the  challenger. 
I,  for  one,  say  that  my  "glove  is  in"  for 
a  tremendous  fight.  My  life,  the  dear 
Master  guiding  and  strengthening  me, 
is  devoted  to  this  cause.  The  effort,  we 
appreciate,  will  demand  our  toughest  and 
finest  fiber,  and  it  will  be  bitterly  con- 
tested. But  victory  will  be  all  the  sweet- 
er and  more  blessed  for  all  that. 

That  we  ought  to  be  more  concerned 
we  are  certain.  Just  how  many  of  us 
realize  the  hugeness  of  the  task  before 
us?  We  need  and  must  have  "new  blood" 
for  the  battles  ahead.  Will  you  not,  gal- 
lant, stalwart  youth,  join  us  in  the  con- 
flict? This  we  do  for  defense  of  the 
grand,  the  noble,  the  beautiful  and  the 
good  in  life. 

I    close   with    this   excellent,    thought- 
provoking,  truth-asserting  poem: 
"However,  the  battle  is  ended,  though 

proudly  the  victor  comes, 
With  fluttering  flags  and  prancing  nags 

and   echoing   roll   of  drums; 
Yet  truth  proclaims  this  motto  in  letters 

of  living  light; 
No    question    is   ever   settled    until    it    is 

settled  right." — Wesleyan  Methodist. 
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I  have  never  written  to  the  Lighted 
Pathway  but  it  has  really  been  a  blessing 
to  my  soul.  Being  in  the  Army  and  not 
being  close  to  the  Church  of  God,  I  am 
not  privileged  to  attend  service  and  the 
Y.  P.  E.,  but  when  I  read  the  Lighted 
Pathway  I  can  feel  the  presence  of  God. 
I  thank  God  for  the  paper  and  the  Edi- 
tor who  is  doing  such  a  wonderful  work 
for  the  Lord. 

To  each  saint  who  reads  this,  please 
pray  earnestly  for  me  that  I  will  be  an 
overcomer  and  do  the  will  of  my  Father. 
— Pvt.  Cyril  E.  Jones,  6th  C.  A.  Btry. 
L.,  Fort  Berry,  Calif. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

May  the  Lord  richly  bless  you,  as  your 
paper  has  blessed  me.  The  Lord  saved  me 
last  February  when  I  was  called  for 
training.  I  was  a  little  fearful  of  being 
able  to  keep  true,  but  praise  His  name, 
He  has  kept  me  and  will  keep  me,  even 
though  I  am  far  from  loved  ones  in  this 
Louisiana  training  camp. 

I  surely  enjoy  reading  your  paper  and 
receive  a  special  blessing  from  your  mes- 
sages and  the  good  poems. 

Everybody  pray  that  the  Lord  will 
have  His  way  in  my  life  and  for  my 
loved  ones   to   be   saved.   May  God   bless 


and  reward  you. — Pvt.  Harold  Hanson, 
Co.  H.  13  5th  Inf.,  Camp  Clairborne,  La. 
A.  P.  A.   34. 

Dear  Sister   Harrison: 

I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
I  am  in  the  civilian  conservation  corps  of 
C.  C.  Co.  25  17,  Clover,  Utah.  I  receive 
the  issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  each 
month,  through  the  courtesy  of  the 
Church  of  God  at  Shrewsbury,  W.  Va. 
There  we  have  a  wonderful  Y.  P.  E.  or- 
ganization. The  people  are  very  much  for 
the  Young  People's  Endeavor.  For  the 
past  four  months  I  have  been  reading 
your  good  magazines.  I  find  that  the 
Lighted  Pathway  teaches  many  good 
things.  May  God  bless  you  in  your  pro- 
gressing work. — Russell  Calvert  Knight, 
U.  S.  C.  C.  Co.  2517,  Clover,  Utah.  My 
home  address  is,  Shrewsbury,  W.  Va. 


Y.  P.  E.  Poets 

(Continued  from  page  15) 

'Tis  Christ  the  Rose  of  Sharon, 
Lily  of  the  valley,  too; 
Bright  and  glorious,  morning  Star 
Must  be  your  favorite  too. 

He  left  His  Father's  home  above 
To  dwell  here  among  sin  and  strife 
That  we  from  sin  might  be  made  free 
And  have  eternal  life. 

They  hanged  Him  on  the  cruel  tree, 
His  precious  blood  He  gave 
To  cleanse  us  from  our  guilt  and  shame 
Our  sin-sick  soul  to  save. 

Wheelright,    Ky. 

State  Superintendents  of  Sunday 
Schools  and  Y.P.E's 

ALABAMA:    H.   T.   Statum,   Box   97,   Pratt   City 
Ala. 

CALIFORNIA:     Harold     Phillips,       1051 1/2     W 
46th    St..    Los    Angeles,    Calif. 

FLORIDA:     Robert    Johnson,    Box    881,    Tampa 
FU. 

GEORGIA:    R.  C.   Muncy,   Box   782,   Macon,   Ga 

ILLINOIS:     Oran    R.    White,     614    W.    Chestnut 
St.,    Olney,    111. 

KANSAS:    Rev.   Archie   McWilliams,   612   E.   Edi 
son.     Independence.    lOns. 

KENTUCKY:    Ed   Denham,   Box    240,    Somerset 
Ky. 

LOUISIANA:    William    Booty,    Box    101,    Boga 
lusa.  La. 

NEW    MEXICO,    COLORADO:    L.    C.    Heaston 
Gen.   Del.,   Hobbs.   N.    Mex. 

N.  CAROLINA:    Ralph  Williams,  Box  787,  Kan 
napolis.    N.    C. 

OHIO:     Wiley    W.     Miller,       209      Cereal    Ave. 
Hamilton,    Ohio. 

S.    CAROLINA:    C.    O.    Johnson,    Jr.,    116    Tre 
mont   Ave.,    Greenville,    S.    C. 

TENNESSEE:    G 
land,   Tenn. 


ge    Brazell,    Box    673,    Cleve 
213,  Weather 


TEXAS:    Vessie  D.   Hargrave,  B 
ford,  Tex. 

WEST  VIRGINIA:  Cedl  Bridges,  Box  1210 
Beckley,   W.    Va. 

VIRGINIA:  Rev.  and  Mrs.  J.  C.  Aldrich,  Box 
H.,   Stanardsville,   Va. 

WASHINGTON,  D.  C:  Blanche  Penner,  2928 
M.    Place  S.   E.,  Washington,  D.  C. 


NOTICE 
State  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  school  superintendents 
please  write  us  a  card  giving  your  name  and  address. 
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PROGRAM  OUTLINE 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo- 
ments of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service  which  should  follow  more  impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  to  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let   us   bear   this   in    mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son  Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
unless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
It  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians   who    can    always    be    depended    on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
they  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come   to    the   altar   of   prayer  and   accept  Christ. 

Happiness 

Alberta  Schwartz 
Scripture:  "Behold,  we  count  them 
happy  which  endure,"  James  5:11a. 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader 
Many  people  have  the  mistaken  idea 
that  to  be  happy  one  must  be  well  off 
financially.  They  are  deceived  by  their 
own  thoughts  of  vain  imaginations  for 
fame  and  fortune.  They  pursue  happiness 
but  happiness  remains  beyond  their 
reach.  Today  the  world  is  seeking  relief 
from  worry,  trials  and  care.  They  are 
groping  in  a  state  of  weary  sadness. 
Hearts  are  heavy.  Let  us  visualize  an  in- 
dex finger  to  a  shining  goal  called  "Hap- 
piness," as  we  go  on  with  this  Bible  les- 
son. 

Perfect  Peace 
Col.   3:15 

We  know  the  world  is  living  at  a  fast 
rate.  Confusion  is  all  about  us.  Sorrow 
and  fear  would  envelop  us.  We  must  keep 
a  quiet,  God-trusting  peace  in  our 
hearts.  Let  the  storms  blow.  Though  sin 
and  strife  be  at  every  hand,  we  must  keep 
a  peaceful  spirit.  Commit  yourself  in  the 
hands  of  God  and  you  will  find  happi- 
ness. If  nations  or  individuals  really  de- 
sired  peace,   they  would   stop   their   lust 


for    power,    selfishness    and    greed. 
Pure  Love 
1  John  4:18 

"Perfect  love  casteth  out  fear."  Fear 
bars  our  way  to  happiness.  Let  us  search 
our  hearts  deeply.  What  are  we  loving? 
What  are  we  hating?  If  we  love  our  ene- 
mies and  do  good  to  those  who  hate  us, 
that  will  bring  drops  of  happiness  to  our 
hearts.  Happiness  is  like  a  perfume;  some 
will  spill  on  you  when  you  are  pouring 
it  on  someone  else.  Let  us  love  noble  deeds. 
We  must  be  willing  to  give  and  to  sac- 
rifice to  prove  our  devotion.  God  is  love. 
He  will  teach  us  to  love  the  good  and 
hate  the  evil  in  our  search  for  happiness. 
Awake  Spiritually 
Rom.   13:11-12 

Truly,  "the  night  is  far  spent,  the  day 
is  at  hand."  Let  those  who  will  be  happy 
awaken.  Your  soul  is  starving.  It  needs  to 
be  awakened  and  fed.  You  need  more 
than  food  and  material  substances  to  be 
happy.  Search  the  scriptures,  there  you 
will  find  truth  which  sets  captives  free. 
You  are  in  bondage  if  you  have  not  been 
awakened  by  the  call  of  God  to  salvation. 
Jesus,  the  Way  to  Happiness 
John   10:9 

Only  through  Christ  do  we  have  per- 
fect happiness.  O  foolish  man  or  wom- 
an, to  seek  other  doors  than  this  glorious 
entrance  to  eternal  happiness.  Your 
pleasures  and  ungodliness  will  turn  to 
ashes  of  remorse.  But  Christ  is  a  burning 
flame  that  lights  the  true  way  to  glad- 
ness. Jesus,  the  Light  of  the  world,  is  dis- 
pleased by  many  who  throw  away  their 
only  chance  of  happiness.  Are  you  wan- 
dering away  from  the  true  way?  Perhaps 
you  are  going  the  opposite  direction. 
Turn  around  and  see  the  index  finger 
pointing  to  unending  eternal  happiness 
through  Christ  Jesus. 

Our  Hands 

Wilma  Underwood 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

The  hands  of  Jesus  had  known  com- 
mon toil.  He  had  worked  at  the  carpen- 
ter's bench  and  doubtless  His  hands  were 
tanned  and  calloused,  yet  there  was  a 
tender  touch  to  the  hands  of  our  Mas- 
ter. As  the  power  flowed  through  His 
fingertips    many   were   blessed. 

On  one  occasion  He  took  a  blind  man 
by  the  hand  and  led  him  out  of  the  town, 
and  then  placed  His  hands  on  his  eyes 
and  healed  him,  Mark  8:23-26. 

He  reached  out  and  touched  the  hand 
of  the  mother  of  Peter's  wife  and  the 
fever  left  her,  Matt.  8:15.  The  touch  of 
His  hands  has  brought  blessings  to  many 


but  time  will  not   permit  me  to     name 
them. 

During  the  life  of  Jesus,  His  hands 
were  used  to  bless,  encourage,  and  to 
heal,  but  oh,  at  the  end  the  cruel 
spikes  were  driven  through  His  hands. 
Now,  what  about  our  hands? 
Are  They  Clean? 

The  psalmist  asked  the  question: 
"Who  shall  ascend  unto  the  hill  of  the 
Lord?  or  who  shall  stand  in  His  holy 
place?"  He  then  answers  his  own  ques- 
tion: "He  that  hath  clean  hands,  and  a 
pure  heart,"  Psa.  24:3,  4.  If  we  want 
clean  hands,  we  should  strive  to  be  a 
soul  winner. 

In  Ezek.  3:18  we  find,  "When  I  say 
unto  the  wicked,  Thou  shalt  surely  die; 
and  thou  givest  him  not  warning,  nor 
speakest  to  warn  the  wicked  from  his 
wicked  way,  to  save  his  life;  the  same 
wicked  man  shall  die  in  his  iniquity;  but 
his  blood  will  I  require  at  thine  hand." 
Oh,  I  want  to  warn  sinners  of  their 
wicked  ways,  lest  their  blood  be  on  my 
hands  at  the  judgment  bar  of  God.  I 
want  to  go  before  God  with  clean  hands, 
don't  you? 

What  Do  We  Have  in  Them? 

When  Moses  argued  with  God  trying 
to  excuse  himself  from  going  to  the  de- 
liverance of  Israel,  the  Lord  said  to  him, 
"What  is  that  in  thine  hand?"  The  Lord 
then  demonstrated  His  power  to  Moses 
by  changing  the  rod  into  a  serpent  and 
later  the  serpent  into  a  rod.  What  do  we 
have  in  our  hands?  Can  God  manifest 
His  power  through  what  we  are  now 
holding?  Our  hands  should  be  so  dedi- 
cated to  the  Lord  that  His  power  and 
His  name  could  be  glorified  through  the 
things  they  do  each  day. 

During  the  past  week,  have  our  hands 
touched  only  those  things  that  are  clean? 
We  should  be  on  guard  about  the  things 
we  take  into  our  hands,  taking  nothing 
into  them  that  would  dishonor  Christ. 
His  hands  were  pierced  for  us.  Ours 
should  be  dedicated  to  God  and  His 
cause. 

Are  they  used  primarily  to  get  or  to 
give?  Hands  are  used  to  reach  out.  What 
are  ours  used  for  most,  to  receive  or  to 
relieve?  The  test  of  life  for  the  Chris- 
tian is  not  how  much  service  He  receives 
but  how  much  He  renders  to  others.  Je- 
sus Himself  came  not  to  be  ministered 
unto,  but  to  minister  and  give  His  life 
a  ransom  for  many.  Hands  are  the  channel 
for  the  ministering  spirit.  Jesus  says  that 
it  is  more  blessed  to  give  than  to  receive. 
The  receiving,  grasping  spirit  impover- 
ishes, but  the  giving,  sharing  spirit  en- 
riches. Are  we  willing  and  ready  to  help 
someone  in  need,  or  are  we  sitting  with 
folded  arms  in  ease? 

Are  They  Used  to  Lift? 

You  remember  the  familiar  story  of 
Peter,  John,  and  the  poor  beggar  at  the 
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gate  called  Beautiful.  Peter  and  John 
didn't  have  any  money  to  give  to  the 
crippled  beggar,  but  they  had  something 
far  better.  Peter  said  to  him,  "In  the 
name  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Nazareth,  rise 
up  and  walk,"  and  then  "He  took  him  by 
the  right  hand,  and  lifted  him  up:  and 
immediately  his  feet  and  ancle  bones  re- 
ceived strength,"  Acts  3:6,  7.  The  crip- 
pled might  not  have  been  healed  if  Peter 
had  not  lifted  him  up  by  the  hand. 

Are  our  hands  used  to  lift?  All  about 
us  are  people  physically  and  spiritually 
hungry.  There  are  the  deformed,  beggars 
and  many  other  classes.  Do  we  lift  them 
up  or  push  them  down?  Jesus  always 
helped  the  ones  in  need.  His  word  for  the 
ones  down  was  "arise."  He  always  held 
out  hands  of  hope  and  comfort.  Are  our 
hands  used  to  lift  and  encourage? 
Is  Their  Touch  Tender? 

Is  there  genuine  love  and  sympathy 
behind  the  touch  of  our  hand?  They  may 
be  rough  from  heavy  toil  and  yet  have 
a  tender  touch.  Rufus  King  placed  his 
hand  on  Webster  and  the  latter  said  that 
sixty  years  later  he  could  still  feel  that 
touch. 

Do  we  have  the  tender  touch  that 
blesses  and  inspires?  Are  we  using  our 
hands  for  the  uplifting  of  Jesus  and 
mankind?  God  help  us  to  keep  that  ten- 
der touch  to  our  hands.  It  may  mean  the 
saving  of  lost  souls. 

NO  ROOM 

Alda  Burt  Rankin  McLendon 
Scripture:  St.  Luke  2:1-21. 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Time  flies  so  swiftly  and  we  are  again 
approaching  the  commemoration  of  one 
of  the  greatest  events  in  all  history,  the 
birth  of  our  Savior,  Jesus  Christ.  No 
doubt,  multitudes  look  forward  to  this 
day  with  great  anticipation  but  I  wonder 
how  many  there  are  who  look  forward  to 
this  day  merely  as  a  day  of  giving  and  re- 
ceiving gifts  from  loved  ones  and  friends 
with  no  thought  as  to  what  the  day  real- 
ly means.  Each  year  on  the  2  5  th  day  of 
December  we  are  supposed  to  commemo- 
rate the  birthday  of  Jesus.  But  do  we 
really  recognize  this  day  as  such  or 
merely  as  a  day  of  feasting  and  self- 
gratification? 

In  our  study  together  let  us  look  into 
God's  Word  and  seek  to  find  the  truths 
that  may  help  each  of  us  to  more  fully 
appreciate  the  true  significance  of  this 
great  event,  the  coming  of  Jesus  into 
this  sinful  world,  that  we  through  Him 
might  live  eternally. 

No  Room  in  the  Inn 

We  learn  from  the  Scripture  that  there 
was  no  room  for  Jesus  at  His  birth,  so  He 
was  wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes  and 
laid  in  a  manger.  Just  think  what  a  wel- 
come Jesus  had  at  His  entrance  into  this 
world  with  only  a  manger  for  His  bed. 


What  a  sad  time  it  must  have  been  for 
Joseph  and  Mary  when  they  found  there 
was  no  room  in  the  inn!  Perhaps  they 
wondered  what  they  would  do,  but  they 
must  find  some  place,  so  it  was  that  Jesus 
was  brought  forth  in  the  most  lowly 
place  and  laid  in  a  manger.  Suppose  the 
people  at  the  inn  could  have  looked  into 
the  future  and  known  that  Mary  was  to 
be  the  mother  of  the  Savior  of  the  world, 
could  it  be  that  they  even  then  would 
not  have  made  room  for  them  in  the 
inn? 
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The  Star  Above  the  Town 

By  Eugene  C.   Dolson 

On   that-  first   Christmas   night,   they   say. 

Above  the  little  town 
Where   peacefully    the    Christ-Child    lay, 

A  strange,  new  star  looked  down. 

But  who  could   read   the  sign  aright. 

Or  who   might  understand 
One  of  a  myriad  stars,  when  night 

Had  settled  on  the  land? 

Since  then  how  many  years  have  fled! 

How  many   lights  have  set! 
But  Bethlehem's  Light  o'er  earth  has  spread 

The  Star  is  shining  yet. 


No  Room  in  the  World 

Let  us  follow  Jesus  as  He  grew  to  man- 
hood and  see  how  He  astonished  the  doc- 
tors in  the  temple  at  His  understanding. 
And  from  the  Scripture  we  find  that  He 
increased  in  wisdom  and  stature,  and  in 
favor  with  God  and  man.  St.  Luke  2:52. 

From  the  very  beginning  Jesus  went 
about  doing  good  and  helping  others.  As 
the  Scripture  says,  He  came  not  to  be 
ministered  unto,  but  to  minister,  and  to 
give  His  life  a  ransom  for  many.  St. 
Mark  10:45.  How  truly  this  scripture 
was  fulfilled  as  He  journeyed  here  on 
earth!      He    fed    the      multitudes;      He 


blessed  the  children;  He  calmed  the  sea; 
He  healed  the  sick;  He  comforted  the 
sorrowful;  He  cleansed  the  lepers;  He 
raised  the  dead;  He  gave  sight  to  the 
blind;  He  unstopped  deaf  ears;  and  set 
the  captives  free. 

What  a  ministry  Jesus  had,  but  in 
spite  of  all  that  He  did  there  was  no 
room  for  Him  here.  He  was  hated  of 
men,  despised,  and  rejected.  People  were 
seeking  to  do  away  with  Him.  What  ef- 
forts they  put  forth  to  accuse  Jesus  that 
they  might  have  an  excuse  to  do  away 
with   Him! 

We  see  Jesus  then  as  they  take  Him 
before  Pilate  and  make  their  false  ac- 
cusations against  Him.  So  calm  and  in- 
nocent was  Jesus  as  He  stood  before 
them.  What  anguish  and  sorrow  must 
have  been  in  His  heart  that  those  He  had 
come  to  redeem  should  falsely  accuse 
Him  and  seek  to  crucify  Him!  We  see 
Him  then  as  the  soldiers  led  Him  away 
and  clothed  Him  with  purple  and  platted 
a  crown  of  thorns  and  put  upon  His 
head.  Then  they  smote  Him  on  the  head 
and  spit  upon  Him.  And  after  they 
mocked  Jesus  they  led  Him  away  to  be 
crucified.  Just  picture  Him  in  your 
imagination  as  He  was  led  away.  Those 
feet  that  had  carried  Him  on  errands  of 
mercy  over  the  Judean  hills  were  now 
taking  Him  to  be  crucified.  Can't  you 
almost  see  Him  as  He  is  placed  on  the 
cross  with  the  blood  trickling  down  His 
head  and  hear  them  drive  the  nails  into 
those  precious  hands  which  had  minis- 
tered to  the  needy  and  blessed  the  multi- 
tudes? Yet  they  had  no  room  for  Jesus. 
In  spite  of  all  the  suffering  and  agony 
we  hear  our  blessed  Redeemer  say, 
"Father,  forgive  them;  for  they  know 
not  what  they  do." 

No  Room  at  His  Death 

We  can  almost  hear  Jesus  as  He  said, 
"It  is  finished."  The  price  for  your  re- 
demption and  mine  had  been  paid,  the 
shedding  of  the  precious  blood  of  Jesus 
for  our  sins. 

As  we  study  the  Scripture  we  learn  that 
the  mob  did  not  even  furnish  the  tomb 
or  put  the  Savior  away,  but  instead  Jos- 
eph, a  disciple  of  Jesus,  besought  Pilate 
for  the  body  of  Jesus.  When  Pilate  gave 
him  permission,  he  took  the  body  of  Je- 
sus and  placed  Him  in  a  new  sepulchre 
which  he  had  hewn  out  in  the  rock  and 
rolled  a  great  stone  to  the  door.  The  only 
interest  the  mob  now  had  in  Jesus  was 
that  He  should  never  rise  again  and  when 
they  remembered  Jesus  had  said  that  He 
would  rise  again  the  third  day  they  be- 
sought Pilate  that  the  sepulchre  be  made 
sure  until  the  third  day.  When  they  had 
received  permission  from  Pilate  they  went 
to  the  sepulchre,  sealed  the  stone,  and  set 
watch.  But  the  grave  could  not  hold 
Jesus  and  a  mighty  earthquake  came  and 
the  angel  of  the  Lord  descended     from 
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heaven  and  rolled  back  the  stone  and  the 
keepers  became  as  dead  men.  The  cry  then 
arose,  "He  is  not  here;  for  he  is  risen,  as 
he  said." 

Yes,  Christ  is  risen  and  now  sits  at  the 
right  hand  of  God  and  makes  interces- 
sion for  us.  Romans  8:34. 

No  Room  in  the  Heart 

Multitudes  today  have  no  room  for 
Jesus  in  their  heart.  Many  excuses  are 
being  made.  Some  say  they  are  too  busy, 
but  they  will  take  time  to  die.  Some  say 
it  will  cost  them  too  much  to  be  a 
Christian,  but  it  will  cost  them  too  much 
to  do  without  Christ,  the  loss  of  a  home 
in  heaven  and  true  happiness  in  this  life. 
Some  say  they  don't  need  Christ,  but 
they  will  need  Him  when  they  come  to 
die.  Some  say  they  are  too  young  and 
that  they  will  be  a  Christian  when  they 
are  older,  but  they  may  never  live  to 
accept  Christ,  for  statistics  show  that  as 
age  increases  the  less  likely  one  is  to  ac- 
cept Christ  and  besides  the  brittle  thread 
of  life  may  be  severed  while  we  are 
young.  Some  say  they  are  afraid  of  what 
their  friends  and  loved  ones  may  say  or 
do,  but,  remember,  one  will  certainly 
have  cause  to  fear  when  he  is  brought 
face  to  face  with  Christ,  and  He  says, 
"Depart  from  me,  I  never  knew  you." 
Some  say  they  are  afraid  they  can't  hold 
out,  but  Christ  says,  "My  grace  is  suf- 
ficient for  thee:  for  my  strength  is  made 
perfect  in  weakness."  Others  say  they  are 
not  worthy  to  be  a  Christian,  and  indeed 
none  of  us  are  worthy  "for  all  have 
sinned,  and  come  short  of  the  glory  of 
God,"  Romans  3:23.  None  of  us  are 
saved  because  we  are  worthy  "For  by 
grace  are  ye  saved  through  faith;  and 
that  not  of  yourselves:  it  is  the  gift  of 
God:  Not  of  works,  lest  any  man  should 
boast,"  Ephesians   2:8,   9. 

This  story  is  told  concerning  the  art- 
ist who  painted  the  picture  of  Christ 
standing  at  the  door  knocking.  Someone, 
upon  looking  at  the  artist's  finished 
work,  exclaimed,  "You  forgot  to  put  the 
latch  on  the  door."  The  artist  then  ex- 
plained to  him  that  the  latch  was  on  the 
inside  and  that  Christ  could  not  enter 
the  door  of  our  heart  unless  we  opened 
the  door  and  permitted  Him  to  come  in. 
How  true  it  is  and  yet  so  sad  that  so 
many  have  closed  the  doors  of  their 
hearts  while  Jesus  is  knocking  so  ten- 
derly and  pleading  for  entrance!  Thac 
same  Jesus  who  was  placed  in  the  lowly 
manger  on  that  first  Christmas  day,  the 
one  who  trod  the  old  Judean  hills  to  min- 
ister to  the  needy,  who  was  later  cru- 
cified on  the  cruel  cross,  suffering  such 
untold  pain  and  agony  to  redeem  you  and 
me  from  sin,  and  that  arose  triumphant 
over  sin,  hell,  and  the  grave  and  is  now 
seated  on  the  right  hand  of  God  to  plead 
your  cause  and  mine.  How  can  we  re- 
ject such  a  Savior! 


Let  us  at  this  Christmas  season  accept 
the  greatest  gift  of  all  gifts  and  make 
room  for  Christ  in  our  hearts.  No  other 
gift  we  could  ever  receive  will  ever  com- 
pare to  this  great  gift  which  God  has 
given  to  each  of  us  if  we  will  only  ac- 
cept Him.  "For  God  so  loved  the  world, 
that  he  gave  his  only  begotten  Son,  that 
whosoever  believeth  in  him  should  not 
perish,  but  have  everlasting  life,"  St. 
John  3:16. 

Let  us  say  with  the  writer  of  the  dear 
old  hymn: 

"But  drops  of  grief  can   ne'er  repay 
The  debt  of  love  I  owe; 
Here,  Lord,  1  give  myself  to  Thee, 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do." 

God  grant  that  this  shall  be  the  great- 
est Christmas  we  have  ever  witnessed  be- 
cause we  have  made  room  for  Christ  in 
our  hearts  and  in  so  doing  multitudes 
will  be  blest.  May  God's  richest  blessings 
rest  upon  each  of  you  and  may  the  joy- 
bells  of  heaven  ring  in  your  heart  at  this 
Christmas  season  and  throughout  the 
days  to  come. 

The  Dying  Year 

Esther  Holland 

Death  follows  life,  and  then  in  turn, 
life  follows  death.  The  pretty  green 
leaves  which  we  love  so  much  in  spring 
die  in  the  fall  and  give  themselves  back 
to  mother  earth  only  to  live  again  the 
following  spring  in  the  life  of  the  tree. 
The  sinner  dies  out  to  self  and  sin  only 
to  live  the  new  life  of  consecration  unto 
God.  The  body  itself  dies  and  goes  back 
to  dust  but  will  live  again  at  the  resur- 
rection. We  are  admonished  to  die  that 
we  might  live.  Gal.  2:20,  "I  am  cruci- 
fied with  Christ;  nevertheless,  I  live:  yet 
not  I,  but  Christ  liveth  in  me  and  the 
life  that  I  now  live  in  the  flesh,  I  live 
by  the  faith  of  the  Son  of  God  who  loved 
me  and  gave  himself  for  me."  Time 
passes  and  we  cannot  recall  it,  nor  would 
we  recall  it  with  its  suffering  and  woe, 
but  by  the  suffering  of  the  past  we  are 
able  to  cope  with  the  many  trying  situa- 
tions of  the  present  and  future. 

Murmurings  and  Complainings 

Exodus  15:24,  "What  shall  we  drink?" 
Ex.  16:2-3,  in  substance,  "What  shall 
we  eat?"  The  nature  of  the  human  fam- 
ily appears  to  be  to  think  of  something 
to  satisfy  this  human  body  of  ours;  some- 
thing to  fulfill  the  desires  of  the  appe- 
tite. And  as  the  children  of  Israel  mur- 
mured and  complained  for  something  to 
satisfy  the  human  side  when  they  were 
marching  toward  the  Promised  Land,  so 
many  today  are  seeking  the  same  things. 
It  seems  as  if  murmuring  and  complain- 
ing is  inbred  and  people  will  stoop  to 
very  low  levels  to  get  what  they  want. 
Some  complain  against  God  for  the  wet 
season  or  the  dry  season  or  the  failure  of 
the  stock  market,  and  seemingly  forget  to 


read  the  third  chapter  of  Malachi.  But 
in  order  to  please  God,  these  murmurings 
must  cease;  they  must  give  way  to  a  new 
life;  let  the  old  life  die  that  the  new 
may  appear.  And  as  these  die  in  the 
heart,  there  is  room  for  a  richer  experi- 
ence with  God. 

The  Dying  Desire 
Prov.  10:24,  "The  desire  of  the  right- 
eous shall  be  granted."  As  long  as  a  per- 
son is  in  sin,  there  is  the  sinful  desire 
which  seeks  to  be  fulfilled.  That  desire 
to  give  vent  to  the  feelings,  either  for 
dancing,  for  card-playing,  for  gambling, 
for  drink,  for  carousing,  for  tattling,  for 
stirring  up  trouble,  for  pleasure,  or  any- 
thing else  that  might  gratify  the  sinful 
appetite,  can  only  be  curbed  by  the  love 
and  power  of  God.  There  are  those  who 
speak  of  turning  over  a  new  leaf  and 
they  endeavor  through  themselves  to  for- 
sake some  of  their  wicked  habits,  but  the 
only  way  these  can  die  in  the  human 
heart  is  through  the  blood  of  Jesus 
Christ  who  died  that  we  might  die  and 
then  live.  When  we  d.e  to  sin,  though, 
these  desires  die  out  and  are  replaced  by 
the  love  and  power  of  God. 

The  Dying  Year 

Time  passes  and  we  know  not  where 
it  goes.  Many  minutes  of  the  old  year 
have  been  spent  foolishly;  many  have 
been  spent  without  giving  glory  to  God; 
many  have  been  spent  to  gratify  some 
foolish  wish  or  desire  of  the  natural 
body;  but  how  many  have  been  spent  for 
the  glory  and  honor  of  God  and  in  His 
service?  As  we  look  back  over  the  pages 
of  each  day,  we  are  made  to  feel  as  the 
little  boy  who  went  to  his  teacher  on  New 
Year's  Day  and  said,  "Teacher,  give  me 
a  new  sheet;  1  have  spoiled  this  one." 
Many  sheets  have  been  spoiled  by  each  of 
us  during  the  year  of  1941,  but  we  can 
come  to  our  Teacher  and  ask  Him  to 
give  us  a  new  sheet  for  the  new  year. 
And  as  we  review  the  errors  of  the  past 
twelve  months,  let  us  make  them  step- 
pingstones  to  higher  ideals,  higher  mo- 
tives, greater  love  and  greater  service  for 
the  Master  during  the  new  year.  Often- 
times God  has  to  bring  us  through  some 
great  sorrow  or  trial  in  order  to  bring  us 
to  see  ourselves  as  He  sees  us  and  to  real- 
ize our  mistakes.  But  when  the  testing  is 
over  and  our  natural  selves  are  reflected 
in  God's  mirror,  surely  each  past  mistake 
can  become  a  step  by  which  we  can  as- 
cend the  ladder  of  success  in  God's  vine- 
yard. 

Conclusion 

THE  PASSING  OF  THE  OLD  YEAR 

Good-bye,  Old  Year!   To  thee  we  bend 

In  deepest  adoration, 
Thy  hoary  locks  to  us  commend 

Our  highest  admiration. 
Thou  art  so  full  of  memories  dear, 

Which  time  can  -never  destroy, 
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Thou  hast  watclwd  every  smile  and  tear, 
Relics  of  sorrow  and  joy. 

Oft  thy  voice  in  t hinder  has  spoken, 

And  summer  gales  rent  the  air, 
'Til   by   autumn's   stillness   broken 

There  was  calm  everywhere. 
With  joy  our  good  deeds  thou  hast  seen 

And  written  them  against  the  sky, 
Our  sins  noted  with  vision  keen 

And  beheld  with  pitying  eye. 

To  some  thou  hast  given  riches  vast, 

A   heritage  to  hold  in  fee, 
Recorded  by  a  generous  past, 

And  bequeathed  to  posterity. 
To  others   poverty  and  toil, 

And  courage  to  eke  their  days  through, 
And  with  strength  of  hand  to  tend  the 
soil 

And  do  whatever  was  theirs  to  do. 

So  good-bye,  Old  Year!  If  we  could 

We  would  not  bring  thee  back, 
Nor  could  recall  thee,  if  we  would 

To   retrace   life's   furrowed    track. 
As  thou  Jjast  been  true  to  the  last, 

Waving  a  loving  adieu, 
We  consign  thee,  Old  Year,  to  the  past 

While  we  welcome  in  the  New. 


The  "I  Am"  in  the  Gospel  of  John 

Shows    how    perfectly    He      meets      the 
world's  need. 

1.  I  AM  He,  the  Christ  (4:26).  Meets 
our  need  of  a  divine  Savior,  who  is  also 
human. 

2.  I  AM  the  Bread  of  Life  (6:35). 
Meets  our  soul-hunger. 

3.  I  AM  the  light  of  the  World  (8: 
12).   Meets  our  darkness. 

4-  I  AM  the  Door  of  the  Sheep  (10:7). 
Meets  our  homelessness. 

5.  I  AM  the  Resurrection  and  the 
Life   (11:2  5).  Meets  our  death. 

6.  I  AM  the  Good  Shepherd  (10:11). 
Meets  our  helplessness. 

7.  I  AM  your  Master  and  Lord  (13: 
13).  Meets  our  dependence. 

8.  I  AM  the  Way,  the  Truth,  and  the 
Life  (14:6).  Meets  our  need  of  salvation. 

9.  I  AM  the  True  Vine  (15:1).  Meets 
our  need  of  union  with  Himself. 

10.  I  AM  Jesus  of  Nazareth  (18:5,6). 
Meets  our  need  of  a  human  Savior,  who 
is  also  Divine. — Selected. 
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Sold  for 

Nov.  Total 

Alabama  1,740  3,795 

Arizona 70  70 

Arkansas     180  573 

California     149  442 

Colorado     . 2  1,003 

Delaware    14  84 


Foreign  317 

Florida  2,010 

Georgia      4,216 

Iowa   42 

Idaho  62 

Illinois  5  99 

Indiana   210 

Kansas  138 

Kentucky  .    907 

Louisiana  ._ 367 

Maine   _  98 

Maryland    ..  376 

Massachusetts    2  8 

Minnesota  42 

Michigan  __.         .__ 299 

Mississippi  45  3 

Missouri    _.  217 

Montana     1 1 2 

Nebraska    42 

New  Jersey    84 

New  Mexico  77 

New  York  _____  16 

North   Carolina  3,066 

North  Dakota  112 

Ohio  -__-    454 

Oklahoma  15  5 

Oregon     59 

Pennsylvania    161 

South    Carolina    5,103 

South   Dakota    192 

Tennessee     2,806 

Texas    78  8 

Virginia    747 

Washington    70 

Washington,  D.  C.  70 

West  Virginia  7,93  5 

Wyoming  14 


741 

5,731 

11,877 

126 

194 

1,529 
602 
361 

2,531 
856 
224 

1,184 

84 

154 

789 

1,191 
647 
322 
70 
224 
232 
44 

8,142 
252 

1,860 
553 
171 

1,433 

14,058 

362 

6,151 

2,183 

2,430 

253 

98 

9,759 
42 


34,669        83,427 


NOTE:  In  going  through  my  material 
the  other  day,  I  found  so  many  wonder- 
ful letters  from  the  good  readers  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  Some  of  them  are  per- 
haps a  year  old  or  perhaps  more.  I  wish 
I  could  find  room  to  publish  them  all, 
but  below  is  one  I  think  would  be  good 
for  us.  I  hope  our  little  sister  is  still  liv- 
ing and  will  write  and  let  me  know 
how  she  is.  Here  is  the  letter.  Velma,  we 
trust  that  God  will  still  permit  you  to 
go  to  B.  T.  S. — Editor. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Almost  a  year  ago  a  friend  sent 
me  a  copy  of  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
Until  then  I  did  not  know  this 
paper  was  in  existence.  In  the  past 
years  we  have  received  many  differ- 
ent Christian  papers  in  our  home, 
but  I  can  truly  say  the  Lighted 
Pathway  is  the  best  paper  I  have 
ever  read. 

I  was  planning  on  going  to  Bible 
school  in  Tennessee  last  October, 
but  just  as  I  was  preparing  to  go,  I 
was  stricken  with  infantile  paralysis. 
Of  course,  all  my  hopes  and  plans 
were  dashed  down,  but  during  those 
long  months  lying  on  my  back  and 


not  being  able  to  attend  serv- 
ices, the  Lighted  Pathway  was  a 
great  comfort  to  me. 

Since  then  the  Scripture  on  your 
Tempted  and  Tried  Page  has  be- 
come a  most  precious  one  to  me,  for 
truly  God  is  holding  us  by  the  hand, 
leading  and  guiding  us  along  the 
way. 

My  prayer  is  that  God  will  truly 
bless  you  in  your  great  work. — Vel- 
ma Dix,  Rt.  2,  Box  241-B,  Salinas, 
Calif. 

Editor's  Message 

(Continued   from  page  2) 

for  a  petty  crime.  His  name  is  Mr.  . 

He  was  good  to  us  and  made  us  a  good 
living.  Mother  is  not  well  and  washes  to 
support  us,  and  we  are  cold  and  hungry. 
I  have  come  to  make  one  request  of  you. 
Will  you  pardon  my  father,  and  send 
him  home  for  Christmas?  If  you  will, 
governor,  that  is  all  the  Christmas  we 
will  want,  and  what  a  happy  Christ- 
mas it  will  be!  Please,  governor,  give  us 
back  our  papa,  and  make  our  home  hap- 
py again." 

The  great  man  had  heard  pleas  before, 
coming  from  great  lawyers,  statesmen, 
and  mothers,  perhaps,  pleading  for  their 
sons,  but  no  such  plea  was  ever  heard  in 
that  office  by  that  great  statesman,  for 
he  knew  the  unfortunate  father  of  this 
child,  and  was  moved  into  deeper  sym- 
pathy by  the  pathetic  plea  of  the  pale- 
faced,   but   impressive  little  pleader. 

Her  intercession  had  been  successful. 
The  benefactor  had  been  convinced  with 
the  justice  of  her  plea,  and  said,  "Child, 
go  home  and  tell  your  mother  that  the 
petition  has  been  granted,  and  that  hus- 
band and  father  will  be  home  for  Christ- 
mas dinner."  And  he  was.  He  received 
an  unconditional  pardon,  and  was  a  free 
man.  What  a  Christmas  present! 

Do  you  not  imagine  there  was  joy  in 
that  home?  Would  to  God  that  every 
prisoner  could  be  released  from  the  bond- 
age of  sin  and  of  prison  walls  and  sent 
home  to  his  loved  ones  at  this  Christmas 
time.  Our  Lord  would  like  to  do  this  but 
men  will  not  permit. 

He  came  to  this  world,  suffered  and 
died  that  this  might  happen.  He  came 
to  set  prisoners  free,  but  men  and  wom- 
en will  go  on  sad-hearted  through  life 
when  Jesus  has  provided  this  joy  for 
them.  Nothing  for  them  to  do  but  ac- 
cept it  on  terms  provided  for  them  in  the 
gospel  of  Jesus  Christ.  Dear  reader,  can 
you  sing  this  song  at  this  Christmas  sea- 
son, 

"My  heart  is  a  fountain  of  joy  today, 
For  Jesus  has  taken  my  sins  away, 
And  leads  me  in  peace  in  the  narrow  way 
And  I  am  redeemed"? 

But  I  hear  you  say,  "No,  I  cannot  be 
joyful.  My  precious  loved  one  has  so  re- 
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cently  passed  away,"  but  if  you  have 
been  redeemed  you  can  still  feel  an  inner 
joy  because  there  is  hope  beyond  the 
grave. 

We  would  not  close  our  message  with- 
out trying  to  comfort  sad  hearts  at  this 
joyous  time.  There  are  homes  where  it 
seems  that  a  joyous  note  can  never  sound 
again  inside  its  walls.  It  may  be  that 
mother  has  gone  away;  the  one,  whose 
hands  once  made  the  home  beautiful 
with  decorations  and  cooked  those  won- 
derful dinners  in  past  years,  has  flown 
away  and  left  a  vacancy  which  never  can 
be  filled.  Or  father,  who  stood  by  and 
furnished  the  money  to  buy  all  the  beau- 
tiful things  we  have  enjoyed,  has  taken 
his  departure  and  the  presents  are  scarce 
this  year.  It  may  be  that  the  little  darling 
of  the  home  is  gone  and  you  are  won- 
dering, "What's  the  use,  everything  is 
gone."  Is  there  no  one  else  to  make  hap- 
py? Go  and  find  someone,  some  poor  lit- 
tle urchin,  and  lavish  upon  him  some  of 
the  needful  things  of  life.  You'll  find 
yourself  forgetting  to  a  certain  extent 
your  own  sorrow. 

It  was  from  the  country  where  your 
loved  ones  have  gone  that  the  angels 
came  on  that  first  Christmas  morning 
and  sang  those  beautiful  words,  "Joy  to 
the  world,  the  Lord  has  come."  They 
have  only  gone  on  a  little  ahead  to  get 
acquainted  with  the  angels.  Oh,  I  imag- 
ine when  they  arrived  there,  these  an- 
gels met  them  at  the  golden  gate  and 
sang  for  them  again.  This  time  it  would 
be  a  welcome  song.  If  they  could  come 
back  and  look  into  your  window  and 
whisper  in  your  ear,  they  would  say, 
"Don't  be  sad;  if  you  only  knew  what 
joy  it  is  up  where  we  have  gone,  you 
would  not  be  sad."  And  who  knows 
whether  or  not  they  understand  all 
about  you  and  can  see  your  sad  face. 
Cheer  up,  dear  one,  and  see  what  you  can 
find  to  do  for  the  One  whose  birthday 
we  celebrate. 

Perhaps  this  little  story  will  help  you 
to  understand  how  to  forget  your  own 
sorrow   in   helping  others: 

There  lived  in  the  city  of  Marseilles,  a 
hundred  years  and  more  ago,  an  old 
shoemaker,  loved  and  honored  by  all  his 
neighbors,  who  affectionately  called  him 
"Father  Martin."  One  Christmas  as  he 
sat  alone  in  his  little  shop  reading  of  the 
visit  of  the  wise  men  to  the  infant  Je- 
sus, and  of  the  gifts  they  brought,  he 
said  to  himself: 

"If  tomorrow  were  the  first  Christ- 
mas, and  if  Jesus  were  to  be  born  in 
Marseilles  this  night,  I  know  what  I 
would  give  Him!"  He  rose  and  took 
from  a  shelf  two  little  shoes  of  softest 
snow-white  leather,  with  bright  silver 
buckles.  "I  would  give  Him  these,  my 
finest  work.  How  pleased  His  mother . 
would  be!   But  I'm  a  foolish  old  man," 


he  thought,  smiling,  "the  Master  has  no 
need  for  my  poor  gifts." 

Replacing  the  shoes  he  blew  out  the 
candle  and  retired  to  rest.  Hardly  had  he 
closed  his  eyes  it  seemed,  when  he  heard 
a  voice  call  his  name. 

"Martin!"  Intuitively  he  felt  aware  of 
the  identity  of  the  speaker.  "Martin,  you 
have  longed  to  see  Me.  Tomorrow  I  shall 
pass  by  your  window.  If  you  see  Me  and 
bid  Me  enter,  I  shall  be  your  Guest  and 
sit  at  your  table." 

He  did  not  sleep  that  night  for  joy. 
Before  it  was  yet  dawn  he  rose  and  swept 
and  tidied  up  his  little  shop.  Fresh  sand 
he  spread  on  the  floor  and  green  boughs 
of  fir  he  wreathed  along  the  rafters.  On 
the  table  he  placed  a  loaf  of  white  bread, 
a  jar  of  honey,  a  pitcher  of  milk  and  over 
the  fire  he  hung  a  pot  of  coffee. 

When  all  was  in  readiness  he  took  up 
his  vigil  at  the  window.  He  was  sure  he 
would  know  the  Master.  From  child- 
hood had  he  not  gazed  in  love  and  rev- 
erence at  His  image  above  the  great  altar 
in  the  cathedral?  And  as  he  watched  the 
driving  sleet  and  rain  in  the  cold,  de- 
serted street,  he  thought  of  the  joy  that 
would  be  his  when  he  sat  down  and  broke 
bread  with  his  Guest. 

Presently  he  saw  an  old  streetsweeper 
pass  by,  blowing  upon  his  thin,  gnarled 
hands  to  warm  them. 

"Poor  fellow,  he  must  be  half  frozen," 
thought  Martin.  Opening  the  door  he 
called  to  him,  "Come  in,  my  friend,  and 
warm,  and  drink  a  cup  of  hot  coffee." 
No  further  urging  was  needed,  and  the 
man   gratefully   accepted    the  invitation. 

An  hour  passed,  and  Martin  next  saw 
a  poor,  miserably  clothed  woman,  carry- 
ing a  baby.  She  paused,  wearily,  to  rest 
in  the  shelter  of  his  doorway.  Quickly 
he  flung  open  the  door,  "Come  in  and 
warm  while  you  rest,"  he  said  to  her. 
"You  are  not  well?"  he  asked. 

"I  am  going  to  the  hospital.  I  hope 
they  will  take  me  in,  and  my  baby,"  she 
explained.  "My  husband  is  at  sea,  and  I 
am  ill,  without  a  soul." 

"Poor  child!"  cried  the  old  man. 
"You  must  eat  something  while  you  are 
getting  warm.  No?  Then  let  me  give  a 
cup  of  milk  to  the  little  one.  Ah!  what 
a  bright,  pretty  little  fellow  he  is!  Why, 
you  have  no  shoes  on  him!" 

"I  have  no  shoes  for  him,"  sighed  the 
mother. 

"Then  he  shall  have  this  lovely  pair  I 
finished  yesterday." 

And  Martin  took  down  the  soft  little 
snow-white  shoes  he  had  looked  at  the 
evening  before,  and  slipped  them  on  the 
child's  feet.  They  fitted  perfectly.  And 
shortly  the  young  mother  went  her  way, 
full  of  gratitude,  and  Martin  went  back 
to  his  post  at  the  window. 

Hour  after  hour  went  by  and  many 
needy  souls  shared  the  meager  hospitality 


of  the  old  cobbler,  but  the  expected 
Guest  did  not  appear. 

At  last,  when  night  had  fallen,  Father 
Martin  retired  to  his  cot  with  a  heavy 
heart.  "It  was  only  a  dream,"  he  sighed. 
"I  did  hope  and  believe,  but  He  has  not 
come." 

Suddenly,  so  it  seemed  to  his  weary 
eyes,  the  room  was  flooded  with  a  glori- 
ous light.  And  to  the  cobbler's  aston- 
ished vision  there  appeared  before  him, 
one  by  one,  the  poor  streetsweeper,  the 
sick  mother  and  her  baby,  and  all  the  peo- 
ple whom  he  had  aided  during  the  day. 
And  each  smiled  at  him  and  said:  "Have 
you  not  seen  me?  Did  I  not  sit  at  your  ta- 
ble?"— and  vanished. 

Then  softly  out  of  the  silence  he  heard 
again  the  gentle  voice,  repeating  old,  fa- 
miliar words: 

"Whoso  shall  receive  one  such  little 
child  in  my  name,  receiveth  me." 

"For  I  was  an  hungred,  and  ye  gave 
me  meat:  I  was  thirsty,  and  ye  gave  me 
drink:  I  was  a  stranger,  and  ye  took  me 
in.  .  .  .  Verily  I  say  unto  you,  Inas- 
much as  ye  have  done  it  unto  one  of  the 
least  of  these,  my  brethren,  ye  have  done 
it  unto  me." — Selected. 

Angelo'-  Christmas  Angel 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
mas.  I  wonder  how  many  of  you  can 
bring  something  to  put  on  it,  just  a  ball 
or  a  bit  of  tinsel  from  your  last  year's 
tree,  or  a  string  of  cranberries  or  pop- 
corn— anything  to  help  make  our  tree 
look  pretty." 

"Mother  will  let  me  bring  something 
off  our  tree,"  said  Dorothea. 

Little  hands  were  lifted.  "We'll  bring 
something,  we'll  bring  something,  Miss 
Margot!" 

"All  right,"  said  Miss  Margot-  "That 
will   be    fine.    Don't   forget!" 

Angelo  hadn't  said  anything.  He  just 
sat  and  thought.  When  he  started  home 
after  school  he  whispered  to  Miss  Mar- 
got, "I'll  bring  my  Christmas  angel  for 
the  tree,  Miss  Margot." 

"That  will  be  lovely,  Angelo,"  said  his 
teacher. 

Next  morning  all  the  children  came 
with  something  gay  and  pretty  for  Miss 
Margot  to  put  on  the  tree.  Of  course, 
she  would  not  put  the  things  on  the 
tree  until  after  school  when  they  were 
gone,  for  she  wanted  the  trimmed  tree 
to  be  a  big  surprise  for  them  the  day 
before  Christmas,  when  each  child  would 
receive  a  gift. 

Angelo  was  the  very  last  of  the  children 
to  come.  He  brought  a  box  which  he 
opened  very  carefully.  In  it  lay  the 
Christmas  angel.  It  was  made  of  very 
stiff  paper  and  it  had  wings  and  long 
flowing  clothes  and  a  golden  horn.  All 
the  children  looked  at  it  in  wonder. 

"Is  the  angel  a  lady  or  a  man,  Miss 
Margot?"    asked   little   Sheila. 
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"It's  just  an  angel,"  said  Angelo, 
softly. 

"That's  right,"  said  Miss  Margot,  as  she 
lifted  the  angel  from  the  box.  Of  course, 
the  back  of  it  was  just  plain  white,  but 
as  the  teacher  held  it  up  she  saw  that  An- 
gelo had  made  the  picture  of  a  face  on 
the  back  of  the  head.  It  was  very  nicely 
done  with  colored  pencils. 

"Oh,  two  faces!"  cried  the  children, 
laughing.   "The  angel  has  two  faces!" 

"Why  did  you  put  a  face  on  the  back 
of  the  angel,  Angelo?"  Miss  Margot 
asked  him. 

"Because,  Miss  Margot,"  answered  An- 
gelo, earnestly,  "I  wanted  the  angel  to 
see  everybody,  so  nobody  would  be 
missed." 

"That  was  very  thoughtful,  Angelo," 
she  replied.  "You'll  see  where  the  angel 
will   stand   tomorrow." 

Next  day  when  the  children  came  they 
could  not  see  the  tree  at  all,  for  it  was  be- 
hind a  big  curtain.  But  when  the  cur- 
tain was  pulled  aside,  there  stood  the 
lovely  tree  all  glittering  with  tinsel  and 
hung  with  strings  of  white  popcorn  and 
bright-red  cranberries  and  shining  balls 
and  ornaments  of  all  sorts.  And  right  on 
the  very  top  of  the  tree  stood  Angelo's 
Christmas  angel.  How  lovely  it  was, 
seeming  to  look  down  on  all  the  chil- 
dren! Maria  slipped  around  the  tree  and 
looked  up  at  the  other  face.  "The  angel 
sees  me  here,  too!"  she  cried. 

All  the  school  sang  Christmas  carols 
and  recited  poems,  and  Miss  Margot  told 
them    the    story    of    the    Christ-child. 

Then  every  one  received  a  gift.  As  they 
started  home,  filled  with  happiness,  Miss 
Margot  stopped  Angelo,  a  lovely  little 
Italian  boy  with  big  brown  eyes  and 
thick  curly  hair  and  a  serious  face. 

"Your  angel  didn't  miss  anybody,  An- 
gelo," said  Miss  Margot,  smiling.  "Are 
you  glad?" 

"Yes,"  said  Angelo,  "I  want  my  angel 
not  to  miss  anybody  in  the  whole  world." 
— The  Boby's  Mother. 

From  Ivory  Palace  to  Bethlehem 
Manger 

(Continued  from  page  13) 
his  room. 

Desperately  Joseph  grappled  with  the 
situation.  They  must  not  abide  in  the 
street.  Then,  hurrying  to  the  keeper,  he 
whispered  in  his  ear.  The  kindly  man 
smiled,  "It's  a  nice  night,  I  will  turn 
out  the  cows  and  you  can  have  the 
stable,"   he   said    sympathetically. 

The  place  was  made  comfortable  with 
fresh  straw.  Midnight  came  and  passed. 
There  were  footsteps  and  voices.  Would 
anyone  dare  to  violate  the  sacredness  of 
this  enclosure?  Joseph  arose  with  resent- 
ment as  the  door  opened. 

"Is  the  newborn  Babe  within?" 
Shepherds 

Then  seeing  the  Babe,  the  shepherds  en- 


tered,   fell    upon    their    faces      and    wor- 
shiped. 

"The  angel  said  we  would  find  Him 
here,"  they  cried  in  deep  emotion. 

The  shepherds  returned  to  their  flocks 
and  Mary  pondered  these  things  in  her 
heart  (Luke  2:19).  So  even  the  angels 
were  s'nging  at  the  birth  of  he  Child. 
And  what  .1  son;;,  "Glory  to  God  in  the 
Highest  and  on  earth  peace,  good  will  to- 
wards men" — peace  on  earth — that  was 
it!  She  saw  the  nations  at  peace.  She  saw 
them  cast  their  swords  at  the  feet  of 
her  Son.  She  saw  the  lion  eating  straw 
like  an  ox;  the  lamb  and  the  wolf  to- 
gether and  a  Child,  her  Child  was  lead- 
ing them.  "Oh,"  she  cried  in  rapturous 
joy,  "my  spirit  doth  rejoice  in  God  my 
Savior." 

Later  they  moved  into  a  house. 
Wise  Men 

"Look,  Joseph!  What  fine  camels! 
What  noble  bearing!  What  beautiful  fur- 
nishings! They  are  pointing  to  the  stars! 
They   are   stopping  here!" 

The  door  opened.  Joseph  and  Mary 
stood  in  awe  at  the  presence  of  the  dig- 
nified men. 

"Is  He  who  is  born  king  of  the  Jews, 
within?"  Then  seeing  the  Babe,  they  en- 
tered, bowed  in  reverence  and  presented 
their  treasures,  gold  and  costly  gifts. 
"We  saw  His  star  in  the  east,"  said  the 
venerable  men,  "and  we  are  come  to 
worship  Him." 

Sleep  did  not  come  quickly  to  Mary's 
eyes  that  night.  Long  she  lay,  pondering 
these  things  in  her  heart.  So  there  had 
been  a  star.  And  they  had  called  Him 
"The  King  of  the  Jews."  Had  not  the 
angel  told  her  that  He  would  be  given 
the  throne  of  His  father  David,  and 
wasn't  that  a  real  throne?  Then,  Simeon, 
at  the  temple,  had  said  that  He  would 
be  a  Light  to  lighten  the  Gentiles.  So  her 
Son  would  bless  the  Gentiles  too — what 
a  Son!  "My  soul  doth  magnify  the  Lord," 
she  whispered  softly.  As  Mary  mused  she 
fell  asleep. 

"Mary!  Mary!"  Joseph  was  calling  in 
excited  whispers.  "An  angel  said  that 
Herod  would  seek  the  Child  to  destroy 
Him.  Prepare  for  the  journey  while  I 
saddle  the  ass." 

An  hour  later,  Mary  looked  back  upon 
the  moonlit  hills  of  Bethlehem.  She  was 
puzzled  at  the  sudden  turn  of  affairs. 
Was  not  her  Son  the  King  of  the  Jews? 
Then  why  must  she  thus  flee  from 
Herod?  "Rachel  weeping  for  her  chil- 
dren" (Matt.  2:18),  this  Old  Testament 
Scripture  rang  in  her  heart.  What  did 
the  prophet  mean? 

In  the  Tempte 

Time  passed.  Carefully  they  kept  the 
yearly  feast  at  Jerusalem.  At  the  age  of 
twelve,  they  missed  Jesus  in  their  com- 
pany, but,  returning,  found  Him  in  the 
temple. 

"Wist   ye   not   that   I   must   be   about 


my   Father's   business?"    was   His   answer 
to  the  puzzled  mother. 

They  went  back  to  Nazareth  and  "His 
mother  kept  all  these  sayings  in  her 
heart"  (Luke  2:51).  What  did  He 
mean?  Surely  He  did  not  mean  that  Jos- 
eph was  His  father.  Joseph  was  a  car- 
penter and  had  He  been  about  His  father 
Joseph's  business,  He  would  have  been 
busy  with  hammer  and  saw  on  the  wood- 
work about  the  temple.  But  Lie  was  deal- 
ing in  the  law  of  God.  God  was  His 
Father,  and  He  was  about  His  Father 
God's  business.  Then  He  knew  that  God 
was  His  Father.  What  a  wonderful  Son! 
The  Cross 

Again  years  passed.  There  was  an  an- 
gry mob.  The  very  air  seemed  charged 
with  hate  and  envy.  Mary  shuddered  at 
the  dull  thud  of  the  mallets.  She  knew 
those  c.*\ael  spikes  were  piercing  His 
tender  hands.  Now  they  had  lifted  His 
cross.  Was  this  what  Simeon  had  meant, 
"A  sword  shall  pierce  through  thy  own 
soul"? 

Breathlessly  she  watched  His  every 
movement  and  listened  to  His  every 
word.  If  He  would  only  speak  to  her.  If 
He  would  only  see  her  and  know  that  she 
was  near.  There — His  eyes  are  upon  her. 
His  lips  are  moving. 

"Woman,  behold  thy  Son."  He  had 
seen  her.  Had  even  provided  for  her 
comfort  in  the  home  of  the  beloved 
apostle.  But  why  had  He  had  not  called 
her  "mother"?  Why  had  He  called  her 
"woman"?  Ah!  was  that  it?  The  seed  of 
the  woman  shall  bruise  the  serpent's 
head  (Gen.  3:15).  Was  He  somehow 
connecting  her  with  that  promise  in 
Eden?  "Thou  shalt  bruise  his  heel."  So 
this  was  Satan  bruising  His  heel.  Her 
Son  will  yet  bruise  Satan's  head — He  will 
yet  be  victorious.  Had  not  the  heavens 
opened  at  His  baptism  and  had  not  the 
Father  owned  Him  as  His  Son? 

She    dried    her    tears.    Her    heart    still 
throbbed  with  grief  at  His  pain,  but  her 
Son  will  yet  triumph,  she  is  sure  of  that. 
Later  Years 

Often,  in  later  years,  midnight  found 
John  in  rapt  attention  as  Mary  recounted 
the  wonderful  deeds  of  her  wonderful 
Son.  Once,  overcome  with  emotion,  he 
had  cried,  "If  all  he  did  were  known, 
the  world  itself  could  not  contain  the 
books  that  should  be  written"  (John 
21:25). 

Sometimes  there  were  three  in  the 
party.  It  was  only  natural  for  a  physi- 
cian to  be  interested  in  the  birth  of  a 
babe,  and  especially  since  Dr.  Luke  was 
gathering  the  facts  for  his  beloved  friend, 
Theophilus   (Luke   1:3). 

Mary's  anxious  hours  are  over.  No 
longer  does  she  fret  and  worry.  She 
gave  Him  her  best.  Now  she  is  at  rest  in 
the  bosom  of  her  Son.  Is  there  any- 
thing in  Heaven  too  good  for  her? 
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HOW  A  DEBT  WAS  REPAID 

A  Christmas  Story 

"But  all  through  the  mountains,  thunder-riven, 

And  up  from  the  rocky  steep, 
There  arose  a  glad  cry  to  the  gates  of  heaven, 

'Rejoice,  for  I've  found  my  sheep!' 
And  the  angels  echoed  around  the  throne, 

'Rejoice,  for  the  Lord  brings  back  His  own.' " 

From  a  rich  baritone  voice  came 
the  song  ringing  out  on  the  frosty 
air  of  the  late  October  morning, 
and  the  hills  and  valley,  catching 
the  words  and  melody,  sent  back  in 
triumphant  echo — "Rejoice,  for  the 
Lord  brings  back  His  own!"  The 
hoar  frost  on  the  grass  was  like 
burnished  silver  under  the  touch  of 
the  rising  sun  that  sent  its  golden 
beams  to  brighten  the  green,  and 
yellow,  and  crimson,  and  brown, 
and  purple  leaves,  and  made  the 
trees  look  as  if  they  were  festooned 
with  rainbows.  One  could  almost 
hear  them  whisper,  "Rejoice,  for  the 
Lord  brings  back  His  own!"  The 
song  and  all  nature  seemed  blended 
in  a  harmonious  whole. 

Around  a  bend  of  one  of  the  hill- 
side roads  appeared  the  singer,  tall 
and  strong  and  magnificently  pro- 
portioned; his  face  beamed  with 
health  and  happiness,  and  he  carried 
in  his  arms  the  sheep  for  which  he 
night  searching.  The  animal  was 
it  may  be,  with  the  fear  of  a  well- 
deserved  punishment.  The  man  looked  at  it  with  a  smile  and 
said:  "You  poor,  foolish  sheep,  why  did  you  wander  away? 
Did  you  think  the  rocks  and  stones  on  the  bleak  hills  were 
more  nourishing  than  the  green  grass  in  the  valley?  Did  you 
think  you  were  safer  among  the  wolves  than  with  your  com- 
rades in  the  sheepfold?  Why  did  you  turn  your  back  on  your 
shepherd,  who  never  turned  his  back  on  you?  Did  you  think 
I  would  not  miss  you,  and  would  fail  to  seek  for  you?  If  so, 
you  don't  know  the  love  of  a  shepherd  for  his  sheep.  I  won- 
der  "  Here  he  paused  as  he  discovered  a  man  standing  near 

one  of  the  buildings — a  young  man,  showing  plainly  the  marks 
of  dissipation  and  riotous  living.  He  looked  him  over  and  then 
asked: 

"Who  are  you?" 
"What,  me?  I  am  nobody." 
"Where  are  you  from?" 
"Everywhere." 

"Where  are  you  bound  for?" 
"Anywhere." 

"Where   do   you  belong?" 
"Nowhere." 

"Do  you  want  employment?" 

"I  would  be  glad  of  a  job  if  I  could  only  get  away  from 
my  present  boss,  for  whom  I  have  worked  faithfully  for 
two  years." 
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"And  pray,  who  is  your  boss?" 

"Satan." 

"Does  he  pay  you  good  wages?" 

"Good  wages?  No.  Big  wages?  Yes." 

"What  kind  of  wages?" 

"Hunger  enough  for  a  dozen  men.  Rags,  desolation,  shattered 
nerves,  ruined  character,  and  a  burning  appetite  for  the  thing 
that  wrought  my  ruin." 

The  shepherd  dropped  his  head  and  said  to  himself,  "I've 
spent  half  of  the  night  in  trying  to  rescue  a  four-legged  sheep. 
Dare  I  drive  this  two-legged  one  from  my  door,  and  make  no 
effort  to  rescue  him?"  Looking  up,  he  said  to  the  tramp,  "You 
look  to  me  as  if  you  could  eat  some  breakfast;  how  is  it?" 

The  young  man  was  evidently  moved  by  the  kindness  of  the 
1  tone  of  voice  in  which  the  invitation  was  given.  He  straightened 
up  and  said,  "Thank  you,  sir.  I  am  very  hungry,  but  I  am  not 
deserving  of  such   kindness." 

"Young  man,"  was  the  reply,  "I  never  turned  a  hungry  man 
from  my  door,  and  I  never  will,  so  long  as  my  name  is  Robert 
West."  At  the  mention  of  the  name  the  young  man  gave  him 
a  startled  look  and  turned  pale.  Bracing  up  he  said,  "I  ap- 
preciate your  kindness  and  accept  your  invitation  gratefully." 

After  putting  the  sheep  in  the  fold  with  the  others,  he  led 
the  young  man  up  to  the  house  where  Mrs.  West  stood  in  the 
doorway  to  greet  her  husband,  of  whose  coming  she  knew  when 
she  heard  a  half-hour  before  the  welcome  news,  "Rejoice,  for 
the  Lord  brings  back  His  own!"  ringing  ■  out  through  the 
valley.  After  both  men  had  washed  they  sat  down  to  the  table 
on  which  was  a  tempting  breakfast.  Robert  West  and  his  wife 
very  sweetly  and  reverently  asked  the  morning  blessing. 

While  Mr.  West  gave  his  wife  an  account  of  his  experiences 
in  his  search  for  the  lost  sheep,  their  guest  ate  his  breakfast 
as  only  a  hungry  man  can  eat,  yet  with  the  manner  that  showed 
the  breeding  of  a  gentleman,  and  it  was  plain  to  be  seen  that 
he  was  thinking  as  well  as  eating,  and  thinking,  too,  with  a 
purpose,  as  tears  trickled  down  his  cheeks. 

When  the  meal  was  over  the  host  read  from  the  fifteenth 
chapter  of  Luke,  the  parables  of  the  lost  sheep  and  the  prodigal 
son,  and  offered  up  an  earnest  supplication  for  the  wandering 
ones  and  prayed  for  divine  guidance  for  them  all  to  do  the 
right  thing  in  the  right  way.  During  the  prayer  the  young 
man,  kneeling  with  the  others,  was  deeply  moved,  and  at  its 
close  when  Robert  West  and  his  wife  sang  "Rejoice,  for  the 
Lord  brings  back  His  own!"  the  wanderer  sobbed  aloud.  As 
they  finished  singing,  the  young  man  rose  and  said,  "By  some 
strange  chance  I  came  to  your  door  this  morning  a  prodigal, 
one  who  is  a  pauper,  clothed  in  rags,  a  bankrupt  in  character, 
burning  with  an  appetite  for  the  cursed  drink  that  has  made 
me  what  I  am,  and  yet,  at  your  hospitable  board  you  have 
treated  me  as  an  honored  guest.  Nearly  two  years  ago  I  turned 
my  back  on  a  beautiful  home,  closing  my  ears  to  the  appeal  of 
a  Christian  father  and  mother,  trying  to  drown  the  memory 
of  the  prayers  of  that  family  altar,  only  to  find  myself  at  the 
end  in  another  Christian  home,  and  bowing  at  another  family 
altar.  It  was  while  at  college  that  I  learned  to  drink,  and 
though  I  graduated  with  the  highest  honors,  I  had  gained  also 
a  consuming  appetite.  I  was  a  slave,  and  every  effort  of  parents 
and  friends  failed  to  break  the  chains  that  bound  me  until 
at  last  I  fled  from  those  who  knew  me  best  and  loved  me  most. 
For  nearly  two  years  I  have  tramped  hither  and  thither  with 
the  shadow  of  my  wretched  self  falling  on  the  path  ahead  of 
me,  until  this  morning,  bowing  at  your  family  altar,  I  acknowl- 
edged my  sin  and  put  my  trust  in  Him  who  has  promised  to 
"save  unto  the  uttermost"  the  "whosoever"  sinner.  Sir,  the 
desire  for  drink  has  left  me,  and  the  shadow  of  myself  is  behind 
me  since  I  have  turned  my  face  and  heart  to  the  light.  I  said 
it  was  a  strange  chance  that  sent  me  to  your  door,  but  in  that 
I  was  wrong,  for  it  was  Divine  Providence  that  guided  my 
(Continued    on    page    32) 
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and  pray  for  them,  and  tell  them  of  the 
love  of  Jesus  the  Savior.  'He  came  to  seek 
and  to  save  that  which  was  lost.'  'This 
man  (Jesus)  receiveth  sinners,  and  eateth 
with  them.'  "    (Luke   19:10;    15:2.) 

"Do  you  remember,"  said  the  Gover- 
nor, "the  man  at  the  end  of  the  line  in 
the  lifer's  row,  whom  you  prayed  with? 
Would  you  like  to  hear  his  history?" 
"Yes,"  I  answered,  gladly.  "Well,  here  it 
is  in  brief:  Tom  Galson  was  sent  here 
about  eight  years  ago  for  the  crime  of 
murder.  He  was,  without  doubt,  one  of 
the  most  desperate  and  vicious  characters 
we  had  ever  received,  and,  as  was  expect- 
ed, gave  us  a  great  deal  of  trouble. 

"One  Christmas  eve,  about  six  years 
ago,  duty  compelled  me  to  spend  the 
night  at  the  prison,  instead  of  at  home, 
as  I  had  anticipated.  Early  in  the  morning, 
while  it  was  yet  dark,  I  left  the  prison 
for  my  home,  my  pockets  full  of  presents 
for  my  little  girl.  It  was  a  bitter  cold 
morning,  and  I  buttoned  my  overcoat  up 
to  protect  myself  from  the  cutting  wind 
that  swept  in  from  the  lake.  As  I  hurried 
along,  I  thought  I  saw  somebody  skulking 
in  the  shadow  of  the  prison  wall.  I  stopped 
and  looked  a  little  more  closely,  and  then 
I  saw  a  little  girl,  wretchedly  clothed  in  a 
thin  dress,  her  bare  feet  thrust  into  a  pair 
of  shoes  much  the  worse  for  wear.  In  her 
hand  she  held,  tightly  clasped,  a  small 
paper  parcel.  Wondering  who  she  was  and 
why  she  was  out  so  early  in  the  morning, 
and  yet  too  weary  to  be  interested,  I 
hurried  on.  But  I  soon  heard  that  I  was 
being  followed.  I  stopped,  and  turned 
around,  and  there  stood  before  me  the 
same  wretched-looking  child. 

'  'What  do  you  want?'  I  asked  sharply. 
'Are  you  the  Governor  of  the  prison,  sir?' 
'Yes,  who  are  you,  and  why  are  you  not 
at  home?'  'Please,  sir,  I  have  no  home; 
mamma  died  in  the  poor  house  two  weeks 
ago,  an'  she  told  me  just  before  she  died 
that  papa  (that  Tom  Galson)  was  in 
prison;  an'  she  thought  maybe  he  would 
like  to  see  his  little  girl,  now  that  mamma 
is  dead.  Please,  can't  you  let  me  see  my 
papa?  Today  is  Christmas,  and  I  want  to 
give  him  a  present.' 

'No,'    I    replied    gruffly,    'You    will 
have    to    wait    until    visitor's    day,'    and 


A  CHRISTMAS  IN  PRISON 

Some  years  ago,  while  conducting  a 
series  of  meetings  in  Michigan  City,  I 
was  asked  to  preach  to  the  convicts  in  the 
state  prison.  I  sat  on  the  platform  with 
the  Governor  and  watched  the  prisoners 
march  in — 700  men,  young  and  old.  They 
marched  in  lock-step,  every  man's  hand 
on  the  shoulder  of  the  man  before  him. 
At  the  word  of  command  they  sat  down. 
Among  that  number  there  were  seventy- 
six  "lifers,"  men  who  had  been  committed 
to  prison  for  life  for  the  crime  of  murder. 

After  the  singing  I  arose  to  preach,  but 
could  hardly  speak  for  weeping.  Disre- 
garding all  the  rules  of  the  prison,  in  my 
earnestness  to  help  the  poor,  fallen  men, 
I  left  the  platform  and  walked  down  the 
aisle  among  them,  taking  one,  and  then 
another  by  the  hand  and  praying  for  him. 
At  the  end  of  the  row  of  men  who  were 
committed  for  murder,  sat  a  man  who 
more  than  his  fellows  seemed  marked  by 
sin's  blighting  curse.  His  face  was  seamed 
and  rigid  with  scars  and  marks  of  vice 
and  sin.  He  looked  as  though  he  might  be 
a  demon  incarnate  if  once  aroused  to  an- 
ger. I  placed  my  hand  upon  his  shoulder 
and  wept  and  prayed  for  and  with  him. 

When  the  service  was  over,  the  Gov- 
ernor said  to  me,  "Well,  Kain,  do  you 
know  you  have  broken  the  rules  of  the 
prison  by  leaving  the  platform?"  "Yes, 
Governor,  but  I  never  can  keep  any  rule 
while  preaching.  And  I  did  want  to  get 
up  close  to  the  poor,  despairing  fellows, 


started  on.  I  had  not  gone  many  steps 
when  I  felt  a  pull  at  my  coat,  and  a  plead- 
ing voice  said,  'Please,  don't  go.'  I  stopped 
once  more,  and  looked  into  the  pinched, 
beseeching  face  before  me.  Great  tears 
were  in  her  eyes,  while  her  little  chin 
quivered    with   emotion. 

"  'Mister,'  she  said,  'if  your  little  girl 
was  me,  and  your  little  girl's  mamma  had 
died  in  the  poor  house,  an'  her  papa  was 
in  the  prison,  an'  she  had  no  place  to  go 
an'  no  one  to  love  her,  don't  you  think 
she  would  like  to  see  her  papa?  If  it  was 
Christmas,  and  your  little  girl  came  to 
see  me,  if  I  was  Governor  of  the  prison, 
an'  asked  me  to  please  let  her  see  her  papa 
— don't  you  think  I  would  say  yes?' 

"By  this  time  a  great  lump  was  in  my 
throat,  and  my  eyes  were  swimming  in 
tears.  I  answered,  'Yes,  my  little  girl,  I 
think  you  would,  and  you  shall  see  your 
papa';  and  taking  her  hand,  I  hurried  back 
to  the  prison,  thinking  of  my  own  fair- 
haired  little  girl  at  home.  Arriving  in  my 
office,  I  bade  her  come  near  the  warm 
stove,  while  I  sent  a  guard  to  bring  No. 
37  from  his  cell.  As  soon  as  he  came  into 
the  office  and  saw  the  little  girl  his  face 
clouded  with  an  angry  frown,  and  in  a 
gruff,  savage  tone,  he  snapped  out: 

"  'Nellie,  what  are  you  doing  here; 
what  do  you  want?  Go  back  to  your 
mother.'  'Please,  papa,'  sobbed  the  little 
girl,  'mamma's  dead.  She  died  two  weeks 
ago  in  the  poor  house,  an'  before  she  died 
she  told  me  to  take  care  of  little  Jimmie, 
'cause  you  loved  him  so;  an'  told  me  to 
tell  you  that  she  loved  you,  too — but 
papa,' — and  her  voice  broke  in  sobs  and 
tears — 'Jimmie  died,  too,  last  week,  and 
now  I  am  alone,  papa,  an'  today's  Christ- 
mas, papa,  an' — an'  I  thought,  maybe  as 
you  loved  Jimmie,  you  would  like  a  little 
Christmas  present  from  him.' 

"Here  she  unrolled  the  little  bundle 
she  held  in  her  hand,  until  she  came  to  a 
little  package  of  tissue  paper,  from  which 
she  took  out  a  little  fair  curl,  and  put  it 
in  her  father's  hand,  saying,  as  she  did  so: 
'I  cut  it  from  dear  little  Jimmie's  head, 
papa,  just  before  they  buried  him.' 

"No.  37  by  this  time  was  sobbing  like 
a  child,  and  so  was  I.  Stooping  down,  No. 
37  picked  up  the  little  girl,  pressed  her 
convulsively  to  his  breast,  while  his  great 
frame  shook  with  suppressed  emotion. 

"The  scene  was  too  sacred  for  me  to 
look  upon,  so  I  softly  opened  the  door  and 
left  them  alone.  In  about  an  hour  I  re- 
turned. No.  37  sat  near  the  stove,  with 
his  little  daughter  on  his  knee.  He  looked 
at  me  sheepishly  for  a  moment,  and  then 
said,  'Governor,  I  haven't  the  money'; 
then  suddenly  stripping  off  his  prison 
jacket,  he  said,  'For  God's  sake  don't  let 
my  little  girl  go  out  this  bitter  cold  day 
with  that  thin  dress.  Let  me  give  her  this 
coat.  I'll  work  early  and  late;  I'll  do  any- 
thing. I'll  be  a  man.  Please,  Governor,  let 
("Continued  on  page  34) 
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The  Gift  of  the  Song 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
penny   so   you   can   buy   sweets   for   the 
morrow." 

"Just  like  the  land  the  wise  man  visit- 
ed," said  Helgar. 

The  girls  and  boys  sang  before  many 
houses,  and  to  each  they  brought  sweet 
thoughts  of  Christmas  love  and  peace.  At 
last  they  came  to  the  palace  grounds. 
There  were  no  guards  to  forbid  them,  for 
the  prince  was  guarded  by  the  love  of 
his  people.  They  stopped  under  a  lighted 
window  and  sang: 
"Over     the    hills     of     Bethlehem     there 

poured  a  wondrous  song: 
'Peace  on  earth   to  men  of  good  will,' 

chanted  the  angel  throng, 
And  ever  over  the  waiting  earth  the  song 

goes  echoing  still, 
And  God's  good  gifts  are  offered  now 

to  faithful  men  of  good  will." 

The  prince  came  to  the  window. 
"Come  in,  my  good  people,"  he  said.  "The 
door  is  now  open  for  you." 

They  entered  the  palace  and  sang  all 
their  songs.  ' 

"What  a  gift  you  have  brought  me!" 
said  the  prince.  "Tomorrow  we  shall  have 
a  feast  and  a  tree  and  gifts,  but  we  need 
your  carols  to  make  your  Christmas  com- 
plete. Will  you  sing  the  songs  again  on 
the  morrow?  All  the  town  is  coming  to 
the  feast,  and  I  want  all  to  hear." 

"Oh,  yes!  Yes!"  cried  the  girls  and  the 
boys  beaming  with  happiness.  "That  is 
what  we  wanted  to  do — give  you  a  real 
gift  that  you  would  care  about." 

"And  indeed  you  have  given  me  a 
precious  gift.  And  you  shall  have  a 
crowning  grace  to  our  feast." 

The  singers  said  good  night,  and  ran 
home  along  the  dark  street.  They  were  so 
filled  with  joy  that  their  feet  hardly 
touched  the  ground,  and  they  felt  as  if 
they  had  wings  like  the  first  Christmas 
angels. 

Father's  and  Mother's  Page 

(  Continued  from  page  5  ) 
In  "Home  No.  1"  we  find  worldly 
magazines,  books,  and  several  other 
worldly  enjoyments.  Mother  is  tired, 
father  is  tired  and  the  children  are  tired 
and  cross.  Everyone  is  quarreling  with 
everyone  else.  This  is  not  a  "Home"  be- 
cause God  is  not  there  and  without  God, 
love  is  absent.  In  this  house  everyone  is 
wanting  his  own  way  and  nobody  is  get- 
ting it. 

In  "Home  No.  2"  we  find  good,  whole- 
some, mind-building  literature  and  pa- 
pers edited  and  published  by  Christians. 
In  this  home  (for  it  is  a  home)  is  peace 
and  quiet.  Everyone  is  enjoying  fellow- 
ship with  God  and  one  another.  There  is 
no  quarreling,  for  God  brings  love,  and 
with  God's  love  in  a  home,  quarreling  is 
forgotten. 

Therefore  a  Christian  home  is  one  in 


which  the  members  enjoy  peace  and  fel- 
lowship with  God  and  one  another, 
where  the  love  of  God  rules.  The  chil- 
dren of  such  a  home  are  at  an  advantage 
because  they  are  learning  honesty,  unself- 
ishness and  helpfulness.  Their  minds  are 
being  well  developed.  They  are  learning 
to  live  and  work  peacefully  with  others 
because  they  are  living  close  to  God. — 
Lucille  Newland  (12),  The  Christian 
Home   Builder. 

The  Vision 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
which  indicated  that  in  the  undercurrent 
of  his  thoughts  there  flowed  the  river  of 
the  Kingdom  of  God. 

There  was  little  formality  in  the  Web- 
ber home.  Words  sprang  up  from  all 
around  the  table  at  the  same  time,  like  a 
covey  of  partridges  from  a  tangle  of 
shrub  and  wild  grass  on  the  old  home 
farm. 

And  there  was  Le  Vera,  whose  gray- 
green  eyes  said  so  much,  yet  concealed  so 
much  more,  whose  rufous-brown  hair 
was  the  color  of  the  winter  fur  of  the 
wildcat  that  had  used  to  haunt  the  woods 
along  Crawfish  river  back  home.  Le 
Vera's  hands  were  not  those  of  a  society 
girl,  as  were  Shera's,  but  of  a  carefully 
groomed  working  girl.  In  what  way,  he 
wondered,  was  she  employed?  Her  move- 
ments were  not  those  of  studied  grace, 
but  of  a  good  and  wholesome  girl  whose 
actions  were  merely  normal. 

There  had  been  freckles  on  that 
straight  smooth  nose  when  she  was  a  little 
girl,  Rodney  decided.  He  had  never  before 
seen  gray  eyes  that  were  so  expressive. 
He  found  himself  inadvertently  looking 
at  them — and  looking  away  again  when- 
ever she  glanced  in  his  direction. 

There  was  music  in  the  family  rela- 
tionships in  the  Webber  home.  And  there 
was  love,  the  kind  of  love  that  belonged 
in  families.  Rodney  was  hungry  for  love, 
and  he  needed  stability.  He  was  a  wan- 
dering bird  who  had  not  found  its  nest, 
but  who  was  on  the  way  home.  "Oh  bring 
me  home,  Father!  Give  me  the  faith  of 
those  who  know  and  love  Thee!" 

There  was  a  pre-rehearsal  prayer  meet- 
ing in  the  pastor's  study  just  off  the 
chancel  in  the  church.  There  were  only 
four  persons  present:  Pastor  Webber,  Le 
Vera,  Rodney,  and  John  Nystrom,  the 
bachelor  architect,  who  seemed  to  be  on 
intimate  terms  with  the  family,  and  who, 
Rodney  suspected,  was  very  much  inter- 
ested in  the  pastor's  daughter. 

There  was  a  refinement  and  dignity 
about  Nystrom  that  Rodney  liked,  a  spir- 
ituality that  was  enviable.  His  face  was 
that  of  a  man  who  had  suffered,  and 
who  still  suffered,  but  who  had  found  a 
way  of  triumph.  He  recalled  to  Rodney 
the  words  of  his  mother  when  once  she 
had  told  him  of  her  own  triumph  over 
the  great  sorrow     of  her  life,     "I  have 


learned  Dr.  A.  B.  Simpson's  secret, — 
that  the  school  of  sorrow  is  the  school 
of  faith."  And  then  his  wise  little  mother 
had  added,  "Study  the  lives  of  God's 
giants,  Rodney, — Simpson  and  Moody  and 
Wesley  and  Knox  and  Calvin  and  Luther 
and  Alexander  and  Torrey  and  Spur- 
geon.  ..."  There  had  been  a  long  parade 
of  them,  and  their  biographies  were  in 
the  library  in  the  old  home  living-room 
tonight.  He  had  read  them,  as  he  read 
also  the  lives  of  P.  P.  Bliss,  Ira  D.  San- 
key,  Fanny  Crosby  and  others.  Fanny 
Crosby  had  learned  much  in  the  school 
of  suffering,  and  her  song  of  faith  was 
being  sung  now  by  a  million  singers  the 
world  over. 

While  they  were  on  their  knees,  pray- 
ing, Rodney  could  hear  the  muffled 
voices  of  incoming  members  of  the  choir 
in  an  adjoining  room.  He  knelt  beside 
Nystrom  near  the  pastor's  desk.  He  was 
very  much  aware  of  each  uncalloused  knee 
as  it  contacted  the  hard  maple  floor. 

There  were  four  prayers  in  succession. 
Rodney  suffered  during  those  moments, 
for  it  had  been  a  long  time  since  anyone 
had  heard  his  voice  in  prayer.  How  could 
a  man  pray  when  he  did  not  believe!  He 
might  say  words,  might  even  say  them 
sincerely,  but — 

He  felt  like  a  sinner  being  suddenly 
ushered  into  the  holy  of  holies.  He  could 
not  stand  the  light,  nor  the  holiness 
which  he  felt  was  here;  and  yet  he  was 
glad.  This  was  the  way  back, — the  way 
home — only  he  would  not  be  thrust  so 
unworthy  into  the  Father's  presence. 

Le  Vera's  prayer  was  first.  Her  voice 
had  that  same  musical  quality  she  had 
displayed  on  the  street  car  when  she  had 
said,  "Thank  you."  Only  now  there  was 
more  pathos: 

"Dear  Father,  we  do  love  Thee  so.  We 
thank  Thee  for  giving  thine  only  be- 
gotten Son  to  die  on  the  cross  for  us.  We 
thank  Thee  that  we  know  that  He  lives." 

There  was  a  tiny  gold  star  on  the  lapel 
of  Nystrom's  coat  also,  as  there  was  on 
Dr.  Webber's.  .  .  .  "We  ask  Thee  tonight 
for  our  new  choir  director,  Mr.  Deland, 
that  he  may  be  anointed  afresh  for  his 
important  task.  As  we  sing  once  more  of 
Bethlehem's  Savior,  may  we  be  very  wise, 
bringing  to  Thee  all  the  gold,  the  frank- 
incense, the  myrrh  of  our  lives.  .  .  . 

"We  pray  for  the  unsaved  members  of 
our  choir,  that  theirs  may  be  the  vision 
of  a  lost  world,  needing  the  old,  old 
story  of  Jesus  and  His  love.  ..." 

Rodney  winced,  and  he  heard  within 
him  his  mother's  voice  saying,  "Never 
lose  the  vision,  Rodney.  ..." 

John  Nystrom  prayed  in  a  voice  that 
bespoke  intimacy  with  the  One  to  whom 
he  prayed.  .  .  .  "That  our  new  leader 
may  be  Spirit-filled,  a  true  soul  winner 
.  .  .  Give  us  all  a  world  vision.  ..." 

Rodney  Deland  prayed.  His  childhood 
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prayers  had  been  uttered  from  every  nook 
and  corner  of  the  old  farm,  from  every 
foot  of  ground  along  Crawfish  river, 
from  the  old  stone  bench,  from  a  score  of 
trees  and  saplings  along  the  shore,  prayers 
formed  in  childish  words.  His  prayer  now 
was  carefully  worded,  and  sounded  in  his 
ears  like  the  clanging  of  a  cymbal.  After- 
ward, he  recalled  some  of  the  things  he 
had  said.  .  .  .  :  "Give  me  a  passion  for 
souls.  Throw  upon  my  shoulders  the  man- 
tle of  my  father,  help  me  to  believe  with- 
out make-belief  that  the  only  way  of 
reaching  the  lost  is  through  the  preaching 
of  the  gospel.  ..."  The  words,  he  knew, 
were  not  his  own,  but  were  called  from 
the  choice  sayings  of  his  brave  little 
mother.  And  yet  he  realized  that  they 
were   his    very   own   heart's   desire. 

They  arose  from  their  knees.  It  would 
soon  be  seven-thirty. 

"You'll  want  to  see  our  new  auditori- 
um," Dr.  Webber  said,  and  whispered 
aside   to   Rodney,   "it's  Nystrom's  idea." 

The  chapel  was  indeed  beautiful.  Rod- 
ney stood  at  the  entrance  and  looked  for- 
ward over  a  sea  of  blue  leather  opera 
chairs  to  the  platform,  saw  the  place 
where  in  the  Sundays  to  come  he  would 
stand  to  direct  the  singing  of  the  choir 
and  congregation.  A  dark  blue  dome-like 
ceiling  above  the  platform  was  sprinkled 
with  golden  stars  which  flashed  on  and 
off  with  rhythmic  regularity — here, 
there,  there,  here,  everywhere;  and  Rod- 
ney thought  of  the  old  rock  stage  back 
home,  and  of  the  fireflies  playing  among 
the  willows. 

A  terraced  choir  loft  at  the  back  of  the 
stage  was  filled  with  blue-cushioned, 
chromium-trimmed  chairs.  While  Rod- 
ney stood  in  the  silence,  watching  the 
stars,  they  became  to  him  a  symbol  of 
the  souls  that  some  day  he  might  win, 
//  only  I  can  believe  again. 

Slowly  then,  pushed  by  some  invisible 
hydraulic  pressure,  there  arose  in  the  cen- 
ter of  the  front  of  the  stage,  a  blue,  gold- 
trimmed  pulpit  desk.  .  .  . 

Stars!  Here,  there,  there,  here.  .  .  .  He 
LIVES  .  .  .  Abram's  stars  ...  A  pulpit 
arising  beneath  the  stars.  .  .  .  "Co  ye  into 
all  the  world  and  preach  the  gospel  to 
every  creature.  ..." 

Yet,  even  while  the  vision  held  him 
transfixed,  the  very  beauty  of  it  made 
him  think  of  Shera  Thorwald,  worship- 
per at  the  shrine  of  beauty,  who  did  not 
believe  that  anyone  was  lost,  or  ever 
would  be;  and  he  knew  that  the  days 
would  be  dangerous  days,  requiring 
greater  wisdom  than  he  now  possessed. 

Morning.  Le  Vera  Webber,  dental  as- 
sistant, arrived  thirty  minutes  early  at  the 
office  of  Beade  Thorwald,  D.  D.  S.  She 
unlocked  the  outer  door,  entered,  closed 
the  door  after  her,  passed  through  the 
lobby  into  the  reception  room,  moved 
animatedly  across  the  green  Kavara  rug 


which  harmonized  so  cheerfully  with  her 
red-brown  hair. 

She  stopped  in  front  of  a  curtained 
alcove  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  room 
near  the  window.  There  she  swung  lightly 
out  of  her  green  coat  with  its  silver-dyed 
fox  collar,  deposited  both  coat  and  green, 
flowered  turban  in  the  curtained  alcove 
coat-cupboard. 

A  few  moments  in  the  retiring  room 
and  she  was  transformed  into  an  efficient 
dental  assistant  in  immaculate  nurse's  cos- 
tume— white  gown  with  military  collar, 
white  orthopedic  shoes.  Her  hair  dress 
was  plain  and  without  embellishments.  A 
black  stripe  fringed  her  snow-white 
nurse's  cap.  Her  thoughts  this  bleak  win- 
ter morning  were  what  psychologists 
termed  "success  thoughts,"  choice  mental 
tit-bits  which  she  had  stored  away  in  her 
very  efficient  mind — a  mind  that  was 
able  not  only  to  receive,  but  to  retain  and 
recall. 

She  busied  herself  with  routine  morning 
duties.  To  each  rehearsed  "success 
thought,"  Le  Vera,  Christian  in  the  tru- 
est sense,  appendanged  a  supplemental 
verse  from   the  Bible: 

Fear  paralyzes  effort:  Perfect  love  cast- 
eth  out  fear;  The  secret  of  success  is 
constancy  of  purpose:  This  one  thing  I 
do:  forgetting  those  things  that  are  be- 
hind, I  press  toward  the  mark  for  the 
prize  of  the  high  calling  of  God  in  Christ 
Jesus:  In  making  a  living,  don't  forget 
to  make  life  worth  living:  "For  to  me, 
to  live  is  Christ."  Harmony  as  well  as 
efficiency  is  needed  to  radiate  enthusiasm: 
"And  be  ye  kind,  one  to  another,  tender- 
hearted, forgiving  one  another  even  as 
God,  for  Christ's  sake,  hath  forgiven 
you:"  Sunny  thoughts  cast  rainbows  over 
every  commonplace  task:  "Be  anxious 
for  nothing,  but  in  everything  by  prayer 
and  supplication  with  thanksgiving,  let 
your  requests  be  made  known  unto  God, 
and  the  peace  of  God  that  passeth  all 
understanding  shall  keep  your  hearts  and 
minds  in  Christ  Jesus.  .  .  " 

Le  Vera  liked  the  frolicsome  little  song 
that  gambolled  about  in  her  heart  this 
morning.  She  had  been  singing  it  ever 
since  she  had  left  home  an  hour  ago.  It  fell 
in  the  category  of  a  "popular"  song,  but 
she  was  very  sure,  would  not  be  classified 
as  "worldly."  She  detested  most  of  the 
popular  songs  of  the  day  which  were  so 
saturated  with  the  atmosphere  of  the 
theatre  and  the  dance,  which  things  she 
loathed,  and  whose  interpretations  of 
youthful  love  were  so  cheap. 

Only  occasionally  was  a  popular  song 
worthy  of  being  sung  by  a  true  lover  of 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  whom  Le  Vera 
knew  in  such  an  intimate  way. 

"I'll  compose  my  own,"  she  had  avowed 
one  day — yesterday,  in  fact.  It  was  still 
in  the  process  of  composition. 

Other  thoughts  were  tumbling  about 
in  her  mind  this  morning — thoughts  of 


last  night's  choir  rehearsal  and  of  the 
masterful  way  in  which  Rodney  Deland 
had  conducted  "Chimes  of  the  Holy 
Night." 

Graduate  dental  nurse,  she  had  taken 
seriously  the  solemn  pledge  of  the  Royal 
College  of  Dental  Surgeons,  Toronto.  It 
was  her  dental  creed,  as  was  the  Apostles' 
Creed,  that  the  Riverview  church  of 
which  her  father  was  pastor.  .  .  .  Rodney 
Deland's  brown  eyes  were  so  expressive. 
They  said  so  much  and  concealed  so  much 
more.  His  face  had  that  "good"  look,  so 
rare  among  young  men.  He  had  given  her 
the  alto  solo  in  section  2  of  the  cantata.  .  . 
"We  lift  our  eyes  unto  the  hills.  ..." 

His  own  voice  was  so  rich  and  full.  She 
had  never  heard  a  tenor  she  liked  better.  . 

"I  solemnly  pledge  that  in  the  practice 
of  my  profession  I  will  always  be  loyal  to 
the  welfare  of  the  patients  who  come 
under  my  care.  I  will  ..." 

The  words  of  the  pledge  sang  them- 
selves to  the  tune  of  the  sportive  little 
melody  that  rippled  within — her  own 
melody   .   .   . 

"There's    a    rainbow    whispering    in 
heart, 
Whispering  a  promise  true; 

Words  too  tender  to  be  spoken, 

Words  too  sacred  to  be  broken; 
There's  a  rainbow  whispering  in  my  heart, 
A  promise  of  love  to  you." 

In  Father's  study  last  night,  Rodney 
Deland  had  looked  troubled.  His  prayer 
seemed  to  lack  assurance,  but  when  he 
was  directing  the  choir  he  had  been  ab- 
solute master  of  himself. 

"I  will  be  just  and  generous  to  the 
members  of  my  profession,  aiding  them 
and  lending  them  encouragement  to  be 
loyal,  to  be  just,  to  be  generous,  to  be 
pure,  to  be  upright,  to  be  ...  "  Rodney 
had  stood  so  straight  and  tall,  his  shoul- 
ders so  square  .  .  .  "to  be  observant,  to 
be  tactful,  to  be  studious.  .  .   ." 

"Whispering  a  promise  true  ..." 

Reception  room,  retiring  room,  business 
office,  laboratory,  developing  room,  oper- 
ating rooms  number  one  and  two  .  .  . 

Le  Vera  was  standing  in  the  main  con- 
sulting and  operating  room  now.  Murky 
light  oozed  in  through  the  windows  on 
both  the  west  and  south.  There  would  be 
no  sunlight  today,  she  thought. 

The  telephone  rang.  It  was  Dr.  Thor- 
wald. "I'm  sorry,"  he  said,  "I'll  be  at  least 
twenty  minutes  late.  Emergency  case  at 
General.  Be  half  hour  late,  maybe." 

That  was  that.  Le  Vera  returned  to 
operating  room  number  one.  The  white 
porcelain  operating  chair  faced  the  south 
window.  So  many,  many  patients  had  sat 
in  that  chair.  What  an  opportunity  for  a 
nurse  to  study  human  nature!  People  of 
every  temperament:  choleric,  phlegmatic, 
sanguine,  melancholy — a  thousand  vary- 
ing shades  of  disposition.  To  some,  the 
chair,  with  the  long  pendulous  arm  of  the 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


unit  hanging  over  it,  was  a  thing  of 
terror;  to  others  it  was  merely  a  symbol 
of  an  ordeal  which  must  be  gone  through 
with  resignation;  while  to  still  others,  it 
was  an  instrument  of  torture  to  be  evaded 
as  long  as  possible.  She  would  like  to 
know  Rodney  Deland  better.  Some  day 
perhaps  he  would  sit  in  this  very  chair. 
Sometimes  a  man  revealed  his  true  nature 
better  when  he  was  having  things  done  to 
him  than  when  he  was  doing  things  him- 
self. 

Across  the  street  the  Rockwell  Con- 
struction Company  was  excavating  for  a 
new  building.  The  arm  of  a  giant  crane 
swung  in  a  wide  circle,  a  bucket  dropped 
low  into  the  hollow  tooth  of  the  earth, 
cleaning  out  a  tremendous  cavity  in  prep- 
aration for  the  laying  of  the  foundation 
of  a  new  skyscraper,  a  new  lower  molar 
to  take  the  place  of  the  one  that  had  been 
ejected,  another  tooth  in  the  mouth  of 
Giant  Civilization. 

Le  Vera's  eyes  came  back  to  focus  on 
the  many-drawered  cabinet  on  the  west 
wall  of  the  office,  where  were  kept  a 
thousand  dental  instruments,  awaiting  Dr. 
Thorwald's  need  for  them.  She  knew  them 
all  by  name  in  exact  alphabetical  order 
and  in  which  drawer  of  the  cabinet  each 
was  kept: 

Rubber  and  carborundum  and  paper 
discs  and  points,  apexographers,  blowers, 
broachers,  burnishers,  burs,  carvers, 
clamps,  currettes,  excavators,  explorers, 
files,  forceps,  holders,  mallets,  lancets, 
magnifying  mirrors,  mortaring  pestle  for 
mixing  amalgam,  plyers,  pluggers,  polish- 
ers, reamers,  scalers,  scissors,  glass  slabs 
for  silicate,  syringes — each  was  carefully 
sterilized  to  prevent  transmission  of  dis- 
ease germ  from  patient  to  patient — "So, 
dear  Father,  keep  me  clean  from  all  taint 
of  sin  in  that  my  contact  with  others 
may — "  "Now  ARE  ye  clean  through 
the  Word  which  I  have  spoken  unto  you." 

She  was  at  the  desk  in  the  centrally- 
located  business  office,  typing  a  list  of 
the  day's  appointments  when  the  annun- 
ciator above  the  door  indicated  that  some- 
one had  entered  the  reception  room.  She 
sat  still  for  a  moment.  Dental  office  eti- 
quette decreed  that:  "It  is  proper  to  greet 
people  in  the  reception  room  soon  after 
they  enter  but  not  immediately.  Slowly 
count  from  one  to  ten  before  responding 
to  the  call."  The  customer  should  be 
allowed  a  moment  to  be  "properly  im- 
pressed with  the  furnishings  provided  for 
his  comfort."  Too  hurried  a  response  on 
the  nurse's  part  might  create  the  impres- 
sion that  business  was  dull. 

One  .  .  .  two  .  .  .  three  .  .  . 

Le  Vera  was  interrupted  at  the  count 
of  six  as  Mrs.  Dr.  Thorwald  came  breez- 
ing into  the  office,  with  a  flurry  of 
swagger  seal  coat,  silk  hose  and  fur- 
topped  arctics.  Her  facial  make-up  was 
rather  modestly  done,  Le  Vera  noticed. 
Her  hair  was  primrose  yellow,  very  at- 


tractive indeed — if  it  were  not  artificial 
— her  arched  eyebrows  were  a  dark 
brown.  Mrs.  Thorwald  was  poised  with 
that  modern  poise  so  common  among 
society  women. 

"Where  is  Doctor?"  she  asked  cour- 
teously. 

"I'm  sorry,"  Le  Vera  said.  "Dr.  Thor- 
wald just  telephoned  that  he  is  delayed  at 
General." 

"Late?"  Wenda  Thorwald  frowned 
fleetingly.  Yet  it  was  a  deep  frown,  as 
if  the  muscles  controlling  it  had  been 
overdeveloped,  as  if  the  woman  were 
dissatisfied  with  life,  and  had  not  found 
the  peace  that  only  the  Prince  of  Peace 
could  give. 

There  was  a  nervous  twitching  of  her 
black  kid  gloves,  a  moment  of  indecision, 
then,  "I  can't  wait,"  she  said.  "Tell 
him — "  She  crossed  to  the  telephone  and 
dialed  a  number,  which  number  registered 
in  Le  Vera's  mind — "Mercer  1468."  It 
was  the  office  at  Swan  Musical  Con- 
servatory, where  Shera,  the  Thorwalds' 
only  daughter,  was  studying  voice  and 
violin. 

There  was  a  moment's  delay  while 
Shera  was  being  found,  and  then, — "Hel- 
lo, Shera?  This  is  Wenda.  I'm  off  to 
Fayette  in  a  few  minutes,  but  there  isn't 
going  to  be  any  way  for  me  to  get  back 
unless  I  wait  for  the  ten  o'clock  bus.  So 
if  you'll  tell  Daddy  to  meet  me  at  the 
Sar-Ben  Hotel  at  seven-thirty  tonight — 
No!  I'm  at  the  office  .  .  .  Oh,  by  the 
way,  Santa  Claus  came  this  morning  .  .  . 
I'm  having  it  delivered  to  the  house.  Ful- 
da  will  take  care  of  it  ...  " 

While  the  conversation  was  going  on, 
Le  Vera  wondered  what  Shera  Thorwald 
might  be  like,  and  if  Rodney  Deland 
knew  her.  If  so,  how  well?  She  had  seen 
the  girl  a  number  of  times  but  had  had 
no  opportunity  to  become  acquainted. 

The  telephone  receiver  clicked  into 
place.  Wenda  Thorwald  turned  apprais- 
ing eyes  upon  Le  Vera,  smiled  as  if  to 
say,  "I  think  I  like  you,"  then  she  spoke 
with  refined  modulation,  saying,  "Tell 
Doctor  I'll  be  gone  all  day.  He's  to  meet 
me  at  Fayette  at  the  Sar-Ben  Hotel  at 
seven-thirty  tonight."  She  swivelled  gra- 
ciously, glanced  fleetingly  into  each  oper- 
ating room  as  if  inspecting  Le  Vera's 
housekeeping,  and  was  in  the  act  of  re- 
touching her  lips  before  the  mirror  in 
the  retiring  room  when  the  annunciator 
sounded  again. 

One  .  .  .  two  .  .  .  three  .  .  .  four  .  .  . 
five  .  .  . 

Wenda  stopped,  looked  questioningly 
at  Le  Vera  .  .  . 

Six  .  .  .  seven  .  .  .  eight  .  .  .  nine  .  .  . 
ten. 

Smiling,  Le  Vera  appeared  in  the  re- 
ception room  doorway,  where  she 
smothered  a  spasmic  breath  and  ex- 
claimed, "Mr.  Deland!"  The  name  and 
the    emotions    it    provoked    set    the    an- 


nunciator in  her  mind  to  buzzing  errati- 
cally. 

"Good  morning,"  she  said  in  her  best 
professional  manner.  "Do  you  wish  to 
see  the  doctor?"  She  thought  that  he  was 
striking  this  morning  in  his  full-belted, 
double-breasted,  gray  overcoat  and  — 
the  thought  registered  idelibly — brown 
eyes,  the  color,  almost,  of  her  own  hair! 
She  made  a  quick,  semi-futile  attempt  to 
erase  the  impression,  decided  it  didn't 
matter.  There  had  been  admiration  in 
those  eyes  last  night  when  she  had  sung, 
"We  lift  our  eyes  unto  the  hills  ..." 

He  frowned,  grimaced,  pressed  his  lips 
together.  His  hands  clenched,  relaxed. 
One  hand  rose  to  his  jaw.  He  looked 
about  helplessly.  "T-toothache,"  he 
mumbled  apologetically  as  if  a  toothache 
was  an  embarrassing  thing  for  a  young 
man  to  have  in  the  presence  of  a  wom- 
an. 

Le  Vera's  wristwatch  told  her  it  was 
still  ten  minutes  before  office  hours  and 
reminded  her  that  Dr.  Thorwald  would 
not  be  here  for  another  fifteen  minutes 
at  the  least. 

Wenda,  who  might  have'  made  her  exit 
through  the  opposite  door  of  the  retir- 
ing room  without  being  seen,  chose  to 
present  herself  in  the  reception  room. 
There  she  stopped  abruptly;  her  eyes 
lighted  up  with  recognition.  "Rodney!" 
she  exclaimed.  "What  a  surprise!"  She 
extended  her  gloved  hand  which  he  ac- 
cepted. 

"I'm  sorry,"  Mrs.  Thorwald  contin- 
ued, still  in  her  gracious  manner,  "Doc- 
tor is  out  just  now,  but  he'll  be  in  soon. 
I  was  just  talking  to  Shera  on  the  tele- 
phone— Le  Vera,  will  you  make  him 
comfortable,   please?" 

Wenda  lifted  her  wristwatch  and  again 
Le  Vera  saw  that  deep-creased  frown 
come  and  go.  "I'm  sorry,  but  I  have  to 
run  down  to  Fayette  for  the  day — we'd 
planned  to  invite  you  out  to  the  house 
for  dinner  this  evening,  but  Shera  will 
tell  you  about — I  think  she  has  some 
other  plan  up  her  sleeve — Don't  forget, 
Le  Vera,  to  remind  Doctor  to  drive  down 
for  me  tonight." 

Dandelion-haired  Mrs.  Thorwald 
seemed  a  bit  embarrassed,  Le  Vera 
thought.  She  extended  her  hand  to  Rod- 
ney the  second  time,  turned  upon  him  the 
lights  of  her  very  blue  eyes,  then  swished 
into  the  lobby  and  out  into  the  hall,  paus- 
ing at  the  door  to  call  gaily,  "'Bye!" 
(To  be  continued) 

Dangerous  Steps 

Approximately  3  0,000  Americans  die 
every  year  in  accidents,  34  per  cent  of 
that  number  losing  their  lives  in  mishaps 
in  the  home.  Only  automobiles  take  a 
larger  toll  of  lives — 3  5   per  cent. 

Thus,  the  watchword  of  every  home 
should  be:  "Danger!  Proceed  with 
care!" 
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The   Inner  Circle   Page 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
whirled  about  all  my  life  over  all  the 
dance  floors  of  philosophy,  and  yielded 
myself  to  all  the  orgies  of  the  intellect, 
and  paid  my  addresses  to  all  possible  sys- 
tems, without  satisfaction,  like  Messa- 
lina  after  a  licentious  night  I  now  find 
myself  on  the  same  standpoint  where 
poor  Uncle  Tom  stands — on  that  of  the 
Bible.  I  kneel  down  by  my  black  brother 
in  the  same  prayer.  What  a  humiliation! 
With  all  my  sense  I  have  come  no 
farther  than  a  poor  ignorant  negro  who 
had  only  just  learned  to  spell.  Poor  Tom, 
indeed,  seems  to  have  seen  deeper  things 
in  the  Holy  Book  than  I." 

Yes,  it  finds  you  in  the  deep  places 
of  your  being.  What  other  book  in  all 
the  world  so  associates  itself  with  the 
joys  and  sorrows,  the  aspirations  and  dis- 
appointments, the  struggles,  the  victories 
and  the  defeats,  and  the  very  issues  of 
life  and  death  itself  as  does  the  Bible. 

It  finds  you  in  deep  places  of  your  be- 
ing. 

It  finds  you  there  in  the  very  fact 
of  Regeneration.  This  is  one  of  the 
things  that  cannot  be  shaken.  You  don't 
need  a  blueprint  to  let  you  know  you 
are  converted.  You  can  be  more  certain 
you  are  a  son  of  God  than  you  can  be  of 
your  earthly  parentage. 

How  do  you  know  that  you  were  not 
left  on  the  doorsteps?  How  do  you  know 
that  you  did  not  come  out  of  a  foundlings 
home?  But  I  do  know  when  I  was  born 
the  second  time,  because  I  was  not  only 
there  when  it  took  place,  but  I  gave  the 
consent  of  my  will  to  the  transaction, 
and  I  have  the  witness  to  it  in  my  own 
soul  to  this  very  hour.  You  can  take  ev- 
erything else  from  me  but  you  cannot 
take  that. 

It  finds  you  there  when  the  sun 
shines.  There  isn't  a  decent  joy  in  all  the 
world  that  a  knowledge  of  the  Bible 
doesn't  sanctify  and   sweeten. 

It  finds  you  there  when  the  shadows 
come.  There  isn't  a  sorrow  that  does  not 
get  sustaining  grace  somewhere  out  of 
the  pages  of  this  Book. 

it  finds  you  there  when  the  cheeks 
pale  and  the  eyes  dim  and  the  summons 
for  eternity  is  about  to  come. 

As  the  old  Scotch  woman  said,  "Thank 
God,  I  have  my  Bible.  It  was  the  guide 
of  my  youth  and  is  the  staff  of  my  old 
age.  It  wounded  me  and  healed  me.  It 
condemned  me  and  acquitted  me.  It 
showed  me  I  was  a  sinner  and  it  led  me 
to  the  Savior.  It  has  given  me  comfort 
through  life  and  I  know  it  will  give  me 
hope  in  death." 

When  the  great  Wizard  of  the  North 
lay  dying  at  Abbotsford,  turning  to  his 
beloved  Lockhart,  he  said, 


"Lockhart,  rak  me  the  Book." 

"What  book?"  said  Lockhart. 

"Ah,"  said  the  dying  genius,  that  flung 
out  his  wonder-working  wand,  the  spell 
of  whose  sorcery  has  made  millions  weep 
over  his  'Heart  of  Midlothian,'  and  mil- 
lions shudder  at  his  'Astrologer,'  and  mil- 
lions rise  to  ecstacy  with  the  poetic  beauty 
of  his  'Fair  Maid  of  Perth,'  "ah,"  said 
the  dying  Sir  Walter  Scott,  "there  is  but 
one  Book  for  a  dying  man;  rak  me  the 
Bible." 

When  Stanley  was  in  Africa  he  read  his 
Bible  through  three  times.  When  he 
started  he  had  180  pounds  of  books.  As 
his  men  were  stricken  by  famine,  fight- 
ing and  sickness  there  came  a  test  of  rel- 
ative values.  The  books  were  gradually 
abandoned  until  only  five  were  left.  Two 
of  these  were  books  on  navigation,  kept 
for  their  practical  value,  and  the  remain- 
ing three  were  the  Bible,  Shakespeare  and 
Carlyle.  Mr.  Stanley  said,  "Poor  Shakes- 
peare was  afterwards  burned  up;  Car- 
lyle and  the  navigating  books  were  left 
by  the  way,  and  I  had  only  the  Bible 
left." 

"We've  travelled  together,  my  Bible  and 
I, 
Through    all   kinds    of   weather,   with 
smile  or  with  sigh; 
In    sorrow    or    sunshine,    in    tempest    or 
calm, 
Thy  friendship  unchanging,   my  lamp 
and  my  Psalm. 

"We've  travelled  together,  my  Bible  and 

I, 
When   life    has    grown     weary,     and 
death  e'en  was  nigh. 
But  all  through  the  darkness  of  mist  and 
of  xvrong, 
I've  found  thee  a  solace,  a  prayer  or  a 
song. 

"We've  travelled  together,  my  Bible  and 
J, 
Thou  Sivord  of  the  Spirit,  put  error  to 
flight; 
And  through  my  life's  journey,  until  my 
last  sigh, 
We'll  travel  together,  my  Bible  and  I." 

(To  be  continued) 

How  a  Debt  Was  Repaid 

(Continued  from  page  27) 
steps  higher,  and  it  was  His  will  that  you 
should  be  the  one  who  should  bring  back 
to  the  fold  this  wandering  sheep,  as  well 
as  the  one  you  brought  back  earlier  this 
morning.  Do  you  wonder  why?  I  think 
you  will  understand  when  I  tell  you  that 
my  name,  for  which  you  have  not  asked, 
is  Robert  West  Beatty." 

At  the  announcement  of  that  name 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  West,  down  whose  cheeks 
the  tears  were  falling  like  rain,  started 
forward  in  surprise,  and  Mr.  West  ex- 
claimed,  "Are   you   the   son   of  my  old 


college  mate,  Frederick  Beatty?" 

"I  surely  am,"  was  the  reply,  "and  my 
father  named  me  after  you  in  memory  of 
his  college  chum." 

"Then  it  surely  was  God  who  sent  you 
here  to  enable  me  to  pay  a  debt  of  grati- 
tude I  owe  your  father." 

"I  never  heard  my  father  say  anything 
about  you  owing  him  anything." 

"Probably  not;  but  listen  to  my  story. 
Fred  Beatty  and  I  entered  college  to- 
gether and  became  the  closest  of  friends. 
Like  you  and  many  another  foolish  young 
man,  I  began  taking  a  social  glass  in  so- 
ciety. One  evening  I  returned  to  the 
rooms  which  your  father  and  I  shared  to- 
gether, showing  plainly  for  the  first  time 
that  I  was  under  the  influence  of  liquor. 
Your  father  waited  until  the  effect  had 
passed  off,  and  then  if  ever  one  man 
talked  out  of  his  heart  and  gripped  the 
heart  of  another  that  man  was  Fred 
Beatty,  and  on  our  knees  I  promised  God 
and  your  father  never  to  touch  another 
drop  as  long  as  I  lived,  and  young  man, 
I  have  never  broken  that  pledge  and  I 
never  will.  Only  for  your  father,  my  boy, 
I  might  have  traveled  the  same  road  you 
have,  and  God  helping  me,  I'll  be  as  true 
to  Fred's  son  as  Fred  was  to  me!" 

Gripping  the  young  man's  hand,  he 
said,  "What  can  I  do  for  you,  namesake?" 
Mrs.  West  sprang  to  the  other  side  of  him, 
and  grasping  his  other  hand,  she  ex- 
claimed, "And  what  can  I  do  for  you, 
too?"  He  looked  at  these  new-found 
friends  for  a  moment,  unable  to  speak, 
but  at  last  said,  with  a  choking  voice, 
"Give  me  a  chance  to  make  good.  Set  me 
to  work,  and  when  you  think  I  have 
earned  enough,  get  me  out  of  these  rags. 
Be  patient  with  me;  if  I  do  not  do  things 
just  right  at  first,  I  am  quick  to  learn. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  West,  please  be  father  and 
mother  to  me  until  such  time  as  I  can 
stand  up  strong,  and  clean,  and  true  be- 
fore my  own  parents." 

And  Bob  went  to  work  at  once.  His 
foster  parents  declared  he  earned  his  new 
clothes  that  self-same  day.  Out-of-doors 
Robert  West  made  the  hills  ring  and  echo 
with  "Rejoice  for  the  Lord  brings  back 
His  own!"  while  in  the  house  his  wife 
sang  sweetly  the  same  refrain.  Divine 
grace,  backed  up  by  good  food  and  a  good 
bed  and  clean  environments,  did  wonders 
for  Bob,  and  he  never  saw  his  shadow 
after  the  morning  he  turned  his  face  and 
heart  toward  the  light. 

It  was  early  in  December  when  Robert 
West,  unknown  to  Bob,  sent  a  long  letter 
to  his  old  college  chum,  Frederick  Beatty. 
He  said  nothing  about  Bob,  directly.  He 
wrote  of  their  old  college  days,  and  then 
said,  "I've  been  greatly  prospered  and 
I've  long  wanted  you  to  come  with  your 
wife  and  pay  me  a  visit.  I've  one  of  the 
best  ranches  in  the  west,  and  the  finest 
flock  of  sheep  to  be  found  anywhere.  I 
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spent  nearly  one  whole  night  last  Oc- 
tober searching  for  one  of  them  that  went 
astray.  Before  I  got  back  to  the  house  I 
found  two  sheep,  the  one  that  belonged 
to  me  and  another  one.  Now,  I  want  you 
and  your  wife  to  spend  the  Christmas 
holidays  with  us,  and  I  will  give  you  as 
a  Christmas  present  the  other  sheep  I 
found  that  October  morning,  and  if  you 
say  so,  a  whole  flock  of  others,  if  you 
will  become  my  partner  on  my  three- 
thousand-acre  ranch.  I  will  not  take  no 
for  an  answer,  and  I  will  look  for  your 
yes  by  telegraph  on  receipt  of  this." 

The  telegram  was  received,  and  it  said, 
"We  will  come,  and  we  will  remain,  for 
we  need  the  help  and  comfort  of  your 
friendship  more  than  ever.  I  am  prepared 
to  take  a  half -interest  in  the  ranch." 

The  receipt  of  that  message  caused 
Robert  "West  to  sing  more  than  ever  at 
his  work,  and  his  wife  more  than  ever 
at  her  work,  until  Bob  found  himself 
singing  at  his  work,  while  the  family 
altar  was  a  "Beulah  Land"  for  all  three. 

Very  early  on  Christmas  morning 
Robert  West  drove  four  miles  to  the  near- 
est railroad  station  and  met  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Beatty  on  the  arrival  of  the  train  at  seven 
o'clock.  Just  before  they  reached  the 
house  Mrs.  West  said  to  Bob,  "Your  Un- 
cle Robert  has  gone  to  the  station  for 
your  Christmas  present  and  I  know  you 
will  like  it.  I  want  you  to  go  to  your 
room  and  remain  there  until  I  call  you,  so 
we  can  get  the  present  in  the  house  and 
ready  for  you  at  the  breakfast  table." 

The  company  soon  arrived,  and  when 
the  greetings  were  over,  just  as  they  were 
about  to  sit  down  to  the  table,  Bob  was 
heard  coming  down  the  stairs,  and  Robert 
West  said,  "Fred  and  Mary,  here  is  my 
Christmas  present — the  other  sheep  I 
found  that  October  morning."  As  Bob 
opened  the  door  Mrs.  West  said  to  him: 
"Here  is  your  Christmas  present,  Bob." 
Who  can  describe  the  joy  of  that  reunion? 
The  sheep  that  was  lost  was  found  again, 
-while  the  angels  echoed  around  the  throne, 
"Rejoice,  for  the  Lord  brings  back  His 
own!" — Rev.  C.  H.  Mead,  in  The  Chris- 
tian Herald. 

Adda  Matteson's  Christmas  Gift 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
"That  does  not  constitute  a  Christmas 
obligation,"  he  said  quietly.  "Send  them 
cards,  if  you  want  to,  but  we  cannot  af- 
ford to  buy  suitable  gifts  for  so  many. 
You  know  that.  It  would  take  the  entire 
salary  of  one  week,  and  maybe  two,  and 
what  would  we  live  on?  No,  my  dear.  It 
is  too  bad,  but  you  have  married  a  poor 
man.  You  knew  it.  You  promised  'for 
better,  for  worse.'  I  am  sorry  if  it  is 
'worse,'  but  I  cannot  help  it,"  and  he 
tried  hard  to  be  patient. 

But  she  flung  out  her  hands  in  disgust. 
"Yes,"  she  flared,  "you  can't  afford  it, 


but  since  I  married  you,  six  months  ago, 
you  have  given  almost  ninety  dollars  to 
your  beloved  church!  but  you  can't  spend 
a  few  dollars  to  keep  the  Christmas  tra- 
dition! It  looks  as  though  we  have  made 
a  mistake.  You  will  not  see  my  side  and 
I  can't  agree  with  you,"  and  she  hurried 
the  dishes  to  the  kitchen  and  made  a 
tremendous  clattering  in  washing  them. 
Perhaps  it  eased  her  feelings  for  the  tears 
fell  unheeded. 

Bob  went  to  the  window  in  the  living 
room  and  stared  out  with  unseeing  eyes. 
His  thoughts  were  in  a  whirl.  He  rightly 
interpreted  the  noise  in  the  kitchen  and 
dreaded  the  moment  when  his  wife  should 
come  into  the  living  room.  What  could 
he  say?  She  knew  his  attitude  on  tithing 
long  before  they  were  married.  If  she 
objected,  why  had  she  not  said  so?  He 
felt  hurt  and  bewildered.  He  had  known 
that  she  was  not  as  interested  in  the 
church  as  he,  but  he  had  fondly  hoped  to 
win  her.  Until  now  he  had  thought  he 
was  succeeding. 

The  other  day  the  Sunday  school 
teacher  had  said,  "Fellows,  if  you  are  ever 
hedged  in,  if  a  wall  seems  to  be  built  all 
around  you,  look  up  and  pray.  Satan  can 
never  put  up  a  barrier  so  high  that  it  will 
keep  you  from  God." 

Without  doubt,  here  was  the  wall.  Bob 
lifted  his  heart  to  the  heavenly  Father  for 
wisdom  and  for  strength  and  help  to  meet 
this  need. 

The  doorbell  rang.  He  answered  it  to 
usher  in  Adda's  father  and  mother. 
"Thought  we'd  run  in  on  you  folks  for  a 
little  while,"  announced  Mr.  Fansler. 

Bob  felt  instant  relief,  and  then — he 
didn't  know.  What  if  they  should  agree 
with  his  wife?  It  would  be  only  natural. 
What  if  they  thought  he  was  a  poor  pro- 
vider because  he  could  not  meet  her  de- 
mands?  It  was  disquieting. 

"I  hear  Adda  in  the  kitchen,"  said  Mrs. 
Fansler.  "I'll  go  on  out  there." 

"Surprise,"  she  called  gaily,  but  stopped 
in  amazement  as  her  daughter  turned  a 
swollen,  tear-stained  face  toward  her. 

"Oh,  mother,  mother,"  sobbed  the  girl 
as  she  dropped  her  towel  and  sought  re- 
fuge in  her  mother's  arms. 

"There!  there!  What  is  it  all  about?" 
she  asked  gently,  as  she  patted  the  young 
shoulder. 

"Oh,  mother,  I  never  meant  to  tell 
you,"  said  Adda,  at  last,  "but  I  don't 
know  how  I'm  ever  going  to  stand  it  to 
live  with  Bob." 

Only  the  week  before  the  mother  had 
heard  Bob's  praises  sung  until  it  was  really 
boresome.  And  now — this.  But  she  re- 
membered some  of  the  experiences  of  her 
own  early  married  life  and  was  sure  that 
adjustments  could  be  made,  so  she  only 
asked  again,  "But  what  is  it  all  about?" 

"Christmas!"  declared  the  young  wife. 

"Christmas?"     echoed   her   mother  in 


astonishment.   "Why  that  is  nearly  four 
weeks  yet." 

"Oh,  it  isn't  the  day,"  explained  Adda. 
"It's  the  shopping  that  I  want  to  do,  and 
Bob  hasn't  any  money.  He  gives  it  all  to 
his  old  church!  And  when  I  wanted  some 
for  presents  he  said  he  couldn't  afford 
it." 

"How  much  did  you  ask  him  for?" 

"Well,  I  did  have  quite  a  list,"  she  ad- 
mitted. "I  intended  to  cut  out  some  of 
them,  but  he  acted  so,  I — well,  I  didn't 
do  anything  but  get  mad  about  it,"  she 
confessed,  miserably. 

"Let  me  see  that  list." 

"It  is  in  the  dining  room.  I  can't  go 
in  there  looking  like  this." 

"Here,  I'll  get  it,  and  come  into  your 
bedroom.  You  freshen  up  that  face  of 
yours.  The  world  hasn't  come  to  an  end 
yet,  and  you'll  need  your  good  looks  for 
many  a  day,  I  hope,"  and  she  went  after 
the  list. 

When  she  saw  the  length  of  it  she 
gasped.  She  knew  the  salary  Bob  received 
and  the  payments  he  was  making  on  the 
furnishings,  and  guessed  pretty  accurate- 
ly the  other  expenses.  Of  course  he  could- 
n't buy  presents  for  such  a  crowd  as  that. 
It  was  a  preposterous  demand.  She  must 
make  her  daughter  see  how  foolish  she  had 
been.  But  it  would  require  tact. 

She  went  into  the  room  where  Adda 
was  trying  to  erase  the  ravages  of  her 
anger.  The  girl  half-expected  a  rebuke, 
but  Mrs.  Fansler  said  pleasantly,  "Isn't 
this  a  new  dresser  scarf?" 

"Oh,  yes.  I  just  finished  that  at  the 
last  meeting  of  the  Embroidery  Club  the 
other  day.  The  others  complimented  me 
on  it." 

"I  don't  wonder.  It  is  beautiful.  Why 
don't  you  make  something  like  that  for 
Christmas  presents?" 

"Do  you  think  I  could?"  incredulously. 

"I  know  you  could.  I  don't  embroider 
and  I'd  rather  have  a  scarf  like  that  than 
the  most  expensive  gift  you  could  buy. 
I'm  pretty  sure  Bob's  mother  would,  too. 
And  as  for  the  fathers,  they  would,  either 
of  them,  rather  see  Bob  save  his  money 
than  spend  it  in  jimcracks  that  they  do 
not  need." 

"Jimcracks!  Mother!"  in  a  hurt  tone. 

"Well,  tell  me.  What  could  you  buy 
for  your  father  that  he  could  not  buy  for 
himself  at  double  the  value  if  he  chose  to 
do  it?  Name  it." 

"Of  course  you're  right,"  said  Adda, 
slowly,  "but  it's  the  spirit,"  she  suddenly 
remembered  the  phrase. 

"M-m-m,"  dryly.  "That  phrase  is  worn 
threadb?re.  A  Christmas  card  will  express 
as  much  'spirit'  and  will  cost  but  a  frac- 
tion of  what  you  would  pay  for  a  gift." 

"That  is  what  Bob  said." 

"Then  he  is  a  sensible  young  man,"  she 
declared  stoutly.  "Really,  Adda,  you  have 
an  awful  list — and  I  mean  exactly  that. 
Instead  of  your  having  a  grievance  against 
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Bob,  I  think  he  would  be  perfectly  justi- 
fied in  looking  on  you  as  a  'gold-digger' 
instead  of  a  helpmeet." 

"Oh,  mother!   Not  that,"  horrified. 

"Then  don't  act  like  it.  That's  all  I 
have  to  say.  Personally,  I'd  cut  that  list 
in  half,  and  then  some,  even  for  cards. 
Now  let's  go  into  the  living  room.  Your 
father  will  be  wanting  to  see  you." 

Bob  looked  at  her  furtively  as  she  en- 
tered. His  masculine  eyes  could  detect  no 
traces  of  the  emotional  storm  through 
which  she  had  passed.  The  presence  of  the 
older  people  covered  whatever  tension 
they  felt,  but  it  gradually  wore  away. 

As  they  said  good  night,  Mrs.  Fansler 
whispered  to  Adda,  "Make  it  right  before 
you  go  to  sleep.  You  know,  'Let  not  the 
sun  go  down  upon  your  wrath.'  " 

As  they  turned  back  from  the  door 
Adda  held  out  her  hands,  "Bob,  please 
forgive  me.  Mother  made  me  see  what  an 
ignorant,  wilful,  selfish  girl  I  am.  I  will 
make  my  Christmas  budget  fit  whatever 
you  can  spare  for  it." 

The  tears  came  to  his  eyes  as  he  held 
her  in  his  arms.  "Bless  you,  darling,"  he 
whispered,  huskily.  "I  wish  I  had  the 
wealth  of  a  Rockefeller  to  put  into  your 
hands." 

"Read  your  Bible,"  she  said  in  a  choky 
voice,  but  with  rainbows  in  her  eyes, 
"Solomon  said,  'Better  is  a  dinner  of  herbs 
where  love  is  than  the  stalled  ox  and 
hatred  therewith.'  We'll  have  the  love 
anyway  whether  we  send  any  gifts  or 
not." 

Prison    Page 

(Continued    from    page    28) 
me  cover  her  with  this  coat.'  Tears  were 
streaming  down  the  face  of  the  hardened 
man. 

"  'No,  Galson,'  I  said,  'keep  your  coat; 
your  little  girl  shall  not  suffer.  I'll  take 
her  to  my  home  and  see  what  my  wife  can 
do  for  her.'  'God  bless  you,'  sobbed  Gal- 
son. I  took  the  girl  to  my  home.  She  re- 
mained with  us  for  a  number  of  years,  and 
became  a  true  Christian  by  faith  in  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ.  God's  Book  shows 
man's  need  and  God's  remedy.  (Rom. 
3:9-24;  John  3:1-16.) 

"Tom  Galson  also  became  a  Christian, 
and  then  he  gave  us  no  more  trouble." 
(Luke   8:35.) 

A  year  ago,  when  I  visited  the  prison 
again,  the  Governor  said  to  me,  "Kain, 
would  you  like  to  see  Tom  Galson,  whose 
story  I  told  you  a  few  years  ago?"  "Yes, 
I  would,"  I  answered.  The  Governor  took 
me  down  a  quiet  street,  and  stopping  at  a 
neat  home,  knocked  at  the  door.  The  door 
was  opened  by  a  cheerful  young  woman, 
who  greeted  the  governor  with  the  ut- 
most cordiality. 

We  went  in,  and  then  the  Governor 
introduced  me  to  Nellie  and  her  father, 
who,  because  of  his  reformation,  had  re- 
ceived  pardon,    and   was   now   living   an 


upright  Christian  life  with  his  daughter, 
whose  Christmas  gift  had  broken  his  hard 
heart."  Christ  died  for  the  ungodly. 
(Rom.  4:5;  5:6.)  "And  a  little  child 
shall    lead    them." — Selected. 

Helps   for   the   Tempted   and   Tried 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

must  face  it  and  go  forward.  David  had 
also  met  personal  losses  in  the  fall  of  the 
city.  He  had  lost  his  family,  for  his 
wives  and  children  with  their  belongings 
had  become  the  possession  of  the  enemy. 
But  like  Job  in  the  midst  of  his  great 
losses  said,  "The  Lord  gave  and  the  Lord 
hath  taken  away;  blessed  be  the  name  of 
the  Lord,"  so  David  encouraged  himself. 
David  also  lost  his  friends.  There  had 
been  a  time  when  David  was  a  very  pop- 
ular man.  On  his  return  from  the  slaying 
of  Goliath  the  women  sang,  "Saul  has 
slain  his  thousands,  but  David  his  tens  of 
thousands."  But  now  in  the  midst  of  his 
losses,  his  friends  turned  against  him  and 
he  is  even  facing  the  danger  of  being 
stoned  to  death.  Those  who  had  formerly 
idolized  him  were  now  ready  to  stone 
him.  But  in  the  midst  of  all  these  per- 
plexities "David  encouraged  himself  in 
the  Lord  his  God."  He  believed  that  vic- 
tory could  come  out  of  defeat.  He  took 
his  men,  pursued  the  enemy  and 
overtook  them.  He  won  complete  vic- 
tory over  his  foes,  got  back  the  people 
that  had  been  taken  captive  and  their  be- 
longings and  also  took  the  spoils  of  the 
enemy.  He  won  back  the  confidence  of 
those  who  had  turned  against  him.  All 
this  victory  because  he  refused  to  look 
wholly  at  the  dark  side  but  "encouraged 
himself  in  the  Lord  his  God,"  and  went 
forth  a  mighty  conqueror. — Marion,  Ind. 
— From  the  Wesleyan  Methodist. 
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A  new  Methodist  paper,  known  as  "The 
Challenge"  appeared  October  1st.  Its 
purpose  is  to  interest  people  outside  of 
the  Methodist  church  and  to  appeal  to 
those  members  who  may  be  termed  back- 
sliders from  Methodism.  It  is  intended 
to  propogate  the  doctrines  of  the  Meth- 
odist church  outside  of  their  own  mem- 
bership. 

Burying   the   Bible 

From  London  comes  the  word  that 
Codex  Sinaiticus  has  been  transferred 
from  the  British  Museum  and  is  now 
safely  buried  deep  in  the  cellar  of  a  coun- 
try house  far  from  the  bombs  and  rubble. 
In  1934  the  British  Government  pur- 
chased this  great  Christian  treasure,  old- 
est Bible  manuscript  in  the  world,  from 
the  Russians  at  a  cost  of  $5  00,000.  Right- 
minded  men  everywhere  will  be  relieved, 
of  course,  to  know  that  this  irreplacable 
book  is  safe.  But  at  the  same  time  we 
cannot  escape  the  thought  that  there  is 
something  tragic  about  burying  the  Bible 
for  the  duration  of  the  war. — The  Chris- 
tian Advocate. 

NASHVILLE,  Tenn.  —  The  Southern 
Baptist  Convention  has  a  radio  committee 
which  plam  to  inaugurate  thirteen  pro- 
grams on  January  1,  1942.  It  will  re- 
quire $2  5,000  to  pay  for  the  project  and 
the  churches  will   be  asked  to  raise  this 


PHILADELPHIA.— The  total  amount 
contributed  and  the  per  capita  giving  by 
the  2,013,247  members  of  the  Presby- 
terian Church  in  the  U.  S.  A.  showed  an 
increase  during  the  past  year.  The  per 
capita  giving  of  the  church. for  all  pur- 
poses was  $21.49,  which  is  the  largest 
figure  since    1932. 

The  Chinese  Spirit 

A  foreigner  witnessed  the  fearful 
bombing  of  Chungking.  Returning  to  the 
United  States,  he  said:  "When  air-raid  sir- 
ens sound,  government  officials  just  go  on 
quietly  working  in  their  office.  Then,  at 
the  final  siren,  ten  minutes  before  the 
actual  raid  begins  and  the  bombs  ex- 
plode, they  calmly  gather  up  their  pa- 
pers, descend  to  the  granite  dugouts 
where  clerks  and  typewriters  are  working 
away,  and  go  on  with  their  duties.  It  is 
absolutely  impossible  to  smother  the 
Chinese  spirit.  The  Japanese  planes  de- 
stroy buildings,  but  consolidate  morale. — 
Evangelical  Christian. 

The   city   of   Jerusalem,   for   the   first 


time  since  the  days  of  the  Romans,  is 
predominantly  Jewish.  Prophetic  News  is 
given  as  authority  for  the  statement  that 
approximately  sixty-five  thousand  of  its 
one  hundred  thousand  inhabitants  are 
Jews.  All  of  these  do  not  live  inside  the 
walls  of  the  old  city  where  are  the  land- 
marks of  the  ancient  capital  of  the  race, 
but  many  of  them  are  in  the  modern  area 
which  surrounds  the  old  city  on  all  sides 
except  the  east.  The  rapid  growth  of  the 
Jewish  element  of  the  population  is  be- 
lieved by  many  to  be  a  fulfillment  of 
Scripture  prophecies.  —  New  Orleans 
Christian  Advocate. 

Grand  Coulee  Dam  across  the  Colum- 
bia river  in  Washington  state  is  said  to 
be  the  most  massive  edifice  ever  reared  by 
man.  It  is  4,500  feet  long  and  5  60  feet 
high.  It  exceeds  in  size  the  Great  Pyramid 
of  Egypt. — Selected. 

How  Big   Is  Texas? 

In  Texas  124  counties  are  totally  dry, 
and  49  totally  wet,  while  81  are  partially 
dry. 

Largest  locomotive  ever  built  was  re- 
cently turned  out  by  the  Locomotive 
works  at  Schenectady,  N.  Y.  It  cost 
$5,000,000.  It  will  be  used  to  haul  heavy 
freight  in  the  Rocky  Mountains. 

Communism 

Communism  has  existed  under  vari- 
ous names  in  many  countries,  for  cen- 
turies, with  the  identical  characteristics 
and  basic  principles  enunciated  by  Karl 
Marx  in  his  infamous  "manifesto."  Com- 
munism consists  of  six  "denials": 

1.  Denial  of  God. 

2.  Denial  of  liberty  under  government. 

3.  Denial  of  private  property  right. 

4.  Denial  of  right  of  inheritance. 

5.  Denial  of  free  speech. 

6.  Denial  of  the  sanctity  of  home  re- 
lations.— Selected. 

Congress  has  nothing  on  the  Church 
for  some  of  her  members  too  are  always 
absent. — Rev .  D.  O.  Miller. 

A   Convincing    Lecture 

Louis  Lisemer,  of  Huntington,  W.  Va., 
now  in  his  eighty-third  year,  is  a  grand- 
son and  a  step-grandson  of  French  sol- 
diers who  fought  under  Napoleon  at 
Moscow  and  at  Waterloo.  As  a  boy,  he 
heard  his  step-grandfather  say,  "On  our 
retreat  from  Moscow  we  passed  regiment 
after  regiment  of  brave  men  leaning  on 
their  guns,  frozen  to  death.  We  did  not 


so  much  fear  the  bullets  of  the  Russian 
army  which  followed  us  as  we  did  the 
howling  wolves  which  devoured  many 
a  soldier.  Those  of  our  troops  who  drank 
vodka  died  from  the  effects  of  the  severe 
cold.  The  liberated  Russian  criminals  who 
fired  Moscow  after  it  had  been  deserted 
by  the  populace,  warned  us  that  vodka 
would  tend  to  open  the  pores  of  the  skin 
and  that  death  would  surely  ensue.  So 
I  didn't  drink  it."  And  that,  Mr.  Lisemer 
declares,  is  "the  most  convincing  temper- 
ance lecture  I  have  ever  heard." — The 
Christian  Advocate. 


If  a  pastor  is  caught  speaking  on  mat- 
ters concerning  proper  ethics  of  living  in 
this  life  and  digresses  from  "other  world- 
ly" matters,  he  will  be  obliged  to  submit 
his  sermons  in  advance  to  a  German  cen- 
sor. If  thereafter  he  departs  from  the 
careful  instructions  he  finds  himself 
under  lock  and  key. — Herald  of  Holiness. 

Governmental  records  show  that  the 
unemployment  in  the  United  States  in 
July  this  year  numbered  5,15  5,000.  A 
year  ago  there  were  10,084,000  unem- 
ployed. This  month  the  unemployed  are 
fewer  still. 

"Greatest"    Inventions 

Seventy-five  scientists  and  industrial 
executives,  acting  as  a  committee  for  the 
study  of  great  inventions,  have  selected 
nineteen  as  the  "greatest."  The  nineteen, 
as  listed  in  the  New  York  Times,  are 
Whitney's  cotton  gin,  Fulton's  steam- 
boat, McCormick's  reaper,  Morse's  tele- 
graph, Goodyear's  vulcanization  of  rub- 
ber, Howe's  sewing  machine,  Sholes' 
typewriter,  Westinghouse's  airbrake, 
Bell's  telephone,  Edison's  phonograph  and 
incandescent  lamp,  Telsa's  induction- 
motor,  Hall's  aluminum  process,  Mergen- 
thaler's  linotype,  Edison's  motion  picture 
projector,  the  Wrights'  airplane,  de  For- 
est's three-electrode  vacuum-t  u  b  e, 
Baekeland's  thermosetting  plastics  and 
Burton's  oil-cracking  process. — Christian 
Observer. 

Criminality 

J.  Edgar  Hoover  has  stated  that  the 
first  three  years  after  1933  were  the 
most  terrible  in  the  criminal  history  of 
the  United  States.  He  affirms  that  the 
population  of  our  underworld,  the  total 
of  our  criminals,  is  more  than  4,2  5  0,000. 
He  adds  that,  of  these,  nearly  700,000, 
or  approximately  one-sixth  of  them,  are 
boys  and  girls  under  twenty-one  years 
of  age. — Publisher   Unknown. 
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Give  Ear  to  those  who  cry  for  crumbs — and  heap  their  homely  lar- 
ders high,  for  lo!  the  Joyous  Season's  here — and  Christmas  comes! 

Give  Hands  to  those  who  need  a  guide,  nor  cast  a  thought  of  race 
or  creed,  since  Brotherhood  is  all  worth  while  at  Christmastide. 

Give  Steps  to  those  who  cannot  plod  on  their  own  errands  to  and 
fro  above  the  crisp  December  sod  as  others  go. 

Give  Thought  to  what  you  best  can  do  to  cheer  the  heart  and 
soothe  the  mind  and  make  the  world  seem  good  and  kind  to  those 
less  fortunate  than  you. 

Give  Smiles  to  those  whose  weary  load  brings  gloom  and  pain  and 
gray  despair,  and  bends  them  low  o'er  life's  steep  road;  for  smiles 
with  them  are  rare. 

Give  Knowledge  to  the  dull,  untaught,  for  some  there  are  who  do 
not  know  with  what  our  Christmastide  is  fraught;  and  speak  of  Him, 
the  Manger-born,  beneath  the  Eastern  Star's  pale  glow. 

Give  Courage  to  the  fearing  band  that  needs  the  clasp  of  friendly 
hand,  and  cheering  smile  and  all  good  will;  give  courage,  then,  to 
such  as  they  this  day. 

Give  Heed  to  others  and  their  need.  They  know,  they  feel,  they 
have  desire;  nor  is  it  what  you  think  is  best,  but  rather  what  they 
most  require,  that  you  should  give  and  do  and  say  on  Christmas  Day. 

Give  Laughter — not  the  scornful  sort,  but  laughter  that  abounds 
with  happy,  wholesome,  merry  sounds,  and  so  infectious  as  to  hring 
a  like  retort. 

Give  Heart — the  heart  that  beats  for  all  upon  this  day;  the  heart 
that  greets  the  lowly  and  the  high;  the  heart  that  grows  with  sympa- 
thy and  knows  but  love  for  those  who  pass  you  by. 

Give  Joy  to  all — it  may  be  bread  for  one,  or  just  a  smile,  or  yet  a 
simple  toy,  or  words  of  praise,  or  even  gold — but  give  them  all  and 
you  will  give  but  Joy. 

Give  Praise  to  Him,  that  you  have  many  things:  good  friends,  and 
health — and  life's  long  span.  Give  Praise  to  Him  for  all  these  things 
and,  best  of  all,  the  Brotherhood  of  Man! 

And  giving  these,  you  will  have  given  more,  by  far,  than  prince 
or  potentate  or  modern  Midas — 

You  will  have  given  better  things  than  stocks  and  bonds  or  lands 
or  diadems — 

You  will  have  given  that  which  neither  pomp  nor  power  nor  high- 
est influence  can  command — 

You  will  have  given  that  which  gold,  nor  favor,  nor  fear  can  buy — 

You  will  have  given  that  which  He  was  ever  giving  to  the  lowly 
and  the  poor:  comfort  and  strength  and  hope  and  rest  and  courage 
and  faith — for  of  these  things  are  the  Perfect  Christmas  Gifts  made. 
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